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What Do You Want? 
 
Let us pray… 
 
Bart was not happy.  He thought he would be.  But he wasn’t.  For years he had been 
very sure:  the only thing standing between him and a wonderful, happy life was the 
darkness.  That thick, endless, suffocating darkness.  Bart couldn’t remember anything 
else.  For most of his life that darkness had been his constant burden and daily curse.  
Nobody understood the fever that struck a newborn Bart had taken away the baby’s 
sight. Everybody believed that his mother or father must have done something terribly 
wrong to be punished with a blind child.  And so instead of being a son who would grow 
to care for and support his parents, he would forever be a burden, and a shame.  At a 
young age, he was sent out to do the only thing anyone ever believed he’d be good for:  
begging by the side of the road.  Day in and day out, month after month, as the years 
went by, Bart shuffled to his spot beside the dirt road on the outskirts of Jericho.  He 
saw nothing, but he could feel the looks people gave him:  pity and disgust, superiority 
and guilt.  So he used it all, turning people’s emotions into coins in his cup.   Merchants 
who wanted good luck in the city, rich people who didn’t want to have to think about the 
beggars in the street, religious folk who wanted to feel good about themselves:  people 
were glad to buy a clear conscience for a few shekelim.  It was a living, but barely.  And 
it came at a high cost.  The disgust and guilt people bought their way out of found it’s 
way into Bart’s heart and mind and even his body.  So he breathed in shame, his heart 
beat with self-loathing, his back bent under the burden of knowing he was worthless.   
 
One day, Bart heard about one of those traveling healers.  They were a dime a dozen 
on the road between Jericho and Jerusalem, so that wasn’t such special news.  What 
was unusual was that this healer didn’t charge for his miracles, didn’t seek all the fame 
and notoriety, and actually seemed to bring about healing for folks cursed with 
blindness and deafness and paralysis.  This healer, named Jesus, didn’t even claim the 
miracles as a result of his own power:  he said that God was the one doing the healing, 
or even the people themselves!  One part of Bart scoffed, sure this was a trick.  But 
another part wondered…and dared to hope.  Because he knew, if he could just get rid 
of the darkness, he would be happy. 
 
And so the day came when Jesus and his followers were leaving Jericho, heading out 
on the dusty road to Jerusalem.  Bart, of course, couldn’t see Jesus or the disciples.  
But he felt all those feet pounding the earth, and he felt a huge crowd pressing against 
him as he sat by the road.  And something in him stirred.  Almost against his will, Bart 
shouted out:  “Jesus, son of David, have mercy on me!”  Bart had no clue where that 
came from.  “Son of David”!  Those are words you’d use to describe someone powerful, 
a descendant of King David, not some itinerant healer.  And where had that plea for 
mercy come from?  The words were torn from Bart’s throat; not his usual manipulative 
appeal for a few coins, but a heartfelt cry to be loved. 
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Immediately, Bart regretted his moment of vulnerability.  The crowd turned on him, as 
the crowd always will.  Feet kicked at him, and hissing voices told him to shut up.  
Which, of course, would be the wise thing to do.  And yet, uncontrollably, Bart yelled out 
again, even louder this time, and with tears in his eyes:  “Jesus, son of David, have 
mercy on me!”  In that cry was all the pain and fear and grief of the abandonment and 
loathing he had absorbed since he was a baby struck blind.  And suddenly, there was 
silence.  Like the still before a storm.  Like the emptiness after a huge fight.  Nobody 
moved or spoke or even breathed.  And then, quietly, Jesus spoke:  “Call him here.”  
Suddenly, the feet that kicked him turned into hands that helped him up.  Hissing 
dismissals turned into a song of invitation:  “Take heart; get up, he is calling you.”  Bart’s 
body came to life as if he was well-fed and rested; he jumped up from the dusty road 
and ran to Jesus, drawn through his personal darkness like a magnet pulled to metal.   
 
And then, the strangest thing:  Jesus asked Bart, “What do you want me to do for you?”  
What kind of a crazy question was that?  Did Jesus think Bart wanted him to find him a 
job, or make him handsome, or get him a majestic robe?  Bart was blind, and needed to 
see, and then everything would be great, wasn’t that obvious?  Bart tried to keep the 
sarcasm out of his voice as he said, “Um, my teacher, let me see again.”  And Jesus 
replied, “Go; your faith has made you well.”  Obviously, this was ridiculous.  Faith 
doesn’t help the deaf hear and the blind see.  Bart needed Jesus to say some magic 
words, or mix a potion, and then Bart would be able to see.  Except, that Bart could 
already see.  Jesus’ words were still echoing on the air when Bart realized the endless, 
suffocating, thick darkness was gone.  In its place was a barrage of color and shape 
and detail and texture and light and more color and shadow and movement.  Bart 
thought he might throw up. 
 
