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 Blind man sat by the road and he cried.  Blind man sat by road and he cried.  He 

cried Oh, Oh, Oh.   It was how the story was written.  But I’m getting ahead of myself.  

So maybe I should tell you more.  I am from Jericho.  Lived there all my life.  But I was 

curious, so when Jesus and his disciples passed through on the way to Jerusalem, I 

joined the crowds on the road that day.  And as it happened, I ended up next to a 

younger man; a reporter of sorts, writing a story.  He told me some of what he had 

written.  About Jesus healing the blind, the lame, the deaf; of the miracles where Jesus 

fed thousands with only a few loaves and fish; when Jesus commanded demons and 

then the wind and waves; of God’s kingdom drawing near in justice for the poor, the 

hungry and oppressed.  The young man looked sombre.  “This is dangerous teaching,” 

he said. “Jesus says it will lead to his death.  Still, we head right into the thick of it.” 

It was quite a story.  The pages of his book dog-eared, jam-packed with action, 

immediacy.  I could feel it in the crowd surging forward, following Jesus, his pace 

quickening as we left Jericho, pushing to Jerusalem 15 miles away.   But suddenly, 

“Look!  Over there!” The young man pointed.  “At the side of the road.  A blind beggar.” 

It’s how we see people.  By their afflictions.  “Oh, that’s Bartimaeus, son of Timaeus,” I 

volunteered, “in case you want to write that down.”  I wondered, where was his father 

was now; how does a son end up beggar?  We are quick to lay blame, to say a son 

was bad from the start.  Or to ask what kind of family leaves their son—never mind he 

is blind—begging for scraps of life?  But the truth?  Being family is never easy, not cut 

and dry.  In the story a writer tells, no explanation will be given, no blame laid.  Only 

that this blind man has a family, a name; every person a story inscribed deep within 
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life’s struggle and pain.  I hadn’t thought about that in years.  All the times I walked 

past I saw only a blind beggar, as culture defined him—who didn’t belong in pristine 

neighbourhoods where children played; didn’t belong in thriving marketplaces on the 

street; didn’t belong in temples of the saved, whoever they were.  One who was a 

blight; a danger to all that was good.  I asked the young man—would he write this in 

his story?  “No,” he shrugged.  Enough to say a blind man sat by the road.  A beggar 

outside the city is the embodiment of social and religious exclusion—a man outside the 

norm, outside the economy, outside light,i outside grace.  Blind is blind. 

But the blind beggar isn’t deaf.  He hears the crowd, people talking about Jesus.  

And he isn’t tongue-tied or slow to speak.  The blind man cries.  So loud he stops the 

crowd dead in their tracks, “Jesus, Son of David, have mercy on me!”  Many hadn’t 

even seen him.  Most so accustomed to turning their own blind eye.  They don’t like 

that he shouts, that he draws their attention and that of an important teacher and 

healer.  “Be quiet!” they say.  “Stop yelling!”  But he only gets louder, more insistent.  

As the young man will write it, the blind man has a message.  “Jesus, Son of David, 

have mercy on me!”  

“Son of David.”  I say to the writer.  “Will you define the significance for those who 

read?  Son of David is no arbitrary name, reserved for the promised One; the hope of 

God’s people, the Messiah, God’s anointed One who would come to save.”  I 

wondered what would this man—blind in eyes, presumed blind in spirit—what could he 

know?  How could he who has never seen miracles of healing and bread, nor the 
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commanding of wind and wave—how can a blind man make this kind of confession of 

faith?  On top of that, he is not healed; he has no story of victory.  Still in blindness, 

Bartimaeus has nothing on which to base his confession; nothing but blind faith alone.   

Perhaps this the reason most of all, the crowd commands him to be silent.  

People like Bartimaeus are not ones we want or trust to proclaim our faith.  Hard 

enough getting people to believe “respected ones,” the ones ordained to speak, ones 

of correct gender, colour and race; or ones who have been healed with triumphant 

stories to tell.  But this man, this beggar, yet in blindness?  What kind of witness to a 

God of power, to a Messiah who saves, is this? Who will believe him? But the young 

man will write nothing of the voices we exclude in favour of traditional voices of power.  

Does this glaring absence ask us to consider what testimonies we yet discount and 

deny, what voices we still refuse to hear? 

And while the crowd is offput by the blind man’s words, Jesus does not silence 

him.  Neither does he follow the customary tradition merely tossing a few coins while 

passing on by.  Jesus hears.  Listens.  Jesus says, “Tell the blind man I have heard.”  

And some go share the good news of the gospel as it has been told them.  “Take 

heart,” they say.  “Jesus has heard your cry.  Jesus calls you.  Get up.  Come.”  The 

blind man is blind, but he is not lame.  He springs to action, leaps to his feet.  Hurries 

to meet Jesus, leaving behind his cloak, his only possession on the road.   

