
Blind Faith. 9th May, 2021 

Two years ago on this 4th of June, our lovely 

English son-in-law, Grant, was knocked off his 

motorbike on his way to work.  He was almost 

killed, but survived a massive brain injury by 

immediate helicopter airlift to the nearest 

neurosurgical centre and emergency brain 

decompression. 

Nevertheless, he has taken a long time to 

recover and still has a long way to go.  It was 

painful seeing this man - an aviation medicine 

specialist in the Army and an accomplished 

pilot struggle to learn once again how to walk, 

how to dress himself, how to wash himself and 

find his words to communicate. 

As if this wasn’t hard enough, he had suffered 

significant damage to two of the cranial nerves 

that control his eyes, leaving him blind on the 

right side of his vision and cross-eyed with 

double vision for what he could see. 

But that was almost two years ago.  Now, after 

two operations to his eyes, he has straight 

eyes and is trying to retrain his brain to make 

sense of the images he sees and fuse them 

into something that looks 3-D.  He still 

remains blind on his right field, and that is not 

likely to recover. 

Cognitively, he has made amazing strides and is 

barely recognizable from the vacant pudding in 

a wheelchair that we saw after he came out of 
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the neurosurgical intensive care.  We have 

twice-weekly zoom meetings with him and our 

daughter and play quiz games and have really 

good conversations.  He is almost back to his 

techno-geek level of competence on his 

‘gadgets’ as we like to tease him. 

But blindness comes in many forms and both 

Fred and I were guilty of a little this week.  

Actually, it was more a case of mis-reading 

something - the gospel allocation for today - 

which is why I am not preaching on what I 

read, and instead talking to you about 

blindness. 

So what prompted me to preach on blindness 

was that I read the first 17 verses of the 

ninth chapter of John’s Gospel, which are all 

about Jesus’ healing of the man born blind. 

Unlike many of Jesus’ miracles in which the 

person who is healed is usually asked by Jesus, 

‘What is it that you want me to do for you?’ - 

or some such words; here it is the disciples 

showing their very traditional Jewish approach 

to the man’s condition; ‘Rabbi, who sinned, this 

man or his parents, that he was born blind?’ 

Jesus clarifies the issue saying neither was 

responsible, but that it happened so that God 

could show his work. 
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Perhaps that happens with some folk anyway.  

Sheila told me once that sometimes the first 

thing a person does after they have had their 

cataract removed and the bandages come off 

is to cry - because now they can see what 

before had been denied them.  This too is a 

miracle, even if God is working through modern 

science and surgery. 

But what of those to whom sight cannot be 

restored? 

So often they develop their other senses to a 

much greater degree than fully sighted people.  

They hear so much better, they have a better 

sense of smell and more sensitive touch. 

Now here’s a thought… 

Have you ever stopped to consider how much 

racial and colour prejudice would be eliminated 

if we were all blind? 

I expect it would not all disappear completely, 

as we also tend to judge people by their 

accents. 

I have a friend called Kenny who speaks better 

English than most of us - even Sheila - and 

with no discernible accent at all.  He could 

work for the BBC.  But he is as black as night 

and his surname is Ijumba.  His family is from 

Tanzania, and he worked with Sheila and me in 

South Africa.  He was a very good doctor.  

After Sheila and I left the hospital and came 

here, Kenny fell in love with a Dutch doctor 
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who came to work at the same hospital.  In his 

own words, he ‘followed her like a puppy back 

to Holland,’ and married her.  She is white and 

they now have a lovely black baby; one of 

twins, but sadly the other one died shortly 

after birth. 

In order to get a job in Holland, Kenny 

changed his name from Ijumba to Hewitt - and 

was instantly employed.  If you had spoken to 

him over the phone, you would have had no idea 

that he was a very black African, but if he had 

spoken with an African accent - even if his 

name had been Henry Pilkington-Smyth - he 

would not have been offered a job. 

Prejudice is everywhere, but I think if we 

were all blind, there would be a lot less.  Think 

about that for a moment; you cannot see the 

colour or appearance of the person you are 

talking to - you just have to take them as they 

come - I won’t say at face value!  So your 

tendency to immediately judge someone on 

their physical appearance is denied you. 

Being sighted is something that we tend to 

take for granted, and it is only when you find 

that you cannot see, or see so well, that you 

begin to appreciate the gift of sight. 

Noticing others’ disabilities is also an 

important factor in loving and helping our 

brothers and sisters. 
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When was the last time you helped a blind 

person navigate a crossing or busy street?  

