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     May the words of my mouth and the meditations of our hearts be 

always acceptable in your sight, O Lord, our strength and our redeemer.  

Amen. 

 

     Henri Nouwen writes, “There is such an enormous hunger for 

meaning in life, for comfort and consolation, for forgiveness and 

reconciliation, for restoration and healing, that anyone who has authority 

in the Church should constantly be reminded that the best word to 

characterize religious authority is compassion.  Let’s keep looking at 

Jesus whose authority was expressed in compassion.”  

 

     The compassionate healing miracles throughout the three-year 

ministry of Jesus are a major part of the announcement that the Kingdom 

of God was indeed in the midst of the people.  Today’s gospel account 

of the blind beggar, Bartimaeus, being given back his sight from Christ 

is yet one more miracle and announcement.   
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     Jesus and the disciples come to Jericho and enter the city: When he 

heard that it was Jesus of Nazareth, he began to shout out and say, 

‘Jesus, Son of David, have mercy on me!’ Many sternly ordered him to 

be quiet, but he cried out even more loudly, ‘Son of David, have mercy 

on me!’ Jesus stood still and said, ‘Call him here.’  Bartimaeus’ plea is 

give me my sight, and Jesus tells him that his faith has made him well, 

and he suddenly sees; yet what about when our faith does not seem to 

make us well?      

 

      Throughout my ministry I have certainly seen it go both ways.  

There is this difficulty…this is the dilemma…isn’t it, when we strive to 

live by faith and our lives do not go as planned and are greatly 

challenged.  Perhaps we are confronted with a serious illness personally, 

or a loved one is ill and does not survive.  Maybe we are living with a 

chronic illness or a physical disability.  What happens when we call out 

to Jesus, when we in faith pray fervently to God and there is no healing? 

        

     One of the most difficult and profound events in my pastoral ministry 

occurred when I was the Rector of Holy Trinity, in the Diocese of 

Atlanta.  This is about a five year-old named John Marshall; his parents 

were Kay and John.  Little John Marshall was part of a large extended 

family who were very involved in the life and ministry of Holy Trinity.  
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They were wonderful and faithful Christians. One evening while 

working late at the church office, I received a call from his grandmother 

that I needed to come to her daughter Kay’s house because there had 

been a terrible accident at the soccer field.  This was before cell phones 

and they had called the house first, where Ellen answered and told them 

to try the church.  By the time I reached their house, I knew that their 

five-year old son had been hit by a slow moving car in the parking lot of 

the local soccer field.  The driver of the car, an older gentleman, did not 

see John Marshall dash out from behind a car chasing after his soccer 

ball; John Marshall died almost instantly from severe head trauma.  As I 

entered Kay and John’s house, the grandmother led me to their bedroom 

where the parents were sitting on the edge of the bed, and I sat with 

them.  What happens when our faith confronts a terrible tragedy, when 

Jesus doesn’t make it OK and is instead apparently silent? 

 

     What is hard for us to hold in tension in both our minds and hearts is 

that God is omnipotent, in control, and still very sad and difficult 

situations and events happen to faithful Christians every day.  How are 

we to understand this dilemma when one is not healed from an illness, or 

one lives with a chronic medical condition, or one loses a child in a 

tragic accident?  A certain reality of the Christian life is to say that faith 

does not protect us from such things. 
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     God allows it seems for bad things to happen to the most faithful of 

people—we are all knowledgeable of Rabbi Harold Kushner’s classic 

work, When Bad Things Happen to Good People.  You may also be able 

to sing along with me the words to the singer/songwriter, Billy Joel’s 

classic, Remember Only the Good Die Young.  Clearly we have all 

known good people who have been granted by God very long lives, and 

we have as well seen people healed from very serious illnesses.  This 

being Breast Cancer awareness month, I am sure like me, you know 

many survivors, and perhaps like me you know also of those who have 

lost their lives to this disease.  Ellen and I lost her mother to breast 

cancer at a very young age.  Yet, today’s Gospel is a poignant reminder 

that unlike the crying prayers of Bartimaeus that lead to his regaining of 

sight, our cries to Jesus at times do not yield such healing restoration. 

When I sat on the bedside with Kay and John in Atlanta, nothing I 

prayed or said brought back their precious 5 year-old son. 

 

     As hard as it may be at times, through all of life’s challenges; 

sickness, death, tragedy, and loss, we are called to have faith.  Faith is as 

St. Augustine brilliantly said: The ability to believe in things unseen and 

yet known to be true.  Bartimaeus models this faith as he calls out to 

Jesus...it is that faith in Christ before he knows the outcome that makes 

him well; and it is this same kind of faith as we call out to Jesus that 

makes us well and all well in the eyes of God.  In the final analysis, our 
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faith does indeed make us well—sometimes physically, but always at the 

deepest levels of our souls and humanity.  Just a few years ago, I heard 

from Kay, John Marshall’s mother, on the 20th anniversary of their son’s 

death. She wanted me with her to remember that time, together to share 

the faith…unseen, but known to be true.  Amen+          


