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Scripture, John 9:1-41 

 

SCENE 1, Jesus, the disciples, and the man born blind 

As Jesus walked along, he saw a man blind from birth. His disciples asked him, ―Rabbi, who 

sinned, this man or his parents, that he was born blind?‖ Jesus answered, ―Neither this man nor 

his parents sinned; he was born blind so that God‘s works might be revealed in him. We must 

work the works of him who sent me while it is day; night is coming when no one can work. As 

long as I am in the world, I am the light of the world.‖ When he had said this, he spat on the 

ground and made mud with the saliva and spread the mud on the man‘s eyes, saying to him, ―Go, 

wash in the pool of Siloam‖ (which means Sent). Then he went and washed and came back able 

to see.  

 

SCENE 2, the man born blind and his neighbors 

The neighbors and those who had seen him before as a beggar began to ask, “Is this not the 

man who used to sit and beg?” Some were saying, “It is he.” Others were saying, “No, but 

it is someone like him.” He kept saying, “I am the man.” But they kept asking him, “Then 

how were your eyes opened?” He answered, “The man called Jesus made mud, spread it on 

my eyes, and said to me, „Go to Siloam and wash.‟ Then I went and washed and received 

my sight.” They said to him, “Where is he?” He said, “I do not know.”  

 

SCENE 3, the Pharisees and the man born blind 

They brought to the Pharisees the man who had formerly been blind. Now it was a sabbath day 

when Jesus made the mud and opened his eyes. Then the Pharisees also began to ask him how he 

had received his sight. He said to them, ―He put mud on my eyes. Then I washed, and now I 

see.‖ Some of the Pharisees said, ―This man is not from God, for he does not observe the 

sabbath.‖ But others said, ―How can a man who is a sinner perform such signs?‖ And they were 

divided. So they said again to the blind man, ―What do you say about him? It was your eyes he 

opened.‖ He said, ―He is a prophet.‖  

 

SCENE 4, the Pharisees and the parents of the man born blind 

The Jews did not believe that he had been blind and had received his sight until they called 

the parents of the man who had received his sight and asked them, “Is this your son, who 

you say was born blind? How then does he now see?” His parents answered, “We know 

that this is our son, and that he was born blind; but we do not know how it is that now he 

sees, nor do we know who opened his eyes. Ask him; he is of age. He will speak for 

himself.” His parents said this because they were afraid of the Jews; for the Jews had 

already agreed that anyone who confessed Jesus to be the Messiah would be put out of the 

synagogue. Therefore his parents said, “He is of age; ask him.”  

 

SCENE 5, the Pharisees and the man born blind again 



So for the second time they called the man who had been blind, and they said to him, ―Give 

glory to God! We know that this man (Jesus) is a sinner.‖ He answered, ―I do not know whether 

he is a sinner. One thing I do know, that though I was blind, now I see.‖ They said to him, ―What 

did he do to you? How did he open your eyes?‖ He answered them, ―I have told you already, and 

you would not listen. Why do you want to hear it again? Do you also want to become his 

disciples?‖ Then they reviled him, saying, ―You are his disciple, but we are disciples of Moses. 

We know that God has spoken to Moses, but as for this man, we do not know where he comes 

from.‖ The man answered, ―Here is an astonishing thing! You do not know where he comes 

from, and yet he opened my eyes. We know that God does not listen to sinners, but he does listen 

to one who worships him and obeys his will. Never since the world began has it been heard that 

anyone opened the eyes of a person born blind. If this man were not from God, he could do 

nothing.‖ They answered him, ―You were born entirely in sins, and are you trying to teach us?‖ 

And they drove him out.  

 

SCENE 6, Jesus and the man born blind 

Jesus heard that they had driven him out, and when he found him, he said, “Do you believe 

in the Son of Man?” He answered, “And who is he, sir? Tell me, so that I may believe in 

him.” Jesus said to him, “You have seen him, and the one speaking with you is he.” He said, 

“Lord, I believe.” And he worshiped him.  

 

SCENE 7, Jesus and the Pharisees 

Jesus said, ―I came into this world for judgment so that those who do not see may see, and those 

who do see may become blind.‖ Some of the Pharisees near him heard this and said to him, 

―Surely we are not blind, are we?‖ Jesus said to them, ―If you were blind, you would not have 

sin. But now that you say, ‗We see,‘ your sin remains.  

 

 

Sermon 

 

(singing ―I Saw the Light‖ a la Hank Williams/Bill Monroe) 

Just like a blind man I wandered alone 

Worries and fears I claimed for my own 

Then like the blind man that God gave back his sight 

Praise the Lord, I saw the light 

 

I saw the light, I saw the light 

No more darkness, no more night 

Well, I'm so happy, no sorrow in sight 

Praise the Lord, I saw the light 

 

--that’s a bluegrass song by the great Hank Williams, but I think he was just covering the 

original by a man born  blind many, many years ago… 

 

 

The man born blind- he did see the light. 

He had always been blind, but incredibly now, he could see. 



 

I can‘t imagine what it must be like to never see the sun setting, or a star shining, or an eye 

winking, or a face smiling. They say other senses over function when one is lost. Could the man 

born blind recognize whose footsteps were approaching just by their sound? Could he find his 

way around town by smell? Was his touch more sensitive, able to identify a rainbow of textures 

and consistencies that I would not be able to distinguish? 

 

And his was a world that would never change. If one is born without sight, one doesn‘t expect 

ever to see. One doesn‘t even think about it. It is a life unto itself--living without seeing--a life of 

experiences that are radically different from mine.  

