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For Reflection: 
 

“Sometimes the things we can’t change end up changing us.”           Unknown 
 
Hebrew Scripture:   Psalm 23 
 
1The LORD is my shepherd, I shall not want. 
2He makes me lie down in green pastures; 
he leads me beside still waters; 
3he restores my soul.  
He leads me in right paths for his name’s sake. 
4Even though I walk through the darkest valley, 
I fear no evil; for you are with me; 
your rod and your staff— they comfort me. 
5You prepare a table before me in the presence of my enemies; 
you anoint my head with oil; my cup overflows. 
6Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me 
all the days of my life, 
and I shall dwell in the house of the LORD my whole life long. 
 
Gospel Reading:   John 9:1-31  
 

As he walked along, he saw a man blind from birth.  His disciples asked him, “Rabbi, who sinned, this man or his 
parents, that he was born blind?”  Jesus answered, “Neither this man nor his parents sinned; he was born blind so that 
God’s works might be revealed in him.  We must work the works of him who sent me while it is day; night is coming 
when no one can work. As long as I am in the world, I am the light of the world.” 
 
When he had said this, he spat on the ground and made mud with the saliva and spread the mud on the man’s eyes, 
saying to him, “Go, wash in the pool of Siloam” ... Then he went and washed and came back able to see.  The 
neighbors and those who had seen him before as a beggar began to ask, “Is this not the man who used to sit and 
beg?”  Some were saying, “It is he.” Others were saying, “No, but it is someone like him.”   He kept saying, “I am the 
man.”  But they kept asking him, “Then how were your eyes opened?”  He answered, “The man called Jesus made 
mud, spread it on my eyes, and said to me, ‘Go to Siloam and wash,’ Then I went and washed and received my sight.” 
... 
 
They brought to the Pharisees the man who had formerly been blind...  Then the Pharisees also began to ask him how 
he had received his sight.  He said to them, “He put mud on my eyes. Then I washed, and now I see.”  Some of the 
Pharisees said, “This man is not from God, for he does not observe the Sabbath.” But others said, “How can a man 
who is a sinner perform such signs?”  And they were divided...    
 
The Jews did not believe that he had been blind and had received his sight until they called the parents of the man 



 
who had received his sight and asked them, “Is this your son, who you say was born blind?  How then does he now 
see?”  His parents answered, “We know that this is our son, and that he was born blind; but we do not know how it is 
that now he sees, nor do we know who opened his eyes.  Ask him; his is of age. He will speak for himself.” 
 
So for the second time they called the man who had been blind, and they said to him, “Give glory to  God!  We know 
that this man is a sinner.”  He answered, “I do not know whether he is a sinner.  One thing I do know, that though I 
was blind, now I see.”  They said to him, “What did he do to you?  How did he open your eyes?”  He answered them, “I 
have told you already, and you would not listen.  Why do you want to hear it again?  Do you also want to become his 
disciples?”  They reviled him, saying, “You are his disciple, but we are disciples of Moses.  We know that God has 
spoken to Moses, but as for this man, we do not know where he comes from.”  The man answered, “Here is an 
astonishing thing!  You do not know where he comes from, and yet he opened my eyes.  We know that God does not 
listen to sinners, but he does listen to one who worships him and obeys his will. 
 

Meditation                            Our Common Humanity: The Blind Man         Rev. Dr. Linda D. Even 
 
As I prepared for preaching this morning, listening for the Spirit’s guidance, I kept being drawn back to the one 

thing in this story I understand the least and am the least comfortable with—the miraculous healing that drives the 
whole story.  I don’t believe that I am alone in my discomfort.   

We have been exposed to a number of approaches for interpreting these healings: 
*that the victim’s illness was psychosomatic; all they needed was a psychological placebo to restore them to 

good health; 
*that Jesus was a first-century Doug Henning, performing before people more gullible than today’s average 

eight-year old; 
*that because it’s in Scripture, we are just to accept it without asking any questions of it (so not our tradition);  
*that it was a theatrical deus ex machina, inserted by the early church or the gospel writer to drive all the 

meaty discussion around it. 
Today, I’d like us to spend some time, not with possible explanations, but with our discomfort.   
Jesus “spat on the ground and made mud with the saliva and spread the mud on the man’s eyes.”  I am not 

terribly familiar with first-century, state-of-the-art health care, but, certainly, from all reports, this was a messy healing 
for Jesus to perform. Jesus called a dead man back to life with a word, and it was by him a woman found herself 
healed, simply by touching his robe. So, what’s with the spit and the mud?  

