
 
 

 “Again.” That’s the word that sprang from the page when I read this text. “I want 
to see again.” He once saw. He once knew the blue of the sky, the white foam of waves 
crashing into the shore, the vivid purples of the lilies of the field. He knew, one would 
think, the distinctive shape of his father’s face. After all, his first name is Bartimaeus – 
son of Timaeus. When he is introduced, he’s introduced as “Son of Timaeus, the son of 
Timaeus.” It is the equivalent of being called Junior.  
 

I wonder if it was a trauma, an accidental blow to the head or a fall or a wound 
sustained in battle that blinded him suddenly. Or maybe it was a slow disease that 
gradually darkened his world. I think about the sadness that must accompany the loss of 
that which you once had. I once could see, but my vision is gone, the lights have gone out 
for me. 

 
 I wonder if his father is still around, or if perhaps it was his father’s death that 

thrust Bartimaeus out on the street to fend for himself? I think a man who would name 
his son, “son-of-me,” would have cared for him after he went blind. But his father is not 
mentioned in the text, just this man without sight, reduced to begging on the dusty street 
outside Jericho.  

 
I think it was theologian Janice Joplin who sang, “Freedom’s just another word for 

nothing left to lose.” By those lights, Bartimaeus is free indeed. 
 
Mark’s is a gospel on the move. His favorite word is “immediately.” It is almost 

comical how this text begins. “They came to Jericho. As Jesus, his disciples, and a large 
crowd are leaving Jericho…” No time for Jesus to even stop for a meal. And always in 
Mark’s Gospel, this rushing Jesus and his frantic, confused disciples are surrounded by 
crowds, lining the streets, hanging out windows, reaching out to maybe touch the hem of 
his garment, the murmuring of the crowds only adding to the hectic pace. They came to 
Jericho…As they were leaving Jericho… But then, a voice rises above all the others. A 
brave, free voice pierces the darkness. 
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“Have mercy on me!” 
 
 Even as he raises his voice, others try to put him back in his place. But in a sign of 

how little he really has to lose, he raises it even higher the more they try to shut him up.  
 
“Have mercy on me!” 
 
And then a remarkable thing happens. Jesus stops. The chaos, the immediacy, the 

moving into and out of Jericho just comes to a halt. Jesus creates a silent sanctuary on the 
road. And in the stillness – a call. Always in the presence of Jesus, there is a call.  

 
“Call him here.” 
 
And now the ones who were trying to shut him up, now that they are enveloped in 

this holy sanctuary of mercy, silence, and call, say to this man with nothing to lose words 
that he may not have heard in a long time. “Take heart. Take heart. He is calling you.” 

 
Mark never wastes words in telling his story of Jesus, and we should pay close 

attention to each one. One of my colleagues reminded me of all the action words in this 
text, and none may be more important than the ones Mark uses to describe Bartimaeus’s 
response to the call. He threw off his cloak. He sprang up. He came to Jesus. I think of all 
the people in this gospel who came to Jesus looking for greatness – to sit, one at his right 
and one at his left in the kingdom. Another came looking for eternal life, and when asked 
to throw off his riches, walked away grieving. But here is a man who throws off what 
may be his only possession, who springs up, and comes to Jesus. He has nothing but 
faith.  

 
And in the silence of this roadside sanctuary, the call issued and answered, a 

question: “What do you want me to do for you?” 
 
“I want to see again.” 

 
This is not really a story about a blind man being healed – it is a story about a man 

who asked to see and got something even more important – a vision, a calling, a new life.  
 
Bartimaeus is undaunted in his trust. He doesn’t hesitate to answer Jesus’ question, 

and it is Jesus who will say it was his trust, his faith, that made him well. The Greek word 
used to say he was made whole is the same word we would use for “saved,” and it points 
to the reality that Bartimaeus’s vision is restored in more than just his eyes. In the 
sanctuary there on the road outside of Jericho, Bartimaeus is restored and renewed. How 



do we know? Jesus said “go,” but that old son of Timaeus wasn’t going anywhere. He 
knew that Jesus was the source of the grace that had restored him. He followed. It is in 
the following where grace is found. 

 
The greater gift is the one Bartimaeus didn’t ask for – the gift of following Jesus 

on the way.  
 
You remember back in chapter eight, there was another blind man, this one 

unnamed, who Jesus encounters. Remember how the healing was in tow parts. The first 
time Jesus touches him and then asks him, “What do you see?” The man says, “I see 
people, but they look like trees, walking.” So Jesus lays his hands on his eyes and “looks 
intently,” and the man is healed and sent away. He saw, but not clearly. Jesus’ work was 
not yet done. 

 
And immediately after this, Jesus tries to get his disciples to understand the way. 

You remember a few weeks ago we heard Peter proclaim that Jesus was the Messiah. 
When Jesus tells him that the Messiah must suffer and die, Peter takes him off to the side 
and scolds him like a child, causing Jesus to scold him, “Get behind me Satan! You are 
thinking like a human, rather than like God.” 

 
Not long after that, Jesus says to them again that he will go to Jerusalem and suffer 

and die. Who knows if they heard him because the disciples are arguing on the road. 
When Jesus asks them what they are arguing about, they are silent, ashamed, because 
they had been arguing about who was the greatest. Jesus sits all the disciples down, you 
remember, and puts a child in their midst. This is the way, this child. Whoever welcomes 
the child, welcomes me. The first shall be last and the last first. 

 
And then, just last week, for the third time Jesus says they are going into Jerusalem 

and there they will beat him and spit on him and mock him and kill him, and after three 
days he will rise again. You remember James and John come to him, asking him to do 
whatever it is they ask. And Jesus asks them a familiar question: “What do you want me 
to do for you?” 

 
What do you want me to do for you? They say, “We want to sit, one at your right 

and one at your left in your kingdom.” They do not see. They do not yet know the way. 
 
But Bartimaeus, here in the roadside sanctuary, here in the still center Jesus has 

created, has a different answer. “I want to see again.” 
 



So, what do you want Jesus to do for you? FPC, what do we want Jesus to do for 
us? It is the question he asks us in the still center.  

 
We have arrived again at that still place, here in this time of worship, the place 

where all around us swirls the winds of doubt and fear, the frustration of a stubborn 
pandemic that has already cost so many so much, the pressures of schedules that fill up 
our time with a busyness that is not always life-giving, the pressures of divisions within 
and around us, toxic rhetoric that tears down rather than builds up. But here, in the still 
center, all of that recedes before the question, the one question – what do you want me to 
do for you?  

 
We want to see. Don’t we? We want to see the way, the way that leads to life, the 

way that is life. 
 
I read recently about a different kidnapping in Haiti. In April of this year, nine 

persons, including five clergy, we abducted and held for ransom. Among them was a 
Catholic priest, Father Michel Briand. During the two weeks they were held captive by a 
gang called the 400 Mawozo. At some point, the gang members began to feel sorry for 
their prisoners. They sneaked them food and water when their superiors were looking 
away. When it came time for them to be set free, one of the gang leaders hugged each of 
the captives goodbye before pulling away to make a request. 

 
“He asked us to pray for them,” Father Briand said. 
 
“And I replied: ‘We’ve been praying for you from the beginning. You didn’t have 

to ask.’” 
 
  Jesus told him to go, but instead Bartimaeus followed him on the way. Turns out 

the way runs through, among other places, Haiti, where Jesus still calls from the still 
center, beckoning us to a different path, the path of life. Amen.- 