 

 

 

Jesus steps into this man‘s life and miraculously he can see. What has never been, now is. What 

was impossible, just happens.   

 

And then the world comes crashing down on him. 

 

Some neighbors recognize him and strangely others don‘t. ―It‘s me, it‘s me,‖ he keeps saying, 

but some folks don‘t believe it‘s him.  And others demand, ―How is it you can see now?‖ and, 

―Aren‘t you supposed to be blind?‖       

 

It‘s a lot easier if we all just stay the same, if we don‘t change. Because, if we change, then all 

those around us have to change, at least a little, and people just don‘t want to do that. The system 

was working fine, as long as he was blind—he had his place and that was that. 

 

 

 

 

14 year old Lisa Reid and her family had a hard decision to make.  Lisa had a cancerous brain 

tumor that was causing her headaches, nausea and loss of coordination.  Her only choice was a 

delicate operation to remove the tumor and save her life.  However, during the operation to 

remove her tumor, Lisa‘s optic nerves were damaged and she became blind. 

 

Deciding not to let her blindness hold her down, Lisa became a poster child for children with 

cancer.  She appeared on television shows and in documentaries across the country.  She also 

made promotional appearances to help raise money for the organization that trained her seeing-

eye dog. 

 

Then, ten years later, on her way to her bedroom, Lisa tripped and fell, hitting her head on a 

coffee table and on the floor.  She got up, as she had done many times before, and went to bed.  

The next morning when she opened her eyes she could see the white of her ceiling.  Looking 

around she saw light shining through the curtains and then she looked and saw her beloved 

companion dog.  Lisa‘s sight had come back, not perfectly, but it was back. 

 



The doctors, however, were skeptical.  There was no medical explanation for how Lisa regained 

her sight.  Her optic nerves, which have no power to regenerate themselves, were still damaged.  

The doctors tried to explain her sight by saying that Lisa may have recovered from a blindness 

that had been more psychological rather than physical from the start.  ―I don‘t believe in 

miracles,‖ said her doctor. 
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It just doesn‘t make sense, Lisa‘s doctors said. Our universe doesn‘t allow for healing like that. It 

just doesn‘t make sense, the man‘s neighbors and pastors said. His story made them too 

uncomfortable and they began to see less and less while he began to see more and more. 

 

 

This story of the man born blind is messy in several ways. The mud may have seemed special to 

him, but as far as anyone else was concerned it was just something to scrape off their boots. And 

as the man repeats the story over and over he undergoes a conversion of his heart, too, gradually 

seeing Jesus as the Messiah.  

 

There‘s nothing easy about sharing a personal encounter with Jesus or letting the world see that 

you have been transformed by him in some way.  Transformation stories are never as 

convincing, after you start to talk about them, as they seemed to be when you were experiencing 

them.  

 

 

A couple of years ago I was part of a small group at a church that welcomed a new woman into 

the group who had had a life changing experience. She had been driving down a road in upstate 

New York when suddenly a deer darted out in front of her car. She swerved and missed it, but it 

nearly gave her a heart attack. And her takeaway from that experience was that it was time to get 

back to church, to get herself right with Jesus, before it was too late. And so there she was 

joining the small group and telling her story over and over. That experience may not seem so 

dramatic to someone else, but we listened to her story as often as she wanted to tell it because we 

could recognize … 

 

She was blind, but now she could see. 

 

 

The man born blind had no support for his claims and his conversion. He was all alone in that 

town, one of the first Christians in the whole world, and he had the hutzpah to keep repeating his 

story. And as he repeated it he changed. First, he said it was some man who had made him see 

the light. Then it was some man who was a prophet. And finally it was Jesus the Messiah, the 

one whom he worshipped.  

 

Thank goodness we aren‘t alone with our stories like he was. We have each other.  
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If Jesus gets hold of you and his light shines so you see for the first time, or even the 100
th

 time, 

it can be mighty hard for people to hear you tell about it. You can‘t explain it, it just happened. 

First, you couldn‘t see, then you could.  

 

I think we are here at worship because we believe Jesus has had a hand in revoking some 

blindness in our lives and is helping us to see differently today. Maybe you have had the 

experience of Jesus tracking you down unexpectedly or perhaps he has quietly worked on you 

over a long period of time transforming you from who you were into who you are becoming 

today. In some way, large or small, we may find ourselves also saying, ―though I was blind, now 

I see.‖ 

 

 

 

 

What is your story? Where were you when Jesus opened your eyes or your heart to something 

you had never known before? What did you used to believe but now you believe differently? 

How was it that you used to live in a certain place that you now know was blind to certain 

things?  

 

What is your before…and your after? 

 

I think we need to hear those stories. I think we need to tell them. There are not many people 

who want to hear how we have been converted, changed, transformed. There are not many places 

we can go to admit, to declare how Jesus has made us see and that we worship him because of it.  

 

But, for each other‘s sake, we can set aside the typical need for explanations, we can quiet our 

instinctive reactions to say mud is just mud, we can join together to see how Jesus has led us or 

changed us.  

 

I think we need the encouragement, the strength, the witness that telling those stories can bring 

about. And after all, you can‘t explain what Jesus does, you can‘t explain how he hunts you 

down with his mercy and grace. The best you can do is confess, tell the story about how ―I once 

was blind, but now I see.‖ Confessing, is what it all depends on. 

 

And that‘s what he‘s asking of you and me. 


