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Those who are conscious of their own blindness, and who long to see better and 

to know more, are those whose eyes can be opened and who can be led more and 

more deeply into truth. —William Barclay 

 

Reading:  John 9:24-41 

 

There is an illustration by Alan Wallace that I want to share with you today: 

 

Imagine walking along a sidewalk with your arms full of groceries, and someone 

roughly bumps into you so that you fall and your groceries are strewn over the 

ground.  As you rise up from the puddle of broken eggs and tomato juice, you are 

ready to shout out, “You idiot!  What’s wrong with you?  Are you blind?”  But 

just before you can catch your breath to speak, you see that the person who 

bumped into you actually is blind.  He, too, is sprawled in the spilled groceries, 

and your anger vanishes in an instant, to be replaced by sympathetic 

concern:  “Are you hurt?  Can I help you up?”  Our situation is like that.  When 

we clearly realize that the source of disharmony and misery in the world is 

ignorance, we can open the door of wisdom and compassion. 

 

The point is that the reason why we hurt each other is our blindness.  We bump into each other 

because we do not see.  We hurt each other because we do not understand.  And when we 

understand this, we are able to respond to those who hurt us with more compassion.  We can 

treat others with greater understanding and forgiveness, knowing that it is our blindness that 

causes us to behave badly.  Knowing this does not excuse the pain we inflict.  It does not mean 

we condone destructive behavior.  It does not mean we don’t hold people responsible for their 

actions.  It simply means that our vision has been expanded.    

 

When we act selfishly or with anger, for example, we simply cannot see that it is not in our own 

self interest at all.  We don’t see that we are part of each other, we are part of an interconnected 

web of life, and when we hurt others we are really hurting ourselves.  As Jesus said, we have 

eyes, but we do not see.  We have ears, but we do not hear.  We do not perceive, we do not 

understand.  We know not what we do. 

 

The good news here is that if you are one of us who are all-too-aware of our blindness, we are on 

the right track!  As Jesus said, “Blessed are the poor in spirit, for theirs is the kingdom of 

heaven.” 

 

Today we have one of those healing stories about Jesus in the gospel of John.  It is interesting 

that often in these stories the person suffers hardships because that person is healed.   

 



I want to focus on that last scene.  John has Jesus say, “I came into this world for judgment so 

that those who do not see may see, and those who do see may become blind.”   What an odd 

thing to have Jesus say. 

 

Now, I think what John is trying to say here is those who think they see are usually just as blind 

as those who know that they are grasping in the dark.  When John has Jesus say, “I came… that 

those who see may become blind,” he is saying that they need to realize their lack of vision, and 

then they can begin truly to see. 

 

Jesus reserved his harshest criticism of those who thought they could see, who never struggle 

with limited vision.  “You blind guides,” he said to them. 

 

Earlier in John’s gospel it says, “the light has come into the world, and the people loved darkness 

rather than light.” (3:19) They would not acknowledge their blindness and their need of this 

light. 

 

This is about a spiritual arrogance.  When there is too much certainty, watch out.  Listen to what 

William Barclay said about this passage: 

 

Those who are conscious of their own blindness, and who long to see better and 

to know more, are those whose eyes can be opened and who can be led more and 

more deeply into truth.  Those who think they know it all, those who do not realize 

that they cannot see, are those who are truly blind and beyond hope and 

help.  Only those who realize their weakness can become strong.  Only those who 

realize their own blindness can learn to see.  (Barclay, John, Vol. 2, p. 50) 

 

This is part of that great paradox of religious truth:  Only by accepting our blindness do we find 

our sight.  When we say, “we see,” then we’re in trouble.  We have sight, but only when we 

recognize that we have blindness.  We are healed, but only if we recognize that we are still 

infirmed.  We have faith, but only if we recognize that we continue in our unbelief.  It is not one 

or the other; it is both/and.  Faith is always faith-in-spite-of. 

 

This is a paradox of the Christian faith:  the more we recognize our sight, the more we recognize 

our blindness.  Paul said, “We see through a mirror dimly.”  We see, but only partially.  There is 

still a lot we don’t see.  We live in a shadowland, a twilight. 

 

There is no absolute certainty; faith is not a precise science.  It has little to do with what is 

observed with the eyes, but what is felt with the heart.  We do not now see with true clarity nor 

have a full understanding.  But rather, we have these peaks and valleys.  We have clarity in the 

face of doubt; we have assurance in the face of uncertainty; and we have vision in the face of 

blindness. 

 

Like John Newton, who wrote that famous hymn, Amazing Grace, our faith may be a journey of 

being both lost and found, of being both blind and able to see. 

 



Someone once said to their Zen master, “You keep saying the same thing.”  The Zen master 

replies, “That’s because you never hear it.”  We hear, but we don’t hear.  We see, but we don’t 

see.   

 

I end this morning with an amazing account from the autobiography of Jacques Lusseyran, And 

Then There Was Light.  As a teenager, he was part of the resistance after Germany invade 

France.  He was betrayed, captured and put in a concentration camp for the remainder of the 

war.  Lusseyran was blinded in an accident at age seven, and he wrote this about his experience 

that happened a few weeks after his accident: 

 

At that time I still wanted to use my eyes.  I followed their usual path.  I looked in 

the direction where I was in the habit of seeing before the accident… 

 

Finally, I realized that I was looking in the wrong way.  I was looking too far off, 

and too much on the surface of things… 

 

I began to look more closely, not at things but at the world closer to myself, 

looking from an inner place to one further within, instead of clinging to the 

movement of sight toward the world outside.  Immediately, the substance of the 

universe drew together, redefined itself and people anew.  I was aware of a 

radiance emanating from a place I knew nothing about, a place which might as 

well have been outside me as within… 

 

I felt indescribable relief, and happiness so great it almost made me laugh… 

 

Sighted people always talk about the night of blindness, and that seems to them 

quite natural.  But there is no such night, for at every waking hour and even in my 

dreams I lived in a stream of light.  Without my eyes, light was much more stable 

than it had been with them.  As I remember it, there were no longer the same 

differences between things lighted brightly, less brightly, or not at all.  I saw the 

whole world in light, existing through it and because of it. 

 

Good friends, in our blindness we find sight.  It is in the darkness of our days that we discover a 

radiance, a light that has come and continues to come into this world.  And looking from within, 

we begin to see each other and the universe in a different way. 
 


