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One of the things about having children is you end up reliving experiences you hadn’t thought 
about in years. Sometimes this is a blessing — like when you get to re-watch those original Star 
Wars movies. And sometimes this is a curse — like when you have to essentially retake 
geometry.  

One such experience is learning how to drive. The fits and starts of those early days behind the 
wheel typically don’t come to mind when you hop in the car to run an errand. Unless you have a 
child taking Driver’s Ed. And then you suddenly have a driving expert sitting next to you 
criticizing your every rolling stop and commenting on your apparently lackadaisical use of the 
blinker.  

Now I’ve blocked out most of my time in Driver’s Ed, but I particularly remember the 
conversation about the blind spot. Barry, our rather gruff, Brooklyn-bred instructor, seemed to 
spend an awful lot of time on it and so I knew that, in theory, there was a spot when changing 
lanes that you couldn’t really see using the mirrors alone. But it seemed kind of ridiculous that 
you couldn’t see a big van or a truck that was right next to you. Or at least sense it — like by 
using The Force. But all it took was driving on the highway for the first time and not completely 
turning around and hearing that bus lean on the horn to realize that, oh, so that’s the blind spot 
Barry was talking about. It’s not merely theoretical. And with all the angles involved, maybe 
geometry actually is useful. 

But in time you come to learn that even beyond driving, we all have blind spots. Areas of our 
lives that we literally can’t see. They may have to do with family relationships or politics or our 
vocational life. They may be based on our upbringing or gender or race or nationality or faith 
tradition or socioeconomic class. But these blindspots can wreak havoc on those around us, even 
if they don’t particularly register with us. They’re easy enough to ignore — until we wind up 
bumping into something and causing a metaphorical wreck or negatively impacting the lives of 
those around us. 

Calling attention to these blind spots was one of the reasons Jesus came into the world; to help us 
gain a new perspective, to help us see the whole picture; to remove the scales from our eyes, to 
help us see those hidden in plain sight; to take away the blind spots of our lives.  

And this morning we have a particularly detailed story of Jesus healing a blind man. Sometimes 
these healing miracles are over before you can say, “Take up your mat and follow me.” But in 
this one from John’s gospel, there’s a lot of dialogue and a whole host of characters, besides 
Jesus and this man born blind. The disciples ask questions about the man’s family; his neighbors, 
who knew him as a beggar, want to know who healed him and how; they bring him to the 
religious authorities who continue to question him about the identity of his healer; they track 



down his parents to get their side of the story; they keep pestering this man with questions about 
the how and the what and the why and they finally drive him out of town when all he wants to do 
is live his life with his eyes wide open, literally and spiritually.  

But, boy is it easier and more convenient to keep our blinders on. To ignore the things we don’t 
want to see. Across the street from the church there’s a bus stop. Most people don’t notice it 
since, who takes the bus in Hingham? I mean a school bus, sure, but actual public transportation? 
Please. I hardly notice this bus stop and I both live and work across the street from it. But I’m not 
sure what’s more invisible: the bus stop itself or the people who occasionally stand there waiting 
for the bus. Usually, if there’s anyone at all, it’s a lonely soul. Perhaps a domestic worker or a 
laborer.  

This is an overt blind spot and the real sin is when we keep other people, fellow children of God, 
in our bind spots. For to do so is to rip away their very dignity. 

So what do we do about our own personal and communal blindspots? Well, we can be in 
relationship with those with differing perspectives or experiences. That’s really the best way to 
address them. Which is why it’s so important to have conversations with those with whom we 
disagree or with those whose experiences differ from our own. When we end up only staying 
within the confines of our own tribe, it may be more comfortable, it may be more enjoyable, but 
it only broadens our blind spots. And ultimately that diminishes both us and our respective 
communities. 

Yes, it’s awkward to discover and acknowledge our blind spots. You have to crane your neck a 
bit and leave your comfort zone. You have to intentionally seek out a new perspective. You have 
to work a bit harder to see. And we can’t do it alone. 

But the payoff is a fuller life; a more faithful life; a richer life. Which is precisely the life Jesus 
beckons us towards. Because Jesus helps us see those in society we may be blind to by insisting 
we look their way. That’s precisely what he did last week when he encountered that woman at 
the well and it is what he does in this morning’s encounter with the blind man. He interacts with 
people deemed insignificant by mainstream society; people few would have noticed as anything 
other than part of the landscape.  

Two weeks ago at our Lenten Series on poverty, our speaker Matt Pritchard, the executive 
director of HomeStart, spoke about the utter isolation of being homeless. And he learned of this 
first-hand, not just in theory because when he first started working with the homeless population, 
Matt did something remarkable. In order to get to know the folks he would be serving, he spent a 
year living in the homeless shelter where he worked. 

His bunk mates used to tell him about their experiences begging for change out on the streets, 
something they would do for most of their waking hours. In response to the question, “Can you 
spare some change?” they told Matt that 95 out of 100 people who walked by wouldn’t make eye 



contact or even acknowledge their presence; that at a certain point people didn’t even see them 
anymore; that the vast majority of the mass of humanity that passed them by were blind to their 
very existence. 

They described this existence as like living in a “space bubble.” In other words, these men felt as 
if they inhabited a completely separate universe from every other human being. That they were 
aliens in a foreign land. Which, as Matt put it, became “an obstacle to feeling human, to being 
worth loving, and rebuilding their life off the streets.” And it must have been exactly how the 
blind beggar felt for much of his life, before his encounter with Jesus.  

But these men also shared how big a difference it made when a person did smile or acknowledge 
them in some way. Especially those people who introduced themselves, shared their names, 
learned theirs, and would speak to them with respect. For these men, authentic attention was an 
incredible antidote to their loneliness and isolation.  

Physical sight aside, Jesus saw this man who was, for the vast majority, an afterthought. He 
existed in a blind spot, in a “space bubble” that was a place of deep alienation. These are the 
people Jesus bids us to gaze upon and to recognize and to lift up. And to fail to do so, is to 
remain blind to the wonder and fulness of God’s creation. 

Yes, we are the blind ones Jesus seeks to heal; we are the indifferent ones whose eyes Jesus seeks 
to open. May we recognize our own blindness and hardness of heart and allow Jesus to open our 
eyes to the cries of those in our midst who so desperately seek to be seen.  


