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IV Lent, John 9:1-41 

 

    Perverse and foolish oft I strayed, 

    but yet in love he sought me, 

    and on his shoulder, gently laid, 

    and, home, rejoicing, brought me. 

    Amen. 

 

 Good morning. 

 

 

 So work has been brutal: as much as we labor to make the ends meet between our bosses’ 

expectations, our clients’ demands, and the confines of time and space, we cannot keep up…and, 

as the days become longer, the less we are present at home.  Our husband has been gracious and 

supportive, but with the recent increase of 5:45 texts suggesting P-Terry’s for supper, we sense 

his patience waning. 

 Committed to run the afternoon carpool, today we seek an early start, and we stand 

outside of Starbucks in the dark, scanning the accumulated news alerts on our phone.  Waiting 

for the doors to open, an acquaintance notices us in line and strikes a conversation.  After an 

exchange of pleasantries about our respective preferences for coffee and the benefits of early 

mornings, she shares that her brother-in-law – a man we have met and who is not so much older 

than we are – has been diagnosed with lung cancer.  With a hitch in her voice, the acquaintance 

continues, spilling her concern for her sister and their sons, her nephews. 

 Looking past her shoulder for relief from someone else in line, we swell with reactions – 

uncertainty, sadness, guilt, pity – all of which teem with urgency and the threat of escalation.  

Not wanting to allow the breath between us to linger until awkward, we speak the first words that 

approach our tongue: “I am so sorry…I had not heard…Was he a smoker?” 

 

 

 Speaking in the Temple, Jesus announces to the congregation, “I am the light of the 

world.  Whoever follows me will never walk in darkness, but will have the light of life” (John 

8:12).  “As he was saying these things, many [believe] in him,” so many that the leadership of 

the Temple feel threatened (8:30).  They respond to Jesus, “Are you greater than our father 

Abraham, who died?...Who do you claim to be?” (8:53).  Jesus replies, “Very truly I tell you, 

before Abraham was, I am.’  So they pick up stones to throw at Jesus, but[, as they do, he and his 

disciples hide] and [go] out of the temple” (8:59). 

 After escaping this scene, Jesus and his companions walk together around Jerusalem, not 

far from the spring-fed Pool of Siloam.  The disciples, still shaken from the anger of the scribes, 

look over their shoulders and peer around corners, fearing another confrontation.  While they 

have believed their teacher, the Temple leadership had given voice to questions they, too, have 

asked themselves, and anxieties rattle in their heads and in their hearts.  The group remains quiet 

until they encounter an acquaintance, a man who had been born blind, and seeing him, one of the 

disciples asks Jesus, “Rabbi, who sinned, this man or his parents” (9:2). 



2 

 

 Before this morning’s Gospel lesson is a miracle story, it is a litany of fears: the 

disciples’ fear of persecution; the Pharisees’ fear of disorder; the parents’ fear of 

exclusion;…and the presiding anxiety – the fear that binds all of the characters – is the fear of 

facing consequences for one’s own sin…the fear of facing consequences for one’s own sin.  This 

fear bookends the long story: prompting the disciples’ initial question about the cause of the 

man’s blindness, and leading to the Pharisees’ moment of vulnerability (or vanity), when they 

ask one another, “Surely we are not blind…are we?” (9:40). 

 

 As much as we Twenty-First Century readers deride as primitive the idea of sin causing 

physical deficit or disease, let us honestly assess our reactions upon hearing of a friend’s cancer, 

or their kidney failure, or their child born with impairment: do we not thumb through the 

catalogue of carcinogens and toxicities to which we daily subject ourselves, hoping to find a 

difference between the choices of the suffering and our own?  Do we not assign moral value to 

our own and others’ fidelity to fitness, diet, and living a healthy lifestyle? 

 While, we may have gussied-up our fear-filled responses with science and technology, 

our basic reaction remains the same: when we fear, we blame…we blame some one, some 

thing.  Therefore, a question of whether our neighbor burdened by Alzheimer’s played football 

functions as a shield and not as an expression of empathy.  Facing another’s mortality, we 

become hyperaware of our own frailties – from sickness to sin – and we, like the disciples and 

Pharisees of old, seek to ease that fear with blame and distance: “Rabbi, who sinned, this man or 

his parents?”…“I’m so sorry…I had not heard…Did he smoke?” 

 Sadly, with this strategy we assail only the symptoms of our distress, and avoid the real, 

root cause of our suffering.  Blame and distance blind us to the possibility of freedom from 

anxiety, and, thereby, condemn us to suffer it over, and over, and over again.  We profess a God 

of forgiveness in our prayers, but we live cowered from a God we worry awaits that perfect 

moment to mete what we believe we deserve. 

 

 As the one who often must lead us through the Decalogue, that recitation of the Ten 

Commandments beginning our Lenten services, I fret skipping one of the entries or stumbling 

through another, worrying that people will read into my error, thinking, “Ha!  I always knew he 

was a false-witness bearer!”…as if I’m the only one.  Truth be told, all of us will offend most of 

these commands before the end of this weekend: while we may not murder someone, will we 

hesitate to condemn that driver who cuts us off on MoPac?  While we may not fashion a golden 

idol in our garage, how many times today will we set our love of the world before our love of 

God? 

 The very rhythm of our responses in The Penitential Order – “Lord, have mercy upon us, 

and incline our hearts to keep this law.” – announces our need of God’s mercy, and implies our 

trust in the same.  The praying of these words intends to relieve us of perfectionism, not to 

impose it upon us, and, yet, we struggle to believe.  Instead, we hide our own frailty behind the 

disciples’ fear of persecution; the Pharisees’ fear of disorder; and the parents’ fear of exclusion. 
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 Jesus calms our fears and refutes the blame game: “Neither this man nor his parents 

sinned…”! (9:3).  Jesus makes unequivocally clear that this man’s blindness doesn’t have a thing 

to do with anyone’s sin or God’s retribution, and this theological foundation hopes to make safe 

the common admission of our mortality: spiritual, physical, or otherwise.  Hear: God knows our 

liabilities, and loves us anyway. 

 Further, Jesus’ healing of the man announces his trust of God’s people to live with 

freedom from our fears.  Jesus’ model invites us to draw near to the suffering and empowers us, 

fearlessly, to set the needs of others before our own.  And the blind man?  His evangelical model 

inspires us to be who God has created us to be, not for fear of punishment, but for faith in Grace, 

a mercy and love we know in our very bones and body.  Thereby, we can sing: 

 

    The King of love, my shepherd is, 

    whose goodness faileth never; 

    I nothing lack if I am his, 

    and he is mine forever. 

    Amen. 


