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History of a Blind Man


April 2, 2017
You may think my glasses a bit funny, but I needed them and they are the best I could find.  You see, I am still getting used to the light.  Until recently I was blind.  I was as blind as a bat, but like a bat I could hear really well.  Let me tell you my story.

Last Sabbath morning I was sitting outside the temple waiting for those who might throw me a few coins after worship.  The fact that I have been blind from birth has meant that I am not allowed in the worship space.  “No sin allowed”, the leaders would say.  We who are blind, deaf, or otherwise imperfect line the wall just outside of the entry of the worship space waiting; waiting for those generous enough to donate a few denarius.

A group approached discussing something—I couldn’t quite make out what.  The vibrations of their feet let on that they were twelve or thirteen, and I could tell from their footsteps that they were coming toward me.  “This is good”, I thought.  I might take in some shekels for the family.  They were right in front of me now and I heard one of them ask, “Rabbi, who sinned—this man or his parents that he was born blind?”


Sin and salvation—good topics about which I have long pondered.  I have heard so many road side sermons on sin.  Most preachers equate sin with sickness, or with illicit activities.  In my case, a person born blind from birth, these preachers would often quote a passage from Exodus that God visits “the iniquity of parents upon their children to the 4th and 5th generations”.  I may be blind but I have a keen memory and I know that is not how the passage ends.  Yes, God visits the sins of the parents upon the children to the 4th and 5th generation, BUT God shows steadfast love to the 1,000th generation of those who love the Lord and keep the commandments” (Ex 20:5-6).  This kind of proof texting, from people who can supposedly see, enrages me.  That yahoo with Rabbi Jesus wanted to know if it was me or my parents who caused my blindness.  Idiot. 
This warped theology, so pervasive these days, still made me wonder.  How could it not?  I wondered if I had ever done anything in the womb to deserve being born blind.  I wondered if my blindness was a result of my parents or my ancestors.  I wondered if God was trying to teach me something.   I wondered why God had not healed my blindness.

Jesus responded to the question and my silent ponderings not as I had expected.  Jesus answered the question of my blindness in terms purpose, not cause.  “To let God’s works be revealed in him,” he said.  My heart melted.  Jesus didn’t care what had caused my blindness.  Jesus did not blame me for who I was.  Jesus did not blame my parents.  Jesus saw in my affliction an opportunity for God’s work to be made known.  I was stunned.

Jesus said he was the light of the world, and I felt the warmth of that light.  Ironic, I thought, that a blind man can feel the light so clearly.  Had Jesus walked away right then and there I would have been a healed man.  For the first time in my life I believed God might have a purpose for me, and that began the process of my bitterness being washed away.

I was still in blissful shock when I heard someone spit on the ground.  I felt the Light of the World crouch down near me and take my hand.  He quietly told me he was Jesus and that I shouldn’t be afraid.  I felt his touch and cool mud on my eyes.  No one but by parents had touched my eyes since my birth.  Many of the religious leaders thought use of spit a tool of the pagan magicians.  Maybe Jesus would have used holy oil, or water from a healing pool had some been available, but he used what he had.  I guess his spit was like holy water and the mud became his oil.  He told me to find the pool of Siloam and wash.

I stumbled along the base of the temple searching for the pool.  I am not sure why one of those motley disciples didn’t escort me to the pool, but sometimes the steps towards healing are ones we all must take on our own.  I suspect you can’t make a person see.  You can anoint them and you can smear holy spit on their eyes, but in the end each person must make that journey to healing on their own.  The mud had almost hardened by the time I reached the pool.  I jumped in not knowing what would happen.  As I came up from the water there was this blast of light.  My head nearly split with the brightness of it.  I went down to the dump, the valley of Gehinna, and found these sun glasses to give my eyes time to adjust.

I was so happy and so grateful.  I wanted, I needed, to try and find Rabbi Jesus to thank him.  The walk back to the temple and my old begging grounds is the highlight of my life.  I was seeing things for the first time.  The sky is so blue.  Olive trees are glorious.  Flowers have such amazing patterns.  I found the temple, but no Jesus.


I guess miracles are not just for individuals.   As I was listening for the voice of Jesus, and watching for someone who I thought might look like Jesus, a number of people approached me.  I expected everyone to celebrate with me in my healing, but not this bunch of cranks.  It was like they were blind to what had happened.  They bickered back and forth among themselves if I was who I am.  I had to jump into the conversation saying again and again, “I am the man”.  Finally they asked me about the healing.  I said the man called Jesus made mud, spread it on my eyes and told me to wash.  They wanted to know where he was, but I didn’t know.  They must have been a bit put out because the next thing I know they are escorting me to the Pharisees.

