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I bet he told the story the rest of his life. It changed the course of his life forever. And not only 

was he telling it, but eventually so did a lot of other people. Years later, even after everyone 

who had been there had died, the story of that day in Jericho was told and retold so much that 

eventually it was written down in a book and included in the collective memory of God’s 

people.    

 

The day began like so many others: sitting on the side of the road, begging for money. He 

hadn’t always been a blind beggar, of course. Earlier in his life he had almost been somebody. 

He was part of a family that people in Jericho knew. His name, Bartimaeus, means son of 

Timeaus. People knew his father. And someone had even told him once that his name could be 

translated as “son of honor.” He didn’t speak Aramaic so he wasn’t completely sure about that 

part of it. The other way he had heard his name translated was “unclean” and “impure.” Years 

later, as an old man, he might have wondered if it wasn’t exactly what God had intended for his 

life—to be both honored and impure.  

 

He didn’t know what caused the blindness, but when it began to take hold, he lost his way both 

literally and figuratively. Yes, of course, he knew people got sick and suffered, but frankly, he 

never thought it would happen to him.  He thought his family connections, their place in the 

community, his religious observance and study of scripture, he thought all of that would protect 

him. It kept getting harder. Over time his family and his friends distanced themselves from him. 

And the spiral began. He started to give up, to isolate himself, to imagine that along with his 

family and community, God had given up on him too. And this physical blindness led to a 

spiritual blindness. The loss of sight, the despair, the begging, the loss of hope, the loss of God, 

all of it so interconnected that it was hard for him to remember exactly the order of things.  

 

As Bartimaeus remembered that day in Jericho, he remembered that news had been spreading 

about this itinerant teacher from Nazareth. Whoever he was, he was breaking a lot of rules. 
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Rules about healing and rules about relationships with people of different religions and 

different genders and races and socio-economic groups. He was mixing everyone together, he 

was crossing boundaries. He was moving quickly through the countryside healing and feeding 

and stirring up trouble. All those close to him were confused about who he was and what he 

was up to. And those in power were already trying to figure out ways to shut him down. 

 

The crowds following Jesus that day wanted to move quickly through Jericho. Jerusalem was 

their ultimate destination and for some reason Jesus was in a hurry to get there. But as soon as 

Bartimaeus realized Jesus was walking past, it became completely clear. Bartimaeus wanted to 

slow that parade down. He yelled out: Jesus, son of David, have mercy on me. Having the 

people closest to Jesus shushing him made Bartimaeus even more determined. He yelled again, 

Jesus, son of David, have mercy on me. 

 

Success. He got Jesus’ attention. Bring him here, Jesus told those standing around. And so 

someone tells Bartimaeus, “hey, he’s calling you.” And perhaps that was the biggest gift 

Bartimaeus received that day. The realization and the remembering that over the crowds and 

the noise, when people are at their lowest points, Jesus is calling, always calling. He never 

forgot it because it was in that instant everything changed.  

 

He dropped the coat he had wrapped himself in, jumped up faster than he had in years, and ran 

over to Jesus. “What do you want me to do for you?” Jesus asks. Bartimaeus couldn’t believe 

how simple and direct his answer was. Because it was all so clear to him now who Jesus was, he 

just said, “Rabbi, let me see again.” And in an instant, he did. He regained his sight and then he 

jumped into the procession headed toward Jerusalem, following Jesus on the way. His life never 

the same again.  

 

As Bartimaeus reflected back on that day, he realized it was just the beginning of a long journey 

with plenty more ups and downs. Life, even for those who follow Jesus, isn’t easy. He was a 

very different sort of king. The kind of king he had been telling them he was all along, the kind 
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of king who puts the last first and the first last, the kind of king who gives up his life for his 

friends and for the sake of the whole world. The kind of king who stops. And listens. And heals.  

 

I hope that each of us has at least one story like this in our own lives. At least one moment 

when we cried out to Jesus, with honesty and clarity and hope. And then we felt heard and 

healed and we decided to follow him on the way. 

 

And if we haven’t had an experience like that, I hope there’s something in the ministry of St. 

Peter’s that can help make that happen. Jesus is always calling, always healing, always leading 

the way.  

 

Each one of us is Bartimaeus. At different points in our lives, we are blind to our own suffering, 

blind to the suffering of others. We are far too often blind to our own blindness. And we are 

very often blind to the healing presence of Jesus in our midst.  

 

If you are suffering, or ill, if you have a sense of your own blindness, if you are worried about 

the state of the world--Take heart, get up, he is calling you. He’s calling all of us.  

 

 