It’s a while since I did, I know.  But I 

remember a scene in Amdabad, in Gujarat 

state in northern India, when I was there 

teaching.  Traffic is chaotic and terrifying all 

over the place, and in towns and cities even 

more so.  At one crossroads with a central 

island like a roundabout, I saw a little girl, 

about 6 years old, who had a piece of string 

around her wrist; the other end the string was 

tied around the wrist of a blind man.  This man 

had another blind man holding onto his 

shoulder with one hand, and another behind 

him - and so on.  There were 5 blind men 

holding on to each other, being led by a tiny 

child with a piece of string around her wrist 

through the maelstrom of hurtling metal that 

goes for road traffic in Indian cities, trying to 

make it safely from the island in the middle of 

this hell, to the further shore of a sidewalk 

some 50 metres away. 

I watched in fascinated horror as this bizarre 

procession passed by beneath my window.  

They made it - how, I don’t know. 

It was a huge lesson to me.  Those blind men 

needed to trust the little girl and each other 

completely in order not to freak out or be 

knocked down.  They knew they needed help 

and were not too proud to ask for it nor too 

puffed up to refuse it from a little girl.  They 
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were entering huge danger but did not 

hesitate.  That was huge courage.  It was also 

huge responsibility on the part of the little 

girl.  So many lessons to learn. 

And yet - and yet - we think we are good at 

seeing to others needs, don’t we? 

When my father had a stroke in his 40’s, he 

was not initially expected to live - but he did.  

However, like our son-in-law, Grant, he was 

also blind to one side of his visual field - he 

could see nothing on his left hand side. 

The nurses would come into his room and leave 

his meals on a tray on his locker top - on the 

left hand side of the bed.  Some time later 

they would come in and pick up the untouched 

tray and leave saying, “Not hungry again, 

then?”  My father had no idea that any food 

was there as he couldn’t see it and the nursing 

was so bad that they either didn’t know that 

his sight was impaired, or they didn’t care. 

However, there are other ways of seeing too.  

For the doubter, Thomas, only seeing was 

believing.  ‘Unless I see the prints of the nails 

in his hands and put my hand into his side, I 

will not believe…’ 

But when that event occurred, it was a seeing 

of a two-fold kind.  Not only did he ‘see’ that 

Jesus had risen, but then his mind ‘saw’ that 

Jesus was also his Lord and God. 
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In the same way, we are being challenged 

constantly to see deeper, to look below the 

surface.  Have you heard the expression to 

‘look with your ears and hear with your eyes’? 

Hearing with your eyes means to really listen; 

to focus on the person talking to you, giving 

them all - not just some - of your attention. 

An example of looking with your ears is when 

you can hear the rain on your roof or the wind 

in the trees. 

Some dogs can walk safely down a busy street 

crossroads by staying on the centre line and 

looking straight ahead; as they get to the 

intersection only their ears move to assess any 

crossing traffic coming and its speed - their 

eyes stay fixed on what is coming straight at 

them.  Such concentration should be a lesson 

to all of us. 

So should the ability to observe what we see.  

There is the old story of Sherlock Holmes and 

Dr Watson going camping.  They wake up in the 

middle of the night and Holmes asks Watson, 

‘What can you see?’ 

Watson responds, ‘I see the Milky Way, Orion, 

the Great Bear, and that it is an uncommonly 

clear night.  What do you see, Holmes?’ 

Holmes replies, ‘I observe that someone has 

stolen our tent.’ 

What has all this to do with Jesus and the 

gospel? 

More than you would think. 
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Jesus’ miraculous healing is a demonstration of 

not just the power of God, but a wake-up call 

to his followers that vision is not just about 

sensory cortical input, but about realization of 

the nearness of the kingdom of God and the 

potential power that Jesus himself is going to 

bestow on all of us as his followers. 

How easy it is for us to all be a Thomas!  And 

how tragic. 

We can also be like the Pharisees of Jesus’ day 

who he referred to as ‘blind guides’ who 

claimed that they could see, but as they could 

not recognize what was in front of their eyes - 

Jesus, for what he was - although he tried his 

best to tell them - they remained blind.  As 

has been said many times before, ‘there are 

none so blind as those who WILL not see.’ 

We desperately need to be like those of whom 

Jesus said, ‘Blessed are those who have not 

seen and yet have believed.’ 

Suppose for a moment that you not only lose 

your sight, but all your senses at once; you can 

no longer see, hear, touch, taste or smell.  In 

your sensory deprivation where are you? 

You are in your inner space with only your 

spirit or soul for company - and that means 

your communication with God, because it is 

that energy that connects us with the eternal 

and the Divine. 

8



There are such things a ‘sensory deprivation 

pools’, which are darkened rooms with a warm 

swimming pool where you can float in complete 

silence.  They are supposed to be good for 

PTSD and other psychiatric conditions. 

So complete sensory deprivation puts you and 

me into a state of prayer.  We are no longer 

distracted by outside influences and can focus 

on God entirely.  That is what our prayer life 

should be like.  That is why Jesus told us to go 

into a room quietly by ourselves to be with God 

who sees in secret. 

Perhaps being blind would help our prayer lives 

just a little - is that not why we close our 

eyes?
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