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“Seeing With New Eyes” 

Texts: Mark 10:46-52 

 There was a blind beggar known as Bartimaeus, sitting by the side of the road, eating leftovers 

thrown by people, listening to the thud of feet passing by, the murmurs of the crowd that 

surrounded him. His cloak is his security blanket. His only protection from cold rain or from the 

harsh Jericho sun. He smelled the complex scents of crowd and animals and parched ground. 

Perhaps he tasted the salt of his own sweat as he sat there. But he saw nothing. He had been 

born blind and he saw only darkness. He had not seen the colours of a rainbow, the turning of 

the leaves from green to gold, the magnificent starry and moonlit nights, nor the faces of his 

loved ones and people of his community. His world was dark from the beginning.  

If being blind nowadays is frustrating and difficult despite the modern technology and medical 

interventions, imagine for a moment what it would be like to be blind in Jesus’ time. In that 

culture, being blind was understood to be God’s punishment for the sins of either the blind 

person or his or her parents. To be physically blind was to live a life of begging, to be isolated 

from both the secular and faith communities, to have that mark of poverty and isolation. To be 

blind is to be voiceless and disempowered. Mark does not even know his name. We know him 

as Bartimaeus.  Bar means “son of” and Timaeus is his father’s name. “Son of Timaeus” – like 

calling someone MacDonald – son of Donald. Bartimaeus - nameless beggar on the side of the 

road. To add to the injury, Timaeus in Greek means “impure” or imperfect – so Bar-Timaeus 

could mean “The blind son of the impure.” Surely, it was not a good time for anyone like 

Bartimaeus to be blind in those days.  

The story tells us that while Jesus was walking with his disciples in time to leave Jericho and 

heading towards Jerusalem, Bartimaeus calls to him, "Jesus, Son of David, have mercy on me!" 

The crowd was displeased – and tries to shush him up! Who is this nobody, this blind beggar 

trying to get the attention of the great teacher?  But Bartimaeus did not back down – he calls on 

to Jesus in a much louder voice – “Son of David, have mercy on me!”  

Bartimaeus won’t be told to shut up. Good for him. I like this guy. We are like him. How often 

do we feel like we are required to keep silent? How often are we asked to keep our voices 

down, lest there is some offense that would cause a disruption in our very controlled and 
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orderly life? How often do we silence others, especially our children, convinced that their cries 

are not worthy of our attention? Why? Because this is what we do. We keep silent. We urge 

others to do the same.  

Speaking out? That’s risky. Stating your opinion? That is a possible cause for rejection. Saying 

what you think is true? That is dangerous. But we know that Truth silenced will end up in 

bondage. So speak up, be heard. If you don’t say a word, everything will be the same. 

And Jesus hears him and stops to say to his disciples, "Call him here."  

Bartimaeus threw off his dirty coat- his cloak, the only security blanket that he carries with him, 

sprang up and perhaps crawled over to where Jesus is standing. Now let’s stop here for a 

moment and reflect on that symbolic action of Bartimaeus. He threw off his cloak and came to 

Jesus. Bartimaeus threw off his old life – never again will he be a poor beggar living in the 

streets. Never again will he be isolated and lonely. Never again will he silent. He will rise up 

from his ashes and claim his power. This is what Mark emphasizes in this action – to get rid of 

whatever things or belief or culture or mindset that silenced you. To throw away habits and 

fears and attitudes that put you down as a human being. This action of Bartimaeus teaches us to 

rise up from our own ashes and be transformed – to be able to see, or hear, or think, or feel 

differently! 

Jesus asked him: "What do you want me to do for you?" It's an odd question, for it’s obvious 

that he was blind – didn’t Jesus notice that in the first place??  But I am glad Jesus asked it. 

Because he wants Bartimaeus to name his concern. To be open about it. To let others know 

about his blindness. Perhaps it is not just his physical blindness that Bartimaeus is concerned 

about; maybe there are more urgent requests from his heart. "Teacher, let me see again." Did 

you notice the interesting detail in his request? Let me see AGAIN. Bartimaeus had seen before 

- he once saw colour and forms and people and things. And he wanted to see again. This time - 

a new way of seeing! Uncloaked, he jumped, accepted the healing and moved forward.  

Bartimaeus want the real change. He wants more than alms. He wants life.  

Jesus sees through his heart and understood what he wants – Mark, a writer with a few words, 

portrayed the healing power of Jesus like this: no mud, no spittle, no touch, no big effort, no big 

deal on Jesus' part, just purely compassion and love. "Go," says Jesus, "Your faith has made you 
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well." You have it all along Bartimaeus – you have the power to see all this time. But only this 

time, you have to see things in a new way! Be transformed and you’ll see things differently! A 

word of healing. A word of hope. A word of liberation. A word of salvation. 

Dear friends, as we sit on our comfortable pews with a new roof over our heads on this 

Homecoming Sunday, let us remember this story of Bartimaeus and take it to heart. When we 

hope and dream to see with new eyes, we must be prepared for changed vision, to let go of the 

prejudices, the fears, our old self that have narrowed our living for too long. 

Treat life as an everyday miracle. The poet Wendell Berry writes: "to treat life as less than a 

miracle is to give up on it." Bartimaeus refuses to give up on the miracle called life, the miracle 

called faith, the miracle called “seeing with new eyes”. He shouts, uncloaks himself, jumps up 

and accepted the challenge. And he calls us to do the same.  

Amen. 

 


