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Fourth Sunday of Lent, Year A 
March 26, 2017 
St. James, Wheat Ridge 
Texts: 1 Samuel 16:1-13; Ephesians 5:8-14; John 9:1-41; Psalm 23 
 
By the Rev. Becky Jones 
 
Our gospel lesson this morning is really a one-act play,  
with six scenes,  
and a large cast of characters.  
 
We’ve got the disciples;  
a crowd of nosy neighbors;  
some cranky Pharisees;  
two cowardly parents;  
a blind man, and Jesus.  
 
In the first scene, we have Jesus walking along with his disciples,  
and they see a blind man.  
Not just ANY blind man, but a man born blind,  
which causes the disciples to wonder who sinned –  
the man, or his parents.  
Jesus quickly nips that sort of talk in the bud.  
He tells his disciples that the man’s blindness wasn’t caused by sin, period.  
Blindness just happens, and sometimes it even happens to little babies.  
 
What Jesus did NOT say  
is that the man was born blind  
so that when he grew up,  
he could be healed to demonstrate God’s glory.  
That would make the blind man  
nothing more than a prop in this drama, 
a prop who spent years and years in darkness  
just so Jesus could show off his power at that moment.  
That’s not the lesson John wants us to take away from this.  
Rather, the gospel is telling us that  
whenever we confront suffering, God will be glorified. 
So let’s be about the business of easing others’ suffering  
WHENEVER we can… Sabbath Day or not.  
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In the second scene,  
Jesus mixes up a little compress of mud and spit, 
puts some of it in the blind man’s eyes,  
and says “Go, wash in the pool at Siloam.”  
You know, Jesus had other ways of healing blind people. 
He was known to just say the word, and people’s blindness was cured. 
But this is John’s gospel, 
and everything in John’s gospel points to something else. 
This isn’t really about the mud, 
though the mud may remind us of the creation of Adam.   
If anything is just a prop, though, it’s the mud. 
 
After the icky mud scene, Jesus disappears.  
We won’t see Jesus again until the end of the story, 
when he returns to claim his new disciple.  
 
In the meantime, the spotlight is on the blind man.  
The man does go to the pool, which is a spring of living water.  
If you remember last Sunday’s gospel,   
you’ll know that’s no coincidence.  
Remember, Jesus IS the living water,  
only a different kind of living water.  
And just to make sure we get the point,  
the gospel writer inserts an aside here,  
to let us know that “Siloam,” the name of the pool,  
means “Sent”  
or, more accurately “Sent One”  
or “The One who is Sent.”   
If that’s too subtle for us today,  
those in the 1st century would have gotten it right away. 
The One who is Sent is the Messiah.  
“Go and wash yourself in the living water of the Messiah”  
sounds like another way of saying  
“Go and be baptized in Christ,” doesn’t it?  
This is John.  
There’s always the surface story, then there’s the deeper story.  
 
The man did as he was told.  
Then he comes back. Only he comes back seeing.  
And that’s when the questions begin.  
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The Pharisees want to know: How did it happen?  
Who did this?  
What did he do?  
What did he say to you?  
Did he do this on the Sabbath?  
Pretty soon the questions start to get hostile.  
What do YOU say about him?  
Do you really believe he did this?  
He couldn’t possibly have done this, so why are you saying that he did?  
The poor man must’ve felt like Sean Spicer on a bad day at the White 
House. 
 
The questions go on and on,  
until finally Mom and Dad are brought in,  
but they don’t want to have anything to do with this.  
They see where that train is headed, and they aren’t getting on it.  
 
At first, all the man can say in answer to their questions is  
“I don’t know!”  
But the more they goad him, the bolder he becomes.  
Finally, he unloads on the Pharisees.  
“This is an astonishing thing,” he says.  
“You don’t know where he’s from, but he opened my eyes.  
God may not listen to sinners, but God sure listens to this guy.  
He just did something no one else has ever done before.  
I think that means he must be from God, don’t you?” 
 
Uh-oh. He’d just crossed a line.  
Common folks don’t get to go around lecturing Pharisees on religion.  
So they drove him out of the temple, 
one more loser driven from the church  
for espousing something that smelled like heresy  
to the folks in charge. 
 
