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+I offer this sermon in the name of the Father, and the Son, and the Holy Spirit. Amen. 

Bartimaeus son of Timaeus was a nobody!  
He wasn’t just any nobody he was a nobody among the nobodies!  
People who walked past Bartimaeus thought of the blind beggar as a nuisance!  

Day in and day out blind Bartimaeus would make his way to his familiar spot. 
Feeling his way along the crowded streets of Jericho, Bartimaeus was invisible to 
the people who hustled by on the way to something glamorous and important. 

You see Jericho wasn’t just any city; Jericho was a city for the important people, 
the well-to-do.  

King Herod had his winter palace there and all the rich Roman families 
spent their winters in Jericho. Jericho was a destination city!  

So every morning Bartimaeus made his way to the Jericho Road, knowing that the 
rich people, the military and the important people had to pass by on their way.  

Jericho Road was the place to be if you were a blind beggar.  
But even on the main road Bartimaeus was invisible.  

Very rarely did anyone give Bartimaeus anything in his cup. 

But evidently this did not ruin his confidence!  
Deep down in his heart Bartimaeus knew he was someone.  
He knew that God’s love for him was deeper than his blindness.  
He was certain that even though people tried not to see him, God saw him 

and that was all that mattered. 

Something happens that changes Bartimaeus’ life forever.  
He’s heard that the Rabbi named Jesus is in Jericho.  

He’s heard about Jesus, whispers here and there that Jesus can perform miracles, 
that he cures the sick and preaches about God’s love. 

Bartimaeus decides this is his chance, this is his time.  
Jesus is passing by and he musters every ounce of strength he has and shouts 

“Jesus, son of David have mercy on me!”  
The good people following Jesus, even his disciples, tell Bartimaeus to be 

quiet but he yells all the louder; “Son of David, have mercy on me!” 
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Then what happened next, happened almost too quickly.  
The crowd parted and someone grabbed Bartimaeus’ hand and suddenly he 

was kneeling before Jesus.  
This man who for most of his life was invisible, this man who no one 

recognized, this nobody was standing before Jesus.  
The words then tumbled out of his mouth, “My teacher, let me see again.”  

And with just seven words from Jesus, Bartimaeus could see! 

In all the gospels Jesus worked miracles, he transformed the lives of those on the 
margins and drew them more and more into the center of things.  

But what if we saw this story as the crowd, the followers of Jesus, being 
blind and not Bartimaeus? 

The crowd in our gospel saw this blind beggar as annoyance, disturbing Jesus as he 
preached God’s kingdom. Bartimaeus was a disturbance, a distraction from the 
‘way things are done’, but Jesus skillfully moves him from the sidelines, 
recognizes his humanity and dignity and draws him closer to the center. 

Bartimaeus wasn’t blind where it really mattered.  
Bartimaeus had a perfect vision of what it meant to be a beloved child of 

God. Not only did he know that he was a beloved child of God, you could say that 
he insisted on being treated like a beloved child of God.  

Not even the crowd could hold him back and Jesus recognizes him for his 
bravery—his faith. 

We as the church can quickly become like the crowd; blind to the needs of 
those sitting right outside the doors of our hearts.  

The Bartimaeus’s of our day do not necessarily sit with a bowl begging and blind 
on Fall Street. But they might, metaphorically, be lined up on the road leading into 
our church.  

At this very moment, the world is flooded with refugees. Refugees fleeing for their 
very lives. 
 These are the obvious beggers at the gates. 
 But there are others; sometimes, them’s us. 

• There are those who think only of themselves and just want more and more 
money. 

• There are those who have been told time and again that they are of no value 
because… they’re too old and their life experiences aren’t worth listening to. 
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• There are the ones blinded by the pain of grief and loss, broken relationships 
and failed dreams. 

• There are the ones blinded by a disease or crippled by a diagnosis. 
• There are the ones blinded by the words illegal and immigrant and refugee. 

What is that we can do for these Bartimaeus’s of our time? (this is not a rhetorical 
question) 

What can we do!?   
We show them to Jesus.  And here’s how. 

Did you notice?  The crowd performs the first miracle of healing.  
The crowd is given their sight and actually sees Bartimaeus. And once their 

blindness is cured the crowd didn’t pray for Bartimaeus, they didn’t form a 
committee, or call a meeting or even have a theological discussion on the merits of 
Bartimaeus.  

The crowd saw him and immediately showed him to Jesus and let Jesus do 
the rest. 

The same can be true for us.  
We are called as followers of Jesus to first be healed of our blindness.  
Then realizing that we’re not any different from others, we can then clearly 

invite others to share in Christ’s healing. 

Just a few years ago, I attended the General Convention at which Presiding Bishop 
Michael Curry was elected, and there I heard him say:  

“Put Jesus up front. Put sharing that good news in front. Put forming our 
people as followers of Jesus – as disciples for real – at the front. And then inspire 
and enable them to serve in their personal lives, and for us all to witness in the 
public square, in the front. That’s the Church; that’s a movement.” 

Once we as the church recognize those on the margins, those sitting on the 
sidelines, our faith demands that we show them Jesus—that is the good news that 
God loves them and together be healed. 

Because if you notice at the end of the Gospel story Bartimaeus didn’t go off and 
found “The Society for the Formerly Blind of Jericho”, he didn’t go dancing 
through the streets shouting from the rafters.   

He “regained his sight and very plainly, very simply... followed in the Way.” 

The most important word there is “way”.  Not a destination, but a journey. 

Again, quoting from Bishop Curry… 
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Amazing grace! How sweet the sound, that saved a wretch like me.  
I once was lost, but now am found, was blind but now I see.  
A final question, again, not rhetorical. How in the months ahead, will we live into 
this story?  Amen.