It’s not just our germ-theory educated society that recoils at the idea of such a cure.  It didn’t seem to make 
sense to the people then.  The man told the story: “Jesus slapped some mud over my eyes, then told me to wash it off.  
I did. Now I can see.” We can hear him tire of the telling, until finally he refuses to tell it again. 

It’s not just the man who once was blind who gets tired. We can hear the people’s frustration. They ask, “How 
did he do it?” What they’re asking is, “How did it work?” The man can’t tell them that.  All he can tell them is “Jesus 
slapped some mud over my eyes, then told me to wash it off.  I did. Now I can see.” 

Frustration becomes anger: anger at the man who regained his sight; anger at his parents for saying it’s true; 
anger at Jesus for giving him his sight.   

I don’t think they are angry because they don’t understand, or, for that matter, care, any more than we do, 
how dirt and saliva restore someone’s sight.  They are angry because, by its mere occurrence such a healing offers 
more questions than answers. 

His disciples asked Jesus, “Rabbi, who sinned, this man or his parents, that he was born blind?” We add our 
own questions: Why does anyone have to be born with brain damage, with developmental delays and challenges, 
deaf, lame, with a defective heart or the genes that will give them a deadly disease later in life?”  “Why do people 
have to get cancer or suffer from mental illness?” “Why do some parents abuse their children?” “Why does the world 
allow millions of children to die of hunger?” “Why are some people allowed to rule, murdering thousands because of 
their religion or their color or who their grandparents were, or simply because they stand in the way of more money 
or more power?” 



 
Jesus answered, “Neither this man nor his parents sinned...” He doesn’t answer the content of our questions, 

but he does address something our spirits need to know. Such occurrences are not the punishment of God. He 
comforts us by assuring us we haven’t somehow deserved these things which befall us. 

If only Jesus has stopped there.  But he continued, “He was born blind so that God’s works might be revealed 
in him.” Surely, the God we worship doesn’t create suffering so that we know how wonderful and powerful God is! We 
don’t want to worship a god who is a show off at human expense. We left that behind when we made the Lord our 
God before all other gods.  We can live with a God who can’t change things as long as we believe that God would if 
God could. 

Even then, Jesus had a chance to make it comfortable and easy, but he wasn’t finished yet.  If he had only 
stopped talking then; maybe told a parable, drawn a picture in the dirt. But no, Jesus went and gave the man his sight, 
with mud and spit, for Pete’s sake! No lightning! No deep voice from the sky! No throes of exorcism! He didn’t even 
make it look like work! Which gives host to a whole new set of questions: “If God can heal with mud and spit, why 
can’t God put a stop to all these other things?” Why doesn’t God heal everyone?” Surely, God’s works can be revealed 
just as well if we skip the pain?!” No wonder they were angry. No wonder we’d rather skim the miraculous healing and 
settle for the safer arguments of intellect.                

... 
As long as this story is, for all the details John includes, even the ones apparently important to him, that don’t 

add much to the story for us, there is a piece John left out—one I really wish we could hear. Wouldn’t you have loved 
to be a fly on the wall, when Jesus approached the man and whispered, “Look, I’m teaching a class.  Some of my 
students have raised a question and you can help.  I’d like to spit and make some mud with the saliva and put it over 
your eyes...” 

Seems to me that it’s almost a big a wonder that the man let Jesus do it, as that it worked. We’ve already 
established that mud packs were no more appealing as medical remedy in that day than this one.  But there is more...  
From John’s description, the man had to have heard Jesus’ conversation with his disciples.  He can’t feel any better 
about it than we would, a person finding himself made into an object lesson.  He’d have the same questions, the same 
feelings we would in those circumstances.  John doesn’t tell us if he argued, or asked those same questions of Jesus, or 
even if he pouted and asked, “Why should I let you heal me to make a point, when you wouldn’t heal me before, just 
because I’m me?” John doesn’t tell us any of those things.  What he does tell us is that in the midst of the swirl of 
uncertainty, embarrassment, hurt, anger, and questions unanswered, the blind man allowed Jesus to put mud over his 
eyes.  He did as he was told and went to the pool of Siloam. 

