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Showing Up 
A Sermon by Randall T. Clayton, D.Min. 

Red Clay Creek Presbyterian Church 
March 22, 2020 

 
Scripture Text:  John 9:1-41 

 

 
Routines upended, schools cancelled, gyms and health clubs closed, social 
distancing now the norm, and we’ve practically worn out the “Happy 
Birthday” song as we’ve washed out hands over and over and over again.  
Between what medical experts are saying and encouraging us to do and 
what the various emergency declarations across our nation and around 

the globe mandate, it’s pretty clear that life isn’t going to return to “normal” anytime soon.  
 
In the context of the COVID 19 pandemic, with shortages of medical equipment, illness and even 
death, we turn this morning to a story that is usually called something like, “The Healing of a Man 
Born Blind.”   But I don’t really think this story is so much about a physical healing as it is about 
something else.   
 
In Jesus’ day the prevailing point of view was that sickness was God’s punishment for 
wrongdoing.  Illness was the wages of sin. And so, as Jesus’ disciples were trying to understand 
the new world they were encountering with Jesus by their side, they asked a logical question 
when they stumbled upon a man who had been born blind.  
  
“Jesus, who sinned? This man? His parents?” 
 
“Neither,” Jesus said. “Neither.” 
 
And then without the man who had been born blind saying anything to Jesus, or asking anything 
of Jesus, Jesus made some mud with his saliva and spread it on the man’s eyes, telling the man 
to go wash in a particular pool.   Having done this apparently Jesus continued his journey. 
  
While you or I would have likely resisted someone we didn’t know trying to rub mud on our eyes, 
apparently this man didn’t.  He followed Jesus’ instructions to the letter, washing the mud was 
off his face. Once the mud was gone, he discovered he could see for the very first time in his life 
and he began to testify to what had happened. 
 
News that the beggar in town now could see spread rapidly and neighbors were all a-buzz about 
it.   “Who is this? Is it really, really the same man who once was blind? Is it you?”     
 
“Yes, it is I. It is I. I once was blind but now I can see.” 
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“How is it that it happened?  You’ve been blind for your entire life.  How did you get healed?” 
 
“This man Jesus did it. This man Jesus,” he said. 
 
But the neighbors were incredulous, and so they drug him 
to the religious leaders for them to initiate an 
investigation.  
 
It’s at this point in the story that we learn a vital piece of 
information that heightens the tension and the danger 
and the opportunities for testimony for the formerly blind 
man. It seems that the healing had happened on the 
Sabbath.   According to the religious laws of the day, 
healings needed to wait for another day.  The sabbath 
was meant for rest, and rest didn’t include the act of rubbing mud on a blind man’s face or a blind 
man stumbling to a pool and washing the mud off.   In the leaders’ eyes, the healing should have 
waited for another day.   Since the healing had happened on the Sabbath, the religious leaders 
believed that whoever had performed the miracle must thus be a sinner, and that neither healer 
nor healing could have possibly been from God. 
 
Investigating and interrogating, hoping he’d “crack” or utter some sort of inconsistency in his 
story they kept demanding to know, “What do you say about the man who healed you?”  The 
formerly blind man said, “I know this, he is a prophet. This man Jesus, he is a prophet.” 
 
Unable to learn what they wanted to learn, they interrogated the man’s parents. “Is this really 
your son? Was he really blind since birth? And if he’s your son, and if he’s been blind from birth, 
how did the healing happen?” 
 
“Yes, he is our son. Yes, he was born blind since birth. But we don’t know how it happened.  You’ll 
have to ask him.  He’s an adult.” 
 
Fearing that they would be put out of the synagogue and expelled from the community if they 
suggested that they had any inkling of how it happened or who healed their son, they refused to 
say more.  “You’ll have to ask him, he’s an adult.” 
 
Still seeking answers, the leaders interrogated the man a second time.  “Give glory to God,” the 
leaders said to the formerly blind man, “We know this man who healed you is a sinner.” 
 
But the now-sighted man, stood his ground, testifying to the truth, “I don’t know that the man 
Jesus, a prophet, is a sinner.  What I do know is that t I once was blind but now I see, and such 
amazing grace this is.” 
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As the religious leaders continued to demand some answers that would satisfy them, in 
frustration the formerly blind man shot back at them, saying, “I’ve told you already and you aren’t 
listening….maybe you want to hear me talk about what Jesus the prophet did again because you 
want to become his disciples too.”  The inquisitors replied, “You may be his disciple, but we are 
disciples of Moses.  We know that God has spoken to Moses, but as for this man Jesus, we don’t 
know where he comes from.” 
 
