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Does it feel sometimes that living a life of faith is a bit like playing a 

game of pin the tail on the donkey? That life blindfolds us, and turns 

around, and still expects us to hit that barely recognizable target called 

faith.  It hardly seems possible.  I am going to start this message with a bit 

of a challenge, I hope you are up for it.  I am going to challenge you to 

think about today’s scripture in a completely different way.  It is the story 

of Bartimaeus, the blind beggar, commonly known as a miracle story.  It 

certainly is a miracle that Jesus restored his sight.  But today I want to 

challenge you to think of this as more than just a miracle, but a metaphor 

for all of us striving to have a relationship with God.  How might this story 

be different if we listen to it in this light?  If we imagine that we are all 

blind? 

46 
Then they came to Jericho. As Jesus and his disciples, together with a large 

crowd, were leaving the city, a blind man, Bartimaeus (which means “son of 

Timaeus”), was sitting by the roadside begging. 
47 

When he heard that it was Jesus 
of Nazareth, he began to shout, “Jesus, Son of David, have mercy on me!” 

48 
Many rebuked him and told him to be quiet, but he shouted all the more, “Son of 

David, have mercy on me!” 

49 
Jesus stopped and said, “Call him.” 

So they called to the blind man, “Cheer up! On your feet! He’s calling you.” 
50 

Throwing his cloak aside, he jumped to his feet and came to Jesus. 

51 
“What do you want me to do for you?” Jesus asked him. 

The blind man said, “Rabbi, I want to see.” 

52 
“Go,” said Jesus, “your faith has healed you.” Immediately he received his sight 

and followed Jesus along the road. 



How does the story change for you, imagining that we all start out 

our faith journey as blind as Bartimaeus?  To illustrate what I mean, I want 

to share with you a time in my life when I felt blind. It is my story of 

leaving New York. 

I lived in New York for 10 years, and loved every minute of it.  Then I 

had a year that nearly killed me emotionally.  One of my best friend’s  

named Stacie died unexpectedly at age 30; a man I was dating at the time 

disappeared for more than 8 weeks; and the church where I was Director 

of Christian Education went through a horrendous scandal with their senior 

pastor, who was removed from the pulpit suddenly.  Worse yet, I had 

asked the church to sponsor me to go to seminary, and because of the 

scandal, the senior pastor had blocked my admission because he thought 

that I knew about his secret.  I was caught in the crossfire in the worse 

sense of the word, and what suffered from the attack was the core of my 

faith.  I struggled with understanding how my call to ministry (something I 

believed was ordained by God) could have been stopped by a single man – 

any man – no matter how important he was to the church.  This question 

devastated my faith and nearly destroyed my call to ministry.  And I knew, 

in the aftermath of this scandal, that I needed to leave New York.  So I 

packed up my little Harlem apartment into a u-haul van, and I left without 

looking back.  Leaving a 5 am, it seemed like I was fleeing in the night as if 

I were the one who had done something wrong.  Broken and hurting, I 

drove to the middle of Pennsylvania before I even took notice of my 

surroundings.   

Then suddenly I came over a mountaintop, and I was struck by a 

beautiful vision of fog clinging to the mountainside as the sun was coming 

up.  It shook me out of my distraction as I realized I was about to wind 

down into the fog, and would have to drive straight through it.  Within 

minutes, my vision had gone from a beautiful landscape view of the 

sunrise, to barely being able to see the headlight of the motorcycle in front 

of me.  Driving slowed, and I could barely see.  But God spoke to me in 

that moment; my eyes were opened.  I was overcome by a deep 



understanding that this is what sin is.  Sin is like a fog.  The senior pastor’s 

scandal was like a fog that had settled on the church, and was making it so 

that no one could see my call or my gifts.  My eyes were opened to this 

new understanding and to the understanding that God was bringing me 

through this fog.  I was overcome with emotion and had to stop the car for 

a moment. I pulled over to the side of the road and realized that driving 

out of that fog was my own personal Job moment.  Listen to the scripture 

from Job, who after years of suffering, finally comes out of the fog. 