Now the interrogations really began.  I go through the story again:  blindness, spit, mud on the eyes, washing, and wallah, sight.  The Pharisees start arguing among themselves.   Apparently Jesus broke at least four of their rules when he healed me.  First, it was the Sabbath and since my life was not in danger Jesus should have waited until sundown to heal me.  Second, when Jesus kneaded the mud for my eyes on the Sabbath he broke one of the 39 tasks forbidden on the Sabbath.  Third, on the Sabbath a person is not allowed to anoint eyes.  Fourth, on the Sabbath it was not permissible to put spit on eyes. 

All this made me a little bit mad.  It was my day of celebration, my liberation day, and everyone was squabbling about this or that.  Didn’t anyone care that I had been healed?  Didn’t anyone believe that good can come out of tragic circumstances?  Do they really think God is the source of blindness or other tragedies?  Hurricanes happen.  Fire happens.  Earthquakes happen.  But God is not in the whirlwind, fire, or earthquake. God is in the silence, or so one of our stories goes (1st Kings 19).  God is moral, but nature is not.  It was created by God, like the animals and like you and me.  And like you and me and the animals subject to imperfection.  

Sure, my sin might have been a by-product of something I or my ancestors did, but the upshot is that God moves beyond that.  So what if my blindness was a result of someone’s sin, why couldn’t they rejoice in the salvation?  They were saying Jesus was not from God, Jesus does not keep the Sabbath.  It seems to me that Jesus sinned to heal the sin that afflicted me—and I don’t even know what the sin was that caused my blindness.  Along the side of the temple wall he who was without sin became sin so that I might have new life.  Jesus, God I believe, was unwilling to leave me alone.  He found me so that I might be restored.  He sinned so that sin might be removed.  That, my friends, is salvation.
When they asked me what I thought, I said Jesus was a prophet.  I thought likening Jesus to Elijah or Elisha might make them think a bit.  They didn’t like this answer, so they went to my parents.  How patronizing--  going to the parents of a grown child to confirm that what he says is the truth.  I guess they thought the healing may have been a ruse, but how condescending!  

Ma and Pa handled the Pharisees well.  Yep, he is our son.  Yep, he was bon blind.  Nope, you will need to ask him about that healing business.  So they came back to me.
They told me to give glory to God.  They wanted me to use this oath before giving my testimony.  They wanted me to admit that my blindness was sin.  I would have nothing of their court proceedings.  They called Jesus a sinner.  Maybe he is a sinner, I said, but though I was blind now I see.  They wanted me to go through the miracle again.  This was starting to make me angry, so I asked if they wanted to become his disciples.  I confess, I said this rather sarcastically and to bait them.  Well, they took the bait.  Things got a little hot between us and the scene ended with them driving me out of the temple area.  “Good riddance”, I thought as I ambled away from the Temple area.

Jesus found me under an olive tree.  He asked me if I believe in the Son of Man.  I guess all Jewish children who hear the religious stories know of the Son of Man.  The Son of Man is kind of like God’s anointed one.  The Son of Man will be the first to rise in the resurrection of the dead.  The Son of Man carries out the judgements of God.  So I asked Jesus who is the Son of Man.  Jesus said he is THE Son of Man.  Well, how interesting, I thought.

Jesus did bring recovery of sight to me.  Jesus may or may not be the first to rise from the dead—time will tell.  Jesus proved a much more worthy judge of God’s law than other religious leaders.  So I said, “Yes, sir I do believe.”

I suspect some you have also suffered afflictions, and been healed by Jesus.  I suspect others of you are still looking for the Son of Man.  He comes in the most quiet of ways.  I was just sitting along a wall legs crossed when Jesus found me.


I think the Pharisees tried to block Jesus out of their lives and out of the religious system.  They believed so firmly in their rules of life, a literal Torah, that they could not see the Torah in action in response to the needs of this day.  God is bigger than the law, and Jesus demonstrated that in my healing.
· Sin, still resides in our hearts and in our world, but God is doing something good in the midst of occupation.

· Garbage and pollution, sin, continues to rise in the valley I found this eye protection, but God can do something good despite garbage and pollution.

· The leaders of our local and regional bodies do the best they can, but they too fall short.  They sin.  And God is working among us despite these short falls.

God is bigger than our ideologies, our sin, or the sin of those around us.  Jesus is a testimony to God’s desire to overcome sin with new life.

I believe Jesus has healed me not just for my sake.  I think my healing, my blessing, somehow is meant to impact the world.  I have arisen from the pool name sent, and I am now sent to my friends, family and neighbours.  I was even sent to the Pharisees.  Ultimately I am sent back to Jesus.
I don’t have much more to say.  Jesus has made a massive difference in my life.  I would wish the same has been the case for you.  If not, know that Jesus willingly comes to us regardless of our afflictions.  When he approaches you, or you approach him, he will be a gentle healer.  Shalom to each of you this day.
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