Undeterred, the now-sighted man said, “Jesus opened my eyes.  And we know that never since 
the world began has it been heard that anyone opened the eyes of a person born blind.  If he 
weren’t from God, he could do nothing.”  And with that, the leaders branded formerly blind man 
a heretic and drove him out. 
  
At this point the formerly blind man had been driven the man out of polite society; his parents 
had thrown him under the bus; and his neighbors didn’t believe it really happened. Cut off from 
family, friends, society, disbelieved by everyone, suddenly Jesus appeared by his side again, 
showing up when all was lost, and it seemed as if there was nothing to celebrate. In that dismal 
moment in the man’s life Jesus showed up and asked him, “Do you believe in the Son of Man?” 
 
“Tell me who he is,” the formerly blind person replied. 
 
“It is I,” Jesus said. 
 
“Lord, I believe,” the formerly blind man proclaimed. “Lord, I believe.” 
 

 
 
Nothing feels normal right now, certainly not an empty sanctuary on a Sunday morning, certainly 
not empty store shelves, certainly not working from home and maintaining social distance, but 
God isn’t maintaining social distance from us. Even now, God is present. Even now God invites us 
to testify to that presence and that love -- and maybe especially now in these uncertain and 
strange times. 
 
As some of you know, my mother is quite frail and has been in a skilled nursing facility in 
Wilmington now for about 9 months.  Until the pandemic caused the nursing home cease 
allowing visitors in, I went every day to see her.  While she doesn’t always recognize me anymore, 
and  most days she doesn’t open her eyes, and I can go weeks without hearing her say a single 
word, my presence at her bedside my daily visits have been important for me  and I believe for 
her too. But in addition, through my regular visits to her at Parkview Nursing and Rehab, the 
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nurses, the CNAs and all the staff of that nursing home became my community too.  They greeted 
me daily; I learned about their families, their hopes and their dreams too.   Not being able to walk 
down those halls or sit beside my mother anymore, is strange, and odd, and honest, very sad to 
me.  It represents loss on so many levels.  And I wonder and worry about how strange it must 
also feel to my mother. 
 
As I was working on this sermon on Friday my cell phone rang, and I saw that it was a FaceTime 
call.   It turned out to be the nurse manager on my mother’s unit.  Using her personal phone to 
Facetime with me from my mothers’ bedside, I saw my mother as the nurse pointed her phone’s 

camera toward my mother.  I saw my mother and her eyes were open. 
And I mean, wide open. She looked intently at that screen; she recognized 
me; and I witnessed her face break out into a huge smile.  I’m sure my 
face was smiling too. In that moment there was a sense of profound joy. 
   
As I thought about that brief call later, I realized that what the nurse did 
that morning by stopping, by taking the time, by reaching out to me 
through Face Time, she had borne witness to the presence of God even 

in this difficult time. And as I thought about my mothers’ large smile and a twinkle in her eyes 
that I haven’t seen in a long time, I knew that Jesus was beside her as she lay in her bed at 
Parkview, and that Jesus was beside me too as I sat at my desk.  The nurses’ actions and my 
mother’s bright smile are both signs to me of Jesus’ presence; signs of the light of God’s love still 
shining even when everything around us feels odd, and strange and even scary.   
 
Jesus came to the man born blind when he wasn’t expecting it or even asking for God’s help. And 
Jesus showed also up in that dismal time when he had been cast out, thrown out, left out. 
 
I believe that Jesus still shows up today,   Yes, Jesus still shows up today, inviting us to testify to 
one another about times we have experienced the grace of God and felt or seen God’s presence 
in our lives as did the formerly blind man who testified in those dismal times when he was being 
interrogated and investigated by neighbors and religious authorities.  Jesus still shows up today, 
inviting us to follow, to love, and to find ways to be the community of faith, even when we can’t 
gather as a community in a space we love. Even when the feels like we just feeling our way toward 
an unknown tomorrow Jesus still shows up.  He shows up for us and invites us as he did that 
formerly blind man to believe and to follow and to testify to his love.    
 
Amen. 