A little while later,  
another accused heretic –  
who once again has broken that law about healing on the Sabbath – 
he hears about what’s happened.  
And he goes to see the man born blind.  
The formerly blind man doesn’t recognize this stranger.  
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How could he? He’s never seen his face before.  
But there’s something familiar about the voice.  
 
“Do you believe in the Son of Man?” the stranger asks.  
“Who is he, sir?” the former blind man responds.  
“Tell me, so that I may believe in him.”  
“You have seen him, and the one speaking with you is he.”  
 
At last it all comes together for the formerly blind man.  
The sheep knows the master’s voice,  
and the Good Shepherd is calling him.  
At last, he knows.  
He sees, and he knows.  
His cup runneth over. 
 
And now he knows the right thing to say. 
“Lord, I believe.”  
And he worshipped him right then and there.  
 
Now, because this is John’s gospel,  
we know that there are certain ways we should look at this story.  
It’s not JUST a story about a blind man being healed.  
It’s also a story about seeing and not seeing.  
 
Just like we are ALL Nicodemus, confused and wandering in the dark;  
just like we are all waiting at the well, waiting to be transformed by living 
water;  
so too, we are all blind.  
We’re just blind in different ways.  
 
Sometimes, we think that God brings about things, 
that God had nothing to do with.  
In our blindness, we mistakenly blame God for a lot of things. 
 
Other times, things ARE from God, but we don’t believe it.  
This was the Pharisees’ form of blindness.  
They were so sure of themselves.  
Yet so wrong.  
They had so many rules that they believed God had to follow,  
they couldn’t see when God was standing right in front of them.  
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The light of the world was in their midst, 
and they closed their eyes because they preferred the darkness. 
 
Sometimes we’re blind to the strength and wisdom and holiness 
that God has placed inside each one of us.  
We don’t see the way God sees.  
So when we look at someone, all we may see 
is a young, inexperienced shepherd boy, 
while God looks at that same person and sees a king.  
We see a blind beggar. 
God sees a future disciple.  
We see a heretic. 
God sees a prophet.  
 
Later this morning,  
we’re going to be singing the song “Lord of the Dance.”  
The words are set to an 18th century Shaker melody, called “Simple Gifts.”  
That tune is in our hymnal, #554. 
It’s a lovely tune, “Tis a gift to be simple, tis a gift to be free.” 
Very innocent lyrics promoting an innocent life.  
 
But those lyrics didn’t really capture  
what was going on in the world in the 1960s. 
It wasn’t a simple, innocent time then.  
Sydney Carter was a Quaker, living in England. 
He never took up arms,  
but he served in an ambulance unit in World War II.  
After the war, he worked to help resettle refugees in England. 
And in his spare time he wrote folk songs.  
 
In 1963, he wrote “Lord of the Dance.” 
It’s a modern recounting of the events in Christ’s life. 
In it, he uses a very surprising metaphor. 
He sees Christ as the incarnation of the piper who calls us to dance.  
Dancing becomes the metaphor for our relationship with God.  
 
Almost immediately, the song was a huge success. 
It wound up in hymnals throughout the world, though not in ours. 
I learned it as a child at church camp.  
And of course, it went on to become the theme 
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of a hugely popular Irish dance production, 
the sequel to Riverdance.  
 
But here’s an astonishing thing: 
Sydney Carter came very close to never publishing the song. 
He almost didn’t,  
because he was certain that churches would see it as heresy.  
 
And some do. 
Google it, and you’ll still see a bunch of naysayers  
who insist it’s wrong to speak of Christ that way, 
to call him Lord of the Dance. 
It strikes some as pagan, and certainly sinful. 
 
I’d say it’s every bit as sinful as healing on the Sabbath.  
In our Coffee Hour Sunday School class,  
we’ve been learning about the Pharisees and the Sadducees, 
and some of the other groups that clashed with Jesus, 
and one thing we’ve learned  
is that we have no shortage of Pharisees today. 
Today they just go by different names.  
 
We have no shortage of blindness today, either.  
Often as not, we’re still unable to see the presence of God in our midst. 
But if we’ll let him, 
Jesus is still in the business of opening people’s eyes, 
still in the business of broadening people’s vision 
of just what the Kingdom of God looks like. 
Jesus is still inviting each of us 
to step into the Messiah’s pool of living water 
and to be forever changed.  
 
God can turn a shepherd boy into a king.  
What do you suppose God can do with you?  
 
Amen. 