Indeed, Bart had no way to make sense of everything he was seeing for the first time.  
His own hands, the sky above him and the very dirt road on which he’d spent his life 
were all foreign and disturbing.  The suffocating darkness had been replaced by chaotic 
vision. 
 
Of course, the crowd was delighted by the success of this miracle, and joyously 
continued the journey into Jerusalem.  Bart, still breathless, found himself caught up in 
the crowd, and let himself be borne along.  After all, he had nothing else to do.  He 
couldn’t go back to begging by the side of the road:  nobody would give coins to a 
formerly blind beggar.  And that was the only thing he knew how to do, the only thing he 
was any good at.  Now, he had nothing.  He might as well follow the crowd. 
 
Over the next few days, Bart was often grateful for the crowd around him.  Nobody 
expected him to do anything, and there was always a little bit of food for the group to 
share.  People came up to congratulate him, but didn’t need him to say anything:  they 
were too glad to tell him how happy he must be, how grateful.  Bart noticed people were 
still jumping to conclusions about him, but at least now the conclusions were positive.  
He didn’t see pity or disgust or guilt in anyone’s eyes anymore. 
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Except, that is, in his own.  Bart’s first glance into a watery mirror was a shock, to say 
the least.  The gaunt, haunted face and wild hair and weathered skin didn’t match the 
image he’d held of himself all these years.  At first he didn’t realize he was looking at 
himself, and felt bad for the poor soul in the glass, until he realized it was himself.  But a 
lot of things didn’t match what he’d pictured in the darkness inside his blind eyes.  He 
couldn’t help, now, but see the large and small ways people were cruel to each other, 
even family and friends.  He’d thought people who could see had everything, but now 
he realized that illness and isolation and desperation could burden anyone.  He thought 
everyone else had endless freedom and opportunity.  Now he saw the ways in which 
the powers-that-be were controlling the people, and holding them down.  And so now 
Bart could see, but seeing didn’t make him happy.  It uncovered another layer of misery 
in himself and all the world.  He thought maybe he’d like to go back to being blind. 
 
One morning, Bart just couldn’t do it anymore.  He couldn’t take the cheerfulness of the 
crowd, and the contrasting misery he saw all around.  He sat down.  Just sat down.  
And didn’t move.  Even when Jesus’ followers were packing up and preparing for the 
day’s journey.  Even when the crowd started to head out.  But then, suddenly, it 
happened again.  Bart felt words ripped from his throat:  “Jesus, Son of David, have 
mercy on me!”  The crowd looked at him, confused, even laughed a little uneasily.  They 
shushed him, reminding him that he could see, he didn’t need Jesus’ healing powers, 
and it was time to set out.  But Bart shook his head and cried out, even more loudly:  
“Jesus, Son of David, have mercy on me!”  And the crowd froze, completely silent.  
Once again the calm, soothing words of Jesus rose up:  “Call him here.”  The crowd 
started a low chant, as Bart rose from the ground:  “Take heart; get up, he is calling 
you…  Take heart; get up, he is calling you…  Take heart, get up, he is calling you…”  
And this time, as Bart moved through the crowd, he could see Jesus waiting for him.  
And in return, Bart knew that Jesus truly saw him:  not the life-worn former beggar who 
had nothing to give, but the beautiful child of God who carried a spark of the divine to 
share with the world.  And in that moment Bart realized that Jesus saw not just him, but 
all the world:  all those broken and battered places, all the hurting and abandoned 
children, all the poverty and hunger and oppression and violence.  Jesus saw it, and felt 
it, and ached with it.  But Jesus also saw that this was not the end of the story, for there 
is also compassion and beauty and joy, there is the Spirit of God hard at work in the 
world to turn things toward justice and light.  Jesus’ eyes saw with a breadth and depth 
no other human had yet achieved, a vision of all that the world truly was, and all it could 
be.  In that moment, Bart realized that everyone was blind, and Jesus had come to bring 
spiritual sight.  And that was the miracle Bart really wanted, to see like Jesus saw. 
 
So this time, when Jesus asked the question, Bart understood, and knew what to say.  
“What do you want me to do for you?” Jesus asked.  And Bart answered, “My teacher, 
let me see, truly see.”  Immediately, Bart saw and Jesus saw, and Bart followed him on 
the way.  Amen. 
 


