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THE FOURTH SUNDAY IN LENT

WALKING IN WONDER

Walking with Jesus Toward the Light
(The Man Born Blind)

John 9:1-41; Ephesians 5:8-14

It is true, I could not see a thing . . . but I could hear everything! 
Although Jerusalem was not its usual bustling city on a sabbath afternoon,
there was still plenty of sound as people moved from home to the temple and
back again.  I was in my usual spot beside the temple wall.  It was degrading
to beg, but, as a blind person, I had no choice.  No one would hire me to do
typical work and I lived with my parents, so I had to help out somehow. 
Begging was what people with disabilities were expected to do.  I couldn't
actually beg on the sabbath because that would be considered to be work, but
being in my regular spot, some kind souls often tossed me a coin or two.  On
the sabbath, it is blessed to receive!

I sat there and listened.  Occasionally, someone I knew would speak to
me, but most strangers hurried on their way, trying to ignore those of us who
sat by the wall.  On this particular day, I heard a group of people approaching. 
As they got nearer, I heard a man's voice say “Rabbi, who sinned, this man
or his parents, that he was born blind?”  It was not so much the question that
I heard–those words were all too familiar–it was the tone of the question.  It
was the kind of question that, instead of honestly seeking an answer, was
simply an attempt to impress.  This fellow wanted to gain his teacher’s favor
by starting a theological debate.

The footsteps stopped.  The apparent rabbi (Who was obviously not one
of our local rabbis.  I know all of their voices.) said, “Neither this man nor his
parents sinned; he was born blind so that God's works might be revealed in
him.”  Whoa!  I had never heard anything like that!  All my life, my parents and
I had lived under the cloud of our sinfulness evidenced by my blindness. 
What the possible sin was, no one knew, but the shroud of suspicion never
went away.

Before I could take in what this teacher had just said, I heard a single
set of footsteps coming toward me.  The person stopped in front of me and
knelt down.  I heard the sound of spitting and I jerked back a little.  “How
rude!” I thought.  “Why can’t they just leave me alone?  Why do they have to



humiliate me as well?”  Whoever it was did not say a word, but I heard fingers
moving in the dirt.  I scooted a little to the left.  Hands touched my face and
I pulled back, but that rabbi-voice kindly told me not to fear.  His thumbs
spread mud over my eyes and he told me to go wash in the Pool of Siloam. 
I had spent many a day at Siloam with other people hoping to be healed, but
nothing ever happened.  I sat there stunned and angry at such intrusion into
my life.  The group with the rabbi moved on.

A friend came running up and said, “I saw what happened.  Come on. 
Let's go to Siloam!”  I asked him who the man was who had put mud on my
eyes.  “They say he is the Teacher from Nazareth who is called Jesus.  Some
say that he can heal.  Let's go!”  He helped me maneuver through the streets
to the Old Pool which had long provided water to the city.  It was crowded
even on the sabbath.  Feeling a little foolish, I knelt down beside the pool and
splashed water on my face and rubbed the mud off my eyes.  I was excited
and scared.  I didn't want to get my hopes up.  This might be nothing more
than a joke at my expense.  But what if it was true?  Finally, I raised up and
wiped my face with my robe.

Cautiously, I opened my eyes then closed them quickly.  It hurt–the light
that is.  All these years I had known nothing but darkness and the light was
shocking.  I had felt the warmth of it, but never had I seen it.  I tried again,
more slowly.  Gradually, I saw light and what I have come to know as the
color gray.  Shapes and color began to appear and I blinked over and over
and things got clearer until I saw the face of my friend grinning in front of me. 
I had never seen him before.  I grabbed him and shouted, “David, is that
you?!”  “Yes!  Yes! It's me!” he shouted.  “You can see!  You can see!”

Yes, I could see!  But I didn't know how.  And I didn't know who–who
was that rabbi and where did he go?  I almost had to close my eyes to be able
to get back to my home.  My eyes were not familiar with anything that I could
now see.  My parents were in shock but so happy.  They laughed and cried
and cried and laughed.  Our neighbors were stunned.  They couldn't believe
that I was able to see.  Some of them didn't believe it was really me and said
I just looked like the blind man who begged.  How absurd!

Some men came to my home and said that I needed to go talk to the
Pharisees.  I was so happy that I went along, eager to tell them what had
happened.  Surely they wanted to share my joy!  But, Instead of rejoicing with
me, they all looked angry and began asking one question after another.  They
wanted to know what happened so I told them what I have told you.  They
wanted to know who had healed me and I told them it was a man named



Jesus.  They asked where he was, but I didn't know.  I never saw him, I just
heard his voice and felt his hands on my face.

The Pharisees were not happy at all!  In fact, they accused me of faking
the whole thing.  When I protested, they sent for my parents and then asked
them a lot of questions.  I could tell they were scared because of the way the
Pharisees were acting.  My parents said they didn't know anything except that
I could now see.  They told the Pharisees to ask me whatever they needed to
know.  I’m not sure what I expected them to say, but it hurt that they didn't
stand up for me.  I guess their fear got the best of them.

The Pharisees started questioning me again and said that Jesus was
a sinner because he didn't observe the sabbath.  I told them that I couldn't
figure out how a sinner could heal someone, especially someone born blind. 
I had never heard of that before.