Would you have? Would I have? The question is not moot.  For in some way, each one of us stands in the 
place of the blind man in a marketplace so long ago. Each one of us is in need of healing. We find ourselves in draining 
painful relationships that offer no life and bear no fruit. We have jobs which are not vocations. We struggle with 
chronic illness and wait to discover a new sense of purpose within our limits. We have lost someone we deeply love, 
and have not yet found our grief tempered with joy for the gifts they brought us. We want to try a new thing, but we 
are afraid. We ache at the discovery that the gift we dream of is not the one God has planted in us. We have received 
the news that we will not live as long as we thought, and we hunger for the peace of knowing the God who loves us in 
this life, loves us through all eternity. We are overwhelmed by the pain of the world, and wonder if our life can make a 
difference.  Each one of us is laboring in darkness just as deep as the blind man’s. 

Just as Jesus did for that man, so Jesus is offering to heal us.  Will we let him?  Or will we resist, argue 
meaning, means and timing? “The man went and washed and came back able to see.” He discovered that the man 
who said, “I am the light of the world” had the power to bring light into his world. 

John spends far too much time with the questions, doubts and feelings, both before and after the healing, to 
even begin to suggest that such things are irrelevant or unfaithful.   Yet what he does suggest is that if all these things 
are ever to find resolution, it will only be if we are in conversation with the One who is the light of the world—with the 
one who has the power to bring light into our lives and world.  In this whole long story, it is the only answer John 
offers us. 

 
 



 
Let us pray together: Merciful God:  Your ways are beyond our understanding, but your love is not beyond our 

experience.  Help us to live in the light of your love, even as we strive to understand you and ourselves better.  Amen.    
 
Prayers for Others and Ourselves  
 

Loving God:  As we draw near to you in prayer, we ask that we might feel your touch in the sensitive places of 
our lives -- that both our tender joys and aching pain might know Your presence. 

As we see our children take their first stumbling steps or hear them utter their first stuttering words; as they 
come home from school, faces aglow with a new skill acquired; as they struggle tongue between the teeth to 
accomplish a difficult task or weep brokenheartedly at the loss of a first love, we give You thanks, Lord. We give You 
thanks for these gifts among us, the children of our homes and our community of faith.  We ask that in our 
thanksgiving, we might find the energy to reach out to all Your children in the world, that each child might live out 
their created potential and each parent might know the joy of seeing it.  Let us identify the childlike opportunities for 
growth, even in those of us who are tempted to think of ourselves as all grown up.  Help us to work together so that 
through us people will lie down in shelter, nourished with food and with a sense of Your caring presence in their lives.   

Lord, even as we celebrate the growth and potential in us and all around us, we lament the limits of our 
abilities.  We grind our teeth in frustration at bodies that no longer do what we expect; we grieve minds that no longer 
can name loved ones; we weep for those whose chair at our table is empty; we ache to comfort those who are dying 
and those who comfort them; we struggle to understand a world that prays for peace and goes to war in a hundred 
places; we wonder where the leadership will come from to help us wrestle with the enormous and complex tasks 
before us. 

Lord, fill us with Your Spirit and grant us Your strength and undergirding presence.  Open our eyes to the 
needs of our neighbors and help us to reach out in compassion and faith.  Guide us that we may look inside ourselves 
and at our community of faith, for the things the world needs.  In all things, Lord, through us and in us, work Your 
purposes for wholeness and health.  All this we pray in the name of Your Son, who taught us to pray together...        
                         
The Lord’s Prayer  
 

Our Father, who art in heaven, 
hallowed be thy name.  
Thy kingdom come, thy will be done 
on earth as it is in heaven. 
Give us this day, our daily bread.  
Forgive us our debts as we forgive our debtors  
and lead us not into temptation,  
but deliver us from evil, 
for thine is the kingdom and the power 
and the glory forever. Amen. 

 


