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Seeing they do not see and hearing they do not understand. We heard that last week in Luke chapter 8. Today, ten 
chapters later, we see what Jesus was talking about at work. This time, however, it characterizes not unbelievers, but Jesus’ 
own disciples.  
 
Who is really blind in today’s Gospel? Oh sure, there’s the obvious one; the man whose physical eyes don’t work. But 
hearing that “Jesus of Nazareth is passing by” he cries out, “Jesus, Son of David, have mercy on me!” He is akin to 
the parents a few verses earlier, who brought their children to Jesus. The man’s eyes are blind, and yet he sees what these 
parents knew: he needed Jesus. Faith is not about seeing with the eyes. We learn that from this blind man, we saw it a few 
weeks ago with the centurion who didn’t need to see Jesus go and heal his servant, a mere word was sufficient. Nor is 
faith determined by rational understanding; Luke’s account is explicit – the parents brought even their infants to Jesus, 
that they might benefit from His blessing. Throughout the Gospels we see faith illustrated so simply and plainly: it is 
worked by hearing.  
 
The blind man hears that Jesus is coming. He shows his faith by crying out, calling Him the Son of David, the long-
promised king who would reign over God’s people forever. And as you did when the king was coming, you asked him for 
mercy, you praised him by calling upon him to fulfill his office, to do what he was there to do: to guard, to protect, to 
provide peace, to ensure that all the citizens received what they needed. That all is summed up in the cry for “mercy.” 
 
This is why for over one and-a-half thousand years, when the Church has gathered for the Divine Service, as we come 
into the presence of the King, we take up this very cry upon our lips. Sometimes there’s confusion as to why, after we’ve 
just received absolution for our sins, we sing “Lord, have mercy upon us. Christ, have mercy upon us. Lord, have mercy 
upon us.”   
 
The words of the Kyrie are not just a prayer for forgiveness, they certainly are that in part, we are always in need of that, 
for we daily sin much. The Kyrie is a much broader cry to the Lord, a plea for Him to provide for all our needs of body 
and soul. It is an all-encompassing prayer. And so throughout the Gospels, people let out this cry to Jesus when they are 
blind, when they are lepers, when their children are oppressed or even possessed by demons. As the Son of David, as the 
Messiah, Jesus has come to attend to it all. That is what those people who let out this cry, that is what this blind man, sees. 
 
And yet so often it is those around Jesus are blind. The disciples rebuke the parents. Jesus isn’t for their children, they 
think. Their infants didn’t need what Jesus had to give. That idea is still around today. We see it in today’s Gospel. The 
word translated in the ESV as “those who were in front,” refers to those who were going before Jesus, leading the way on 
the road. In all likelihood, and entirely consistent with what we know of them, this refers to the disciples. In any case, 
these people tell the blind man to be quiet, Jesus is not for him. Seeing they do not see. 
 
The disciples do not see, because hearing they do not understand. Before drawing near to Jericho, Jesus tells the disciples 
for the third time what will happen to Him in Jerusalem. He is clear. He speaks explicitly of being given over to the 
Gentiles, of the mocking, of the saliva that will be spat upon Him, the flogging, and rising from the dead on the third day. 
They didn’t hear anything different in that that we. They are the details that we relive every Lent and Holy Week. Jesus 
had talked about this many times. The words were understood, but the meaning was incomprehensible to them. 
 
It is like telling an engaged couple that marriage is hard, that it takes work and self-sacrifice. They always nod, “Oh yeah, 
we know, we understand.” They don’t. Contrast that with the couple who has been married 40, 50 years. It’s not about 
always having fun and good times. It is hard work, it is suffering together, getting fuming angry with one another and 
forgiving one another, and that is what deepens love.  
 
Young men eagerly sign up to go off to war, “Oh yeah, people will die, people always die in war.” They know the risk 
cognitively. But they are convinced they will be fine. That it will be glorious, because any one of us can lick any ten of 
them. They are certain the bullets and artillery shells will not touch let alone maim them terribly. Contrast that with the 
grizzled veteran, the main character in All Quiet on the Western Front after some time in the trenches. It is the difference 
between John Wayne’s movie Green Berets, and Oliver Stone’s Platoon. 
 



What comes is a real and arduous battle that will end in real blood and real death. The Lord must go through His turmoil 
in the Upper Room, His agony in the Garden. The disciples must fall away and flee at the sight of their Lord’s arrest. He 
must be denied by Peter, must be beheld by John as He hang crucified and dead. His corpse must be laid in the tomb by 
Nicodemus and Joseph of Arimathea. And even as the news of His resurrection is heard by the women and the disciples, 
even as they must peer into the empty tomb, and see the shroud and napkin, it is the Lord Himself who comes to them, 
who opens the Scriptures to them, showing how it was necessary for these things to happen.  
 
Necessary, not as inescapable fate, but as the loving plan of the Holy Trinity from the very beginning. And so we hear of 
it, of all the painful, sorrowful, and finally gloriously comforting details, not as mere facts, events of history, but as the 
deliberate working of salvation. What we commemorate and celebrate these next several weeks is the demonstration of 
ultimate and lasting mercy to the disciples, to the blind man, and to you.  
 
You have heard it all before. You have lived it, the death to sin and rising to new life in you. You are neither the brash 
recruit nor the starry-eyed newlywed. You are going into this Lententide fully aware of the weariness and danger. You 
know how hard the Christian life is and how often you have stumbled and outright fallen. But you are not trapped in a 
hopeless quagmire that can only end by shamefully giving up. You are not trudging along into an inescapable meatgrinder.  
 
Lent teaches that though it is hard, the Christian struggle is not hopeless. The story does not end in the gloom of Good 
Friday, with Jesus’ lifeless body shut up in a tomb and His followers scattered and afraid. It ends with Easter. So too 
Easter ends not just the arduous disciplines of Lent of 2022, Easter is what stands at the end of your very life. It is not 
death that awaits you, it is life. Because that is how it was for our Lord.  
 
You go into this hearing and understanding what it is Jesus has undertaken and accomplished for you by His road into 
Jerusalem. He has worked ultimate mercy. Ours is the King who dies for us. Far greater than the soldier who jumps onto 
the grenade to save his comrades, our captain in the well-fought fight dies not just for His friends but for His enemies as 
well. And in so doing, He calls them to hear and believe, to see and understand.  
 