They kept on asking questions and I got mad.  I finally said, “Why are
you so interested in him?  Do you want to be his disciples, too?”  Well, that
was like stirring a hornets' nest.  They called me a sinner.  That seemed to be
their response whenever they had no other answers, but it really ticked me
off.  It was the greatest day of my life and they were trying to ruin it!  It dawned
on me that while I had been the blind one, these men were blind now.  Finally,
I could see the world and see that God had given me sight, but they were not
able to see a gift from God standing right in front of them.

They had me escorted out of the temple and I stood there as the sun
began to set.  I had never seen a sunset before!  It was so beautiful, but I
couldn’t enjoy it, I was so upset.  I heard someone approaching and turned
away to avoid him when he asked me to stop.  “Do you believe in the Son of
Man?” he asked.  His tone was sincere, so I didn't think he was one of the
Pharisees.  “Who is he?” I asked.  “Tell me and I will believe in him!”  Then he
smiled and said, “I am he.”  That voice–it was Jesus!  My heart leapt but I
knelt in front of him and worshiped.  I knew he was sent by God.  I knew I was
blessed.  I knew I had seen the Messiah with my eyes and with my heart!

I became a follower of Jesus that day.  I was able to listen to him teach. 
I learned so much about God and God’s care for each of us.  Jesus always
stressed that because God loves us so much, we ought to love one another. 
“Tell that to the Pharisees!” I often said to myself.  Apparently Jesus did tell
them that–or at least he tried to.  You know, in addition to being blind to God
in the world, I don’t think their hearing was very good either!



I did see those Pharisees often as they came and went around the
temple.  I don't think they even remembered me, but I could never forget
them–especially their voices–so angry and skeptical and unbelieving.  And
over what?  A blind man receiving sight?!  They should have rejoiced.  No
miracle like that could ever happen apart from God.  Sadly, they couldn’t see
it because of their spiritual blindness.

I think about my life before I could see and after.  I’m embarrassed to
admit it, but I think it is sometimes easier to be blind.  Although I heard a lot
of things, I didn’t see all that was going on around me.  How do you ignore all
of the bad things you see in the world?  How do you ignore the suffering, the
meanness, the hatred, the hardness of heart that is so obvious all around? 
Sometimes I wish I couldn’t see those things, but I realized that if I ignore
those things, then I would essentially become blind again.  I can’t do that. 
When I look at all of the beauty and wonder and goodness in the world, I am
grateful that I can see what is not so beautiful and help to make it so.

And the light!  Isn’t it glorious?!  After living in darkness for so long, I
cannot get enough of the light because it does allow me to see everything. 
I often heard Jesus talk about light.  I remember one time that he said that we
are all the light of the world and we should let our light shine so that other
people could see our good works and give glory to God.

That sounded like good advice to me, so I have been trying it out.  After
I got my sight, I began to think about work.  My uncle is a potter and he taught
me how to work the clay and make pots and bowls and cups and things.  I
loved working at the wheel, letting my hands mold the clay.  I realized that I
would often close my eyes as I worked.  I didn’t have to see the clay to shape
it into something useful.  Hands make pots, not eyes.  I began to invite some
of the blind friends that I know to learn to make pottery.  Now they have work
and don’t have to beg anymore.  You know, our faith teaches that one of the
greatest acts of charity is to give someone something that enables them to
become self-sufficient.  My friends are now happier and I can see the light
beaming from their faces.  Some people say that now my face lights up
whereas before they had rarely seen me smile.  Jesus gave me the smile as
well as might sight.  I am grateful that I can do the same for other people.

I can’t explain what happened.  I know is that I was blind and now. . . I
see!  That’s certainly something to smile about.  What really makes me happy
is that I can see God at work in the world all around me.  I can see God in the
people who come and go.  And I can see God in me.  Amazing!  What grace! 
A gift of God!  I pray that God will heal us all of our blindness.  Amen.



March 19, 2023 Prayer of Thanksgiving and Intercession

In this season when our spiritual focus is turned inward, O God, we
become uneasy with the realization that you know us completely.  You are our
Creator who discerns our thoughts and the deepest longings of our hearts. 
You number the hairs upon our heads and often meet our needs before we
are even aware of them.  You share our joys and know the dark places of our
lives that we would rather hide from you.  We are grateful, O God, that you
comprehend all that we do and all that we are, and yet, you do not give us
what we deserve but share with us out of the abundance of your blessings. 
You know our hearts, and even still, you bestow compassion instead of
condemnation.  For every good and perfect gift which comes from you, we
offer our thanks and praise.

Merciful God, even as we acknowledge the length and height and
breadth and depth of your mercy toward us, we recognize that we are all too
quick to condemn others.  You have been generous to us so that we might
share your blessings with others, but instead, we blame those in need for their
plight or remain complacent in response to their pain.  You have given us your
words of comfort and assurance, and yet, we so often have only harsh words
for one another.  You have extended your strong arm to support us and your
generous hand to sustain us, but too often, we can only point fingers in
accusation or throw our hands up in defeat.  You have showered your grace
on us extravagantly and shown us your mercy time after time.  Yet we
continually reopen old wounds, hold onto grudges, and fail to recognize the
new creation dawning in others.  Teach us to reach out in compassion to
those who are hurting, to accept one another's flaws as well as strengths, to
offer words of hope and healing.  Give us the wisdom to discern your will for
our lives and the humility not to presume to know your will for others.  Grant
to us a clear vision of your call and empower us for the task, we pray.  Open
our eyes to discover bridges that will unite and grant us the courage to tear
down walls that divide, that, by the power of your Spirit, we might accomplish
your work in our world.  In the strong and compassionate name of Jesus our
Lord we pray.  Amen.
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