
Sight and Insight


One of the biggest criticisms about Christianity by modern, scientific, 
sophisticated folks has to do with the miracles that Jesus performs.


None more so than restoring the sight of a man born blind.


We modern folks tend to pooh pooh such tales as ancient magic or the 
superstitions of a gullible people.


And yet, as with all things Jesus, we frequently miss the point, 
especially when it comes to the miracle stories, especially when it comes 
to the blind being able to see.


Today’s gospel, like last week’s, is a long story!


Some may wish we did some editing and summarizing rather than plow 
through the whole thing!


But we plow through because, just like last week's beautiful story of the 
Samaritan woman, today’s story is full of priceless jewels, if only we 
walk slowly enough to spot them.


Because while on its surface this is a story of a blind man cured, in fact, 
it’s the story of those who think they can see, yet who are in fact truly 
blind.


The real miracle that Jesus pulls off isn’t so much restoring the physical 
ability to see, it’s that he takes blind folks like us: blind to the wonder 
of creation, blind to the interconnection between the sacred and the 
ordinary, blind to the unfolding of God’s kingdom on this good earth, and 
slowly helps us begin to see.


Like that other blind man cured in a different gospel, we at first see 
only through blurry eyes, and what we see is often fuzzy and out of 
focus. 




But if we hang in there with Jesus, our vision slowly improves, and then 
the real miracles begin to happen.


That smelly bum hanging out at the street corner, if you see him 
through the eyes Jesus gives us, why, lo and behold, that bum turns out 
to be Our Lord, standing in our midst!


When life throws its slings and arrows our way, like this virus now 
consuming our world, in our blindness we often greet such things with 
anger, resentment, self-pity or fear.


But with Jesus eyes, we begin to see these as soul shaping gifts, 
intended to change us into more human beings; into people who, because 
we know suffering, can extend mercy and compassion to others in the 
same boat.


And when we feel that life is spinning out of control, and in our 
desperation seek to hold on tight to life as we think it ought to be, 
when we put on Jesus eyes, it’s possible to let it all go, to move with the 
wild wind that is God’s Spirit — letting her take us where she will.


The journey from blindness to sight is a journey from unbelief, to belief, 
and from belief to faith, and from faith to a new consciousness about 
the very nature of reality.


A life of unbelief just sees what’s obvious: a dog eat dog world — where 
we better learn to bite!


But belief begins to see beyond the obvious, even if it’s just a hint that 
life must be more than “eat, drink and be merry, for tomorrow we die.”


Faith begins to put meat on the bones of belief, as we actually try to 
start living differently, more generously, more intuitively.




And that’s when we notice the often slow awakening of a new 
consciousness, one that peeks behind the curtain of what seems to be 
real — and into the profound mysteries of the Really Real.


The poet puts it like this: 


“If the eyes of perception were cleansed, we would see things as they 
are — infinite.” W. Blake.


He expands on this thought in another place, where he urges those with 
eyes….


“To see a World in a Grain of Sand

And a Heaven in a Wild Flower,


Hold Infinity in the palm of your hand,

And Eternity in an hour.” Id.


Perhaps during these days when our normal routines have come to a 
halt, when the uncertainty of daily life screams from every headline, 
perhaps now is the time to sit for awhile, and ask for the grace to 
really see, to ask for the humility to be open to the gracious Creator of 
all things, who holds you tenderly in the palm of her hand.


+amen