 

[Job said to God] 

“I’m convinced: You can do anything and everything. 

Nothing and no one can upset your plans. 

You asked, ‘Who is this muddying the water, 

ignorantly confusing the issue, second-guessing my purposes?’ 

I admit it. I was the one. I babbled on about things far beyond me, 

made small talk about wonders way over my head. 

You told me, ‘Listen, and let me do the talking. 

Let me ask the questions. You give the answers.’ 

I admit I once lived by rumors of you; 

now I have it all firsthand—from my own eyes and ears! 

I’m sorry—forgive me. I’ll never do that again, I promise! 
I’ll never again live on crusts of hearsay, crumbs of rumor.” 

This was what coming out of the fog felt like: Just like Job, I had been 
questioning who was muddying the waters of my faith – who was 
questioning my call.  I had been blaming the pastor and his scandal.  I had 
been questioning why I was being blocked, and coming out of the fog that 
morning God showed me that was not the plan at all.  I wasn’t being 
blocked by earthly means, God was redirecting me to a better place.  I just 
needed to trust.  Like Bartimaeus, I needed to call out and ask to be able 
to see.  And when God spoke through that fog as said “Your faith has 
healed you, you can see (like Jesus did with Bartimaeus), then I responded 
the same way Bartimaeus did.  I followed Jesus. 



 Pastor James has illustrated this moment of sight well in the last two 
weeks.   He has told us of riding his bike, deep in thought about the 
stewardship sermon, missing the beauty of God’s creation all around him. 
Only to have his sight restored by wild turkeys in his way.  Dare I say it; 
was it a moment when Pastor James was blind? 

 Another great example of this is John Newton’s story so eloquently 
told in the hymn Amazing Grace.  Newton, a slave ship commander, has a 
moment when he realizes that all humanity is diminished by the cruelty of 
slavery.  In realizing that, he becomes one of the most well-known 
abolitionists of his time.  He describes this in the lines of the beloved hymn 
by saying, “I once was blind, but now I see.” 

 I am not naïve though.  I know it is not that easy.  The revelation 
that John Newton experienced like a flash of heaven doesn’t come to us all 
while we are commuting home.  Jesus is not physically standing next to us, 
so it’s not as easy as just calling out, “I want to see.”  It is not always as 
easy as driving into and out of a beautiful fog.  How then, do we, as a 
people of God, see what God has in store for us? 

I believe the answer is snuggled into 1st Corinthians.  Listen to the 
message found there: 

No eye has seen, 

No ear has heard, 

No mind has conceived 

What God has prepared for those who love him – 

But God has revealed it to us by the Spirit.  

No eye has seen – but it is revealed to us by the Holy Spirit. Can we 
believe it? 

I have recently seen a documentary about the National Geographic 
photographer Dewitt Jones.  In it, he talks about the corporate philosophy 
that National Geographic challenges its photographers with, describing it as 
the idea that they are challenged to use their photography to “celebrate 



what’s right with the world.”  Working in a culture like that, he said, has 
changed his entire life view.  He has moved away from the scientific idea 
that you have to see it to believe it, and instead has adopted the idea that 
he WON’T see it, UNTIL he believes it.  Believing that there is something to 
celebrate, something that is right, in each assignment has opened his eyes 
to new possibilities of seeing.  He says in the documentary that this way of 
seeing, this challenge  to celebrate what is right with the world, is what 
takes a good photograph,  

And makes it great.  

Dewitt raises the question: how open to possibility does our vision 
allow us to be?  I think this is the essence of 1 Corinthians.  How open to 
possibility does our faith allow us to be? Can we believe what we can’t see 
or hear?  Can we believe what we cannot even imagine?   

When we believe, then we will see.  We were once blind, but now we 
see.  God has revealed the vision to us by the Holy Spirit.  Like Bartimaeus, 
all we need to do is say “Rabbi, I want to see” and in believing, God will do 
the rest.  Amen. 

 


