
 

 

             Homily. 4th Sunday in Lent. Year. A. 14/15 March 2026. 

 

The man had never seen light in his life. He could smell, taste, hear and 

feel, this man, but he’d never seen colours, shapes, dimensions or distant 

vistas. He was also a man without a name because as far as his society 

and its leaders were concerned he was a nobody. Worse still, they 

thought him an unworthy sinner, an enemy of God. For us this is a good 

thing because, nameless, he can be you, me, anybody and everybody.  

 

One day another man, Yeshua bar Yousef, a common name in that place 

and time, as he was passing by saw the man begging. The disciples of 

Yeshua, Jesus to us, asked who had sinned to cause this man to be born 

with his defect? No one sinned, replied Jesus, while seeing in the man a 

chance for grace, an opportunity for God to enlighten us. After the paste 

over his eyes and a wash in the cool, clear waters of Siloam, the man 

saw for the first time. I imagine him sitting at the side of that pool and its 

waters, overcome, wondering at all he now perceived. 

 

Soon words and stories of the man’s new found sight reached his 

neighbours. He testified to them that he was the blind beggar they all 

knew. Now, he said, he could see because a fellow called Jesus had 

spoken, touched and sent him to wash and be healed. Incredulous, not 

trusting there own eyes they sent him off to the Pharisees and leaders of 

the day. These leaders, they thought, had the vision and insight to judge 

between what was or wasn’t true and real. They could see, they told 

themselves. But, as we’ve seen for ourselves, this was a very big 

mistake.  



 

 

Those supposed well-sighted leaders soon bogged down deeply in 

matters of laws and sin. They roped in the man’s parents who admitted 

that he was their son, then being scared, quickly bailed out. The leaders 

of the people had heard of this Jesus fellow, the carpenters son from the 

backwater rural village of Nazareth. Some of them had met him and a few 

had seen the signs he gave, acts which challenged their own status and 

threatened their control over the people. How could he ever do God’s 

work, they thought, since he didn’t keep God’s rules? And, why would he 

help a sinner, an enemy of God from the day of his birth, as to them at 

least the man’s blindness proved? All that the man did was repeat over 

and over the facts of what had happened to him, but the more he did so 

the more blind they became. Finally, judging him and Jesus poorly, they 

cast him out, exiled him from their community, cut off from their God. 

 

Jesus sought him out though, the moment he heard of what they’d done. 

Do you believe in me, the Son of Man, Jesus asked him, in God made 

flesh, the Anointed Messiah? Who is he, said the man? Me, said Jesus. 

Lord, I believe, said the man who now saw all with perfect clarity, and he 

worshipped him as Emmanuel, God with and for us.  

 

This traces out the forward path of those who see the facts as friendly, 

looking beyond externals to the heart of truth. The other way fears the 

facts, fixates only on what is convenient and self-serving. Those people 

loose more sight by the day, sliding deeper into an endless darkness, 

their obstinacy perilously skewing their perception. Heed now, which way 

you’re going, letting the Light of the World renew and brighten your sight, 

gifts that God never tires of giving to those who seek. 



 

 

 


