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They came to Jericho.  As he and his disciples and a large crowd were leaving 

Jericho, Bartimaeus son of Timaeus, a blind beggar, was sitting by the 

roadside. When he heard that it was Jesus of Nazareth, he began to shout out 

and say, "Jesus, Son of David, have mercy on me!" Many sternly ordered him 

to be quiet, but he cried out even more loudly, "Son of David, have mercy on 

me!" Jesus stood still and said, "Call him here."  And they called the blind 

man, saying to him, "Take heart; get up, he is calling you." So throwing off 

his cloak, he sprang up and came to Jesus.  Then Jesus said to him, "What do 

you want me to do for you?" The blind man said to him, "My teacher, let me 

see again." Jesus said to him, "Go; your faith has made you well."  

Immediately he regained his sight and followed him on the way.  

 

Bar is the prefix meaning son of...so Bartimaeus means son of Timaeus, and then it 

states that he's the son of Timaeus, and I'm sure it doesn't mean anything...but I 

wonder...is Timaeus a well known person in Jericho, so well known that  his son 

is named as the recipient of the miracle..which doesn't usually happen.  Earlier in 

Mark, another blind man is healed...but he's not named.  In fact, none of those 

who have been healed have been named except Lazarus, and that was one of Jesus' 

closest friends. I wondered...how would a father feel to have his blind son outside  

the gate of his hometown, begging? 

And, what about their health care system.  Some disabled persons are out in the 

public begging.  Some diseased persons...Lepers, for example, are banished from 

close contact, but still begging, just from a distance.  Others, like the Gerasene 

demoniac, are chained up and then banished to starve to death in the caves. Did the 

people at the time think all imperfectly formed or developed people were judged, 

to be shamed, deserving of punishment from some unknown sin committed by 

them or someone else? I wonder. 



When we were in Haiti on a mission trip, our vehicle broke down in a little village.  

As we walked around waiting, we saw a young woman who had the look of 

someone with mental illness.  She was covered in dirt, her hair was matted, her 

clothes were in disarray.  An interpreter told us that she was a child of the 

village...wandered around...ate when she could get something...everyone there was 

poor but they shared some of what she would take, but I wondered how it could 

be...someone's child...Lord have mercy. 

No matter...that's just a rabbit trail that keeps me from focusing on the text.   

Here is Jesus, his disciples and a large crowd all leaving Jericho and we  don't 

know what they were doing there... 

 maybe Jesus was telling stories while his disciples gathered supplies for the 

trip...maybe it was a demanding day...we don't know know,  

but we do know they are leaving Jericho and  they are on their way to Jerusalem. 

But before they can really start making some headway on their journey, a really 

loud and probably irritating voice cries out, "Jesus, Son of David, have mercy on 

me!" Just as the crowds earlier discouraged children from coming to Jesus, the 

crowds now strongly discourage Bartimaeus from being so bothersome.  So, 

Bartimaeus says to himself, I imagine, "What do I have to lose?" and he yells even 

louder, "Son of David, have mercy on me." Jesus stops and tells his people to call 

him over.   

Bartimaeus then commits an immense act of faith.  Bartimaeus throws off his 

cloak, springs up and goes to Jesus. It's an act of faith because, his cloak is his 

protection...it's his home and  in his cloak is everything he owns. The food that's 

been thrown to him, the coins tossed to him, his drinking cup and eating 

utensils...maybe some rags for cleaning himself... are all in that cloak! He can't see 

where it all scatters...can't keep track of where the cloak is...because he threw it 

off!  Such faith! He left everything behind! (Think rich young ruler) He fully 

expected that he wouldn't need the cloak anymore. 

Then Jesus asks him what I think is a really stupid question, but I suppose it's also 

very respectful.  He says to blind Bartimaeus, "What do you want  me to do for 

you?"  It's the same question Jesus asked James and John in the text Bob preached 



about last week, remember? They wanted an honored position with Jesus when he 

was in his glory and Jesus was disappointed that, after all his teaching, the 

disciples were still blind to the truth. 

I suppose Bartimaeus could have asked Jesus for a shelter, a friend, a lifetime 

supply of...what? But he asked Jesus for the impossible because with God all 

things are possible and somehow this blind man knew that...and immediately, 

Bartimaeus could see.   

So actually, a couple of miracles happened here.  I've read that, when one is blind 

and then has some sort of healing...surgery, etc,... the connections in the brain don't 

serve to interpret what is before the newly sighted and there is no depth perception 

at first...so, a formerly blind person  might still use the white cane because objects 

may seem to be closer or further away. Interesting. Another rabbit trail, I 

know...but I thought you'd like to know. 

Jesus told him that his faith had made him well and Bartimaeus followed Jesus, the 

disciples and the crowd along the way, maybe to Jerusalem. 

There are so many ways to be blind, but to be unsighted; to hear this story, and to 

have great faith and to still be unsighted...?  Bob and I used to be counselors (we 

were called Buddies) at Camp Pioneer, which is a camp for people with differing 

abilities. For 10 years, we'd go for a week to camp. Each Buddy would be assigned 

at least two campers to be with 24/7.  Most campers were older adults with some 

mental slowness...they weren't stopped...just slowed.  One camper named Mary 

was blind.  She was sweet and simple and pure-hearted.  She read daily her Bible 

and some daily meditations in braille...brought her braille books with her to camp 

and read to us when asked at morning devotion,  or at night before we went to 

sleep.  At chapel one day, the speaker used this text about Bartimaeus, preached 

about the healing and faith and then, as usual, allowed questions from the 

congregation. She didn't ask, but another camper asked why Mary wasn't healed.   