Jesus could have presumed the needs of the man before him—shouldn’t a 

Messiah know these things after all?—but Jesus honours the blind beggar by asking 
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him instead.  “What do you want me to do for you?”  The same question Jesus asks 

two disciples not long before, who long to sit on Jesus’ left hand and right; who only 

seek thrones of power and glory.  “What do you want me to do for you?” The man 

could have asked for so many things that in our seeing we think he lacks.  Family, 

land, home, food, clothing, table, reputation, so much more.   Yet, as much as we would 

like it to be, this story is not a linear promise that healing comes instantly; or that 

everything we want comes our way in faith.  Not even if all those things align with the 

unfolding of God’s kingdom and life as we understand it. It’s the part of the journey we will 

always struggle to grasp—that blindness and faith are often found sitting together on the 

road.  This story of Bartimaeus affirms us in faith; that faith can and does remain possible, 

potent; a strong, consistent witness into a cultural norm that says the opposite is true.  

Even, especially in darkness, and in our blindness, and the blindness of the world.   “What 

do you want me to do for you?”  “Jesus, open my eyes.  Let me see again.” It is all the 

blind man asks.  And immediately he can see, immediately he follows Jesus.  But then 

again, maybe he already did see, already followed long before he could see. 

A blind man sat by the road and he cried.  It is how the story has been written.  In 

truth there is much more that could be written about this man, about his predicament; 

about those who encounter him.  The people and systems and powers that yet turn a blind 

eye and set on the outside those we presume to be blights on our pristine world.  In this 

story, in this crowd, the church is seen in the many responses.  The ones who don’t see 

Bartimaeus at all, to the ones who want to toss a few quick coins.  The ones who want him 

silenced, and the ones who prefer stories of victory and power, to the ones who bring the 
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good news of the gospel.  And in this story, the church too, is the blind beggar, sitting in 

dark faith, but holding on with all its might to a confession despite all the odds.  It may 

seem like exactly where we are right now.  Still sitting outside our church building.  Where 

it seems, we are outside of community.  Struggling and begging for any scrap of life.  And 

all we can do is cry out, “Son of David, Jesus, Son of God, have mercy.”  Or maybe in our 

blindness, we are trying to ignore the whole thing and just say everything’s OK.  And we 

just need to pass by whatever is not.   

No matter where we find ourselves in this story and in the story of our lives, the 

question Jesus asks is for us too.  “What do you want me to do for you?”  It is a highly 

poignant question.  In this time of trouble there are so many things we could ask for—

more ICU beds, more health care workers, more government aid, protection for our 

families, to finally get back to life the way it was, for a cure for COVID or cancer, for 

churches burgeoning with young people and children; for finances and resources to finally 

do the ministry we imagine.  The list is endless; yet not trivial; still our focus on what we 

think we lack, often keeps us begging and immobilized at the roadside, blinded to what we 

do have.  While Bartimaeus with blind eyes, sees far beyond, unhindered and unfettered 

living out the faith and hope where and when he is.  Have we, are we a people who have 

sat immobilized for too long; blindsided by the world; blindsided by life; by our own 

assumptions and perceptions?  This story of a blind man challenges us to evaluate the 

requirements and requisites of discipleship we set for ourselves and others; challenges us 

to set down the cloaks we cling to, and heed the call of Jesus to get up, to come.  It is a 

call into active, mobile faith where we are and when we are, in community with the hurting 

of the world; living in relationship with Jesus who will give us what we need.   
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So what do we want Jesus do to?   It is a dangerous question.  It is a question that 

evokes and expects transformation.  That something is about to change.  That things will 

not be as they were before.  That we will not be as we were before.  Because Jesus has 

and is already on the road.  Already searching us out.  Surging forward with urgency, with 

immediacy, right into the thick of things, right to where we are, to meet the powers of 

death and exclusion and darkness and immobilization head on.  Jesus is already on the 

road to the cross.  Where the cries of the hungry, the poor, the blind, the sick, the lame, 

and all those pushed to the outside; where the cries of all the world stop Jesus dead in his 

tracks.  And with arms spread wide in love; with nail-scarred hands inscribed deep with 

the pain and struggle of all the world; Jesus cries out, “Tell them.  Tell them I have heard.  

I have heard your cries.”  And then life rises.  And there is vision and movement and light.  

It is the story that has been and is being written.  It is the song we sing. 

And next to us now, a blind man who leaps, who is blind no more.  And suddenly we 

see that we, too, have legs for walking, and leaping, and dancing.  And with us too, the 

young man who writes a story.  And the eyes of our hearts open and we begin to see a 

vision of the kingdom of God.  And all around us, a crowd.  And our voices join theirs.  The 

words of our confession take flight; we shout and sing, and again Jesus says, “Tell them.” 

And together we go.  Together we are sent to a blind world, to share the good news of the 

gospel as it has been told to us.  “Take heart,” we say.  “Jesus has heard our cry.  Jesus 

calls us.  So get up.  Come.  And we follow.  On the road.  From darkness into light.  From 

blindness into sight.  From death into life.”  Amen. 
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