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Scripture:  John 9:1-41 

Open my eyes that I may see 

Glimpses of truth Thou hast for me; 

Place in my hands the wonderful key 

That shall unclasp and set me free. 

Silently now I wait for Thee, 

Ready, my God, Thy will to see; 

Open my eyes, illumine me, 

Spirit Divine!  

Richard Rohr, the Franciscan priest and spiritual writer, has a book called The Naked 

Now, in which he endeavors to help us learn how to see as the mystics see.  The mystics are 

found in every religion throughout history, really.  They’re people who have deeper 

understanding of the world around them and they see the world in a special way.  Well these 

mystics, they aren’t so different from other people and it’s possible to learn how to see as they 

do.  And Rohr says when we are able to do that, we discover a world that is brand new. We find 

music and prayer and poetry.   

One of those poems is by Elizabeth Barrett Browning, who wrote: 

“Earth's crammed with heaven, 

And every common bush afire with God, 

But only he who sees takes off his shoes; 

The rest sit around and pluck blackberries.”  

Another poet, more modern, e. e. cummings, writes this: 

“i thank You God for most this amazing 

day: for the leaping greenly spirits of trees 

and a blue true dream of sky; and for everything 

which is natural which is infinite which is yes 

 

(i who have died am alive again today, 

and this is the sun’s birthday; this is the birth 

day of life and of love and wings: and of the gay 

great happening illimitably earth) 

 

how should tasting touching hearing seeing 

breathing any—lifted from the no 

of all nothing—human merely being 

doubt unimaginable You? 

 

(now the ears of my ears awake and 

now the eyes of my eyes are opened)” 



Having the eyes of our eyes opened.  I think that is the point of the entire gospel of John.  

John’s gospel is different from the others.  If you’ve read them all, you know that’s true.  In 

John’s gospel there’s never any sense that Jesus has any doubts about who he is and what his 

purpose is in the world.  In the other gospels he’s a little cagy about that—sort of alludes to it, 

tells them it’s a secret, doesn’t really seem to be certain.  But in John’s gospel it’s never in doubt.  

In fact in John’s gospel we’ll never find a moment when Jesus reveals himself like on the 

mountain of transfiguration with Peter, James and John.  The whole gospel is really that 

transfiguration.  

Another big difference is parables.  In all the other gospels Jesus teaches with parables.  

Parables are a way--they’re stories that Jesus tells--to point people away from the world as they 

experience it and know it toward a world unfolding--the world of God’s kingdom.  They become 

what the Buddhists would call a finger pointing to the moon.  The problem is we always get 

fixated on the finger.  We don’t want to see what the finger is actually pointing to.   

Well in John’s gospel, Jesus doesn’t tell parables. Instead, he lives them.  He enacts them.  

He embodies them.  This story, the man born blind being healed becomes a parable that Jesus 

embodies, that Jesus enacts for the people around him and for his disciples.  So, what is 

happening in this parable?  A man goes from being blind to having sight and not just being 

physically blind but being blind apparently also to the world as God sees it.  And eventually he 

finds not just physical sight, but insight.  He discovers something true that others around him 

can’t see.   

Rohr calls this experiencing the third eye.  That seems a little odd.  It’s not his idea.  It 

goes back thousands of years.  Mystics have talked about seeing with the third eye for many, 

many years.  The first eye is the experience of the moment, the actual encounter that we have 

every day.  It is literal.  It is concrete.  It doesn’t really allow for judgement or critique.  It’s just 

seeing things as they are.   

The second eye is more reflective.  It examines.  Scientific inquiry could be considered a 

function of the second eye.  It’s a way of unraveling, and taking apart, and looking critically, and 

making judgements about the things that we see around us.   

The third eye goes deeper still and we discover when we see through the third eye that we 

are connected to whatever it is that we’re examining, that we are part of some vast tapestry, 

connected with other species, connected with other forms of matter, connected even to the 

divine.  When we see through the third eye, we see the presence of God all around us.   

And that’s what happens with this man.  He goes from being blind to seeing and when 

he’s asked how that happened, he says, oh, this man, Jesus, put mud in my eyes and told me to 

wash it out and I could see again.  He doesn’t really examine that; he just accepts it as it is.  But 

then he’s questioned.  He’s brought in and they start to question him more and more and they 

finally say, well he healed you, what do you think?   And he says, well I think he was a prophet.  

He’s making a judgement.  He’s seeing now through the second eye.   

And then after he experiences the resistance to that idea, that this Jesus who healed on the 

Sabbath could be a prophet, he starts to go even deeper in that experience and finally realizes He 

must be from God.  That this is not just a prophet speaking on behalf of God but this is someone 



who is standing in the place of God.  He sees with the third eye, and then he encounters Jesus 

directly, and he worships him.  This man has brought the whole progression--from blindness to 

deep insight to seeing with the third eye.   

And yet he meets tremendous resistance.  We have a tendency to do that.  We find it hard 

to see with the third eye because we cling to our limited understanding of the world.  We want to 

fit into the box that we think it should be contained in and we want it to obey the rules that we’ve 

set out for it.  We want to control it.  And by trying to control we are constantly seeing with the 

second eye perhaps maybe even just the first eye but almost never the third eye.  Jesus invites us 

to see in a new way, to see God’s world unfolding right in front of us, through the ordinary 

things around us, through mud and spit and dirt.  Through even perhaps an experience like the 

one we’re having now.   

As we find ourselves separated from one another, having to do things we never thought 

we’d have to do, having to restrict ourselves in ways we’ve never restricted ourselves before, we 

find ourselves resisting.  Resisting all of it.  And yet, we find ourselves anxious because of this 

fear we carry, of a virus we can’t see but we know is around us, and could infect us and could 

cause us to infect others and put them in danger.   

Maybe it’s possible to see that experience too through the third eye.  To see in this 

experience a way of connecting to one another in a deeper sense than we ever have before.  

Because we’re now forced to find new pathways of connection--whether it’s through email or 

phone or Skype—all these different ways we have to come up with now to connect ourselves to 

each other.  Perhaps we can find in this time a way to see with the third eye and to discover the 

depth of our unity with one another even in our separation. 

Something as common as a virus can show us perhaps even the presence of God.  So I 

invite you to listen to this one poem which reminds us of the importance of ordinary things.   

Lest we think the blessing is not in the dirt. 

Lest we think the blessing is not in the earth beneath our feet. 

Lest we think the blessing is not in the dust 

Like the dust that God scooped up at the beginning and formed with God’s two 

hands and breathed into with God’s own breath. 

Lest we think the blessing is not in the spit. 

Lest we think the blessing is not in the mud. 

Lest we think the blessing is not in the mire, the grime, the muck. 

Lest we think that God cannot reach deep into the things of earth,  

Lest cannot bring forth the blessing that shimmers within the sludge, cannot 

anoint us with a tender and grimy grace. 



Lest we think that God will not use the ground to create us once again, to cleanse 

us of our unseeing, to open our eyes upon the ordinary and stunning world. 

 

Friends, I invite you to see with new eyes.   

 

Amen 