I wanted to cry for Mary.  Of course, I'd heard the story before...so had she, and 

I'd preached about spiritual blindness, of course...but here we were in the presence 

of a faithful blind person...and I was somehow...I can't express the feeling... 

embarrassed?  Lord have mercy. 

The campers had much more joy in their faith than I do.  At sharing time, they'd 



talk a bit about how poorly they were treated by some of the "normal" people.  

They knew they were different.  But, they loved God, sang songs with their whole 

hearts even if they didn't hit one right note.  They happily played their harmonicas 

with Bob, never feeling self-conscious or embarrased...or if they did, they didn't 

show it.  They cheered for each other, hugged each other...and when one of them 

had a seizure, which happened frequently with all the heat and the 

excitement...they would all quietly encircle the one on the ground, gently hold their 

head and their hands...support them when the shaking stopped and help them to 

their room to rest. They served without guile, without the cloak of protection that I 

usually wear...I'm not talented enough, not smart enough...I'm not enough...  what 

will people think...what will this look like?  Camp Pioneer opened my eyes as 

surely as if I'd been blind! 

I suppose we are all blind to one thing or another, and don't even know it, until we 

see. Once our eyes are open to the ways people hurt, it's hard to un-see! There are 

ways to train ourselves to see. 

Lots of years ago, I took a drawing class.  The instructor told us that drawing is a 

learned behavior, but first we needed to learn to see. Otherwise, we only draw what 

we think something looks, not how it really looks. In one exercise, we had to draw 

an object upside down...not the outline, but all the series of patches of lights and 

darks, because when you look closely, that's what everything is...varying shades of 

lights and darks.  It's hard to learn to do this, but it's possible to learn to see, if 

that's what we want.  

I mentioned the mission trip to Haiti.  The first time I went to Haiti, we flew in 

over the beautiful blue sea and then saw all the cardboard and tin huts.  All I could 

say was, "Oh my God, Oh my God!"  In Port Au Prince, the potholes were large 

enough to engulf whole cars. I know this because we saw a Landrover in a pothole 

as we were driving to the guest house.  

Children walk 5 miles and more to school, carrying their shoes, because they know 

they can't go to school without shoes.  Some children have their only meal of the 

day at school.  Their parents pay tuition for school, sometimes by choosing one of 

their children as a houseworker for an affluent family. That chosen child works as 

a servant and gets no education so that the other brothers and sisters will have an 



education. When we went to Haiti, there was 80% unemployment...but that was 

before the earthquake.  Now it's worse.  I asked a preacher why the parents keep 

sending their children to school when there are so few employment opportunities.  

He said that, even though an education is not a guarantee of a job, a person with no 

education has no hope. Education is the only hope. 

My eyes were wide open when I came home, and both Bob and I went back with 

groups from our churches so their eyes would be opened.   But the problems are 

so huge! After a time, I threw the cloak of affluence over my head and thought of 

other things. Lord have mercy. Surely there is a better way! 

Our Jacksonville friend Mary Spueller was the original executive director of 

Downtown Ecumenical Services Council, or DESC.  It's an agency supported by 

congregations in downtown Jacksonville.  DESC serves the needs of lots of 

people in need, giving groceries, clothing, rental assistance, referrals for eye 

glasses...stuff like that.  Because there are so many in need and always limited 

funds, there are lots and lots of questions that people in need have to answer...lots 

of documentation required.  Mary always treated people with great respect and 

lots of patience. She trained her huge group of volunteers to be courteous, 

respectful. She was an inspiration.  

 After 30 years, she retired and was looking forward to travel, and time to visit her 

children and grandchildren.  But, she fell and broke her hip and then fell and 

broke her shoulder.  Because she had no one to take care of her when she was 

ready to leave the hospital, (I'm sure she never asked anyone...she's a giver...not a 

receiver), she had to go to a nursing home for rehab...for three months.  The 

experience was a real eye-opener for her.  She said that the staff ignored most of 

the patients when they talked, disregarded the patients choosing instead to talk over 

them as though they weren't there.  People had to wait until the proscribed time for 

diapers to be changed meaning that the whole place smelled very unpleasant.  She 

said that the main problem was loneliness...long hours of little or no substantive 

contact with others. She truly cried out in helplessness, "Lord have mercy!"  

When she left the nursing home, she started praying about what she could do for 

the people at the nursing home. I'm pretty sure that, with her influence and 

connections in Jacksonville, she could have caused quite a lot of trouble for the 



administration.    But that's not where her praying led her.  Instead, she went to 

her pastor (she's a member of a large Presbyterian church with a huge Stephen's 

Ministry) and told  him that  she wanted to re-train a group of  Stephen's 

Ministers from the church to go to nursing homes to visit with and  listen to 

residents, like a friend would. Now the Stephen's ministers are developing 

relationships with people who were once strangers.   The staff are more attentive 

now that the residents have visitors. The residents look forward to the visits.  

Mary is so excited that God still needs here, even after she's retired.  She's 

thankful that God opened her eyes to the needs of more people in need.  Somehow 

she was able to throw off her cloak of anger and frustration, leap out in faith and 

follow in the way that she's been led.  

We cry out, "Lord have mercy!" And Jesus says, "What do you want me to do for 

you?" 
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