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Texts:  Job 42:1-6; Mark 10:46-52 
 

The day was April 2, 1801.  It was the Battle of Copenhagen, and Vice Admiral Horatio Nelson of the British 
navy was engaged in battle with a Danish and Norwegian fleet of ships that had been trading with the French 
against whom the British had a naval blockade.  The tide of the battle appeared to be turning in favor of the French 
allies, so Vice Admiral Nelson was sent a signal from Admiral Sir Hyde Parker back on the away-from-the-front 
command ship to disengage and withdraw; orders were transmitted in the usual manner via a system of signal 
flags.  But Vice Admiral Nelson did not want to disengage, he wanted to continue fighting!  From his vantage point 
close to the front and in the thick of the battle, he was convinced he could win.  A subordinate urged the Vice 
Admiral to heed the Admiral’s order, so Nelson picked up a telescope to (ostensibly) verify the signal for himself.   

What you have to know is that Horatio Nelson was blind in one eye.   

He purposely held the telescope to his sightless eye and said to his subordinate, “I really do not see the signal.”  He 
spoke truthfully; he really could not see the signal flags displaying the command to disengage and withdraw, as he 
“looked” through that scope with his blind eye.  Nelson continued to press his attack and eventually won; a triumph 
in his career that, according to some historians, was second only to his victory at the Battle of Trafalgar (and which 
also eventually resulted in Admiral Parker being recalled, and Vice Admiral Nelson being promoted to Admiral).   

That event left us with the phrase “to turn a blind eye” (or, as is more common among the British, “to turn a Nelson’s eye”), 
an idiom which means to deliberately ignore something, especially if it’s detrimental to the opportunity at hand. 

Sometimes it does pays us to turn a blind eye to certain things and move ahead; sometimes it pays to turn a 
blind eye to our perceived obstacles and a deaf ear a to those who would discourage, and press on to focus on, 
and/or grasp hold of, our opportunities.  Today’s Gospel account is about a man who turned two blind eyes to focus 
on and grasp hold of his opportunity; he also turned a deaf ear to the clamor of the crowd who was trying to deter 
and/or discourage him from his task.  The blind beggar heard Jesus was coming, and he was not going to let the 
Savior pass him by!  “Jesus, Son of David, have mercy on me!”  Jesus did not turn a blind eye to him; he stopped, engaged 
the man in conversation, and turned his blind eyes into the seeing eyes of a faithful follower.   

The words of our previous hymn are based on this Gospel story:  “Pass me not, O gentle Savior, Hear my humble cry; 
While on others thou art calling, Do not pass me by.  Savior, savior, hear my humble cry; While on others thou art calling, Do not pass me 
by.”   And Jesus did not pass Bartimaeus by. 

It was Fanny Crosby who wrote those lyrics; in her lifetime it is estimated she wrote more than eight thousand 
songs and hymns … all while being afflicted with blindness.  In May 1820, when Fanny Crosby was just six weeks 
old, she developed a slight eye infection; the family doctor was away and another man, pretending to be a certified 
doctor, prescribed a quack treatment of a mustard poultice to be applied to her inflamed eyes.  The result was total 
blindness for life.  And just two months after that, her father died, leaving Fanny’s mother a widow.  She married at 
age 38 to another blind and gifted musician, Alexander van Alstine.  Considered one of New York's best organists, 
van Alstine wrote the music to many of Crosby's hymns.  Their only child died in infancy.  Fanny was widowed at 
age 63 and lived the remainder of her life … 32 more years … alone; she died six weeks before her 95th birthday.  
So, blinded as an infant, bereaved of her father, raised by a single parent, married rather late in life to another blind 
person, bereaved as a parent of her only child, widowed for more than three decades … yet, according to those 
who knew her, she never, ever became bitter.  Throughout her life she had an irrepressible joy about her, she was 
reportedly contagiously enthusiastic and consistently inspirational to all around her, and she was the kind of person 
who could make our Eric McNeely look morose by comparison!  In short, she determined to “turn a blind eye” to her 
misfortunes, she chose to focus on what’s right in her life instead of what’s wrong, and with a tenacious joy and an 
irrepressible faith, she pressed on.  At age eight … eight! … this “poor little blind girl” wrote:  “Oh what a happy soul am I 
– Although I cannot see;  --  I am resolved that in this world – Contented I will be.  How many blessings I enjoy – That other people don’t!  To 
weep and sigh because I’m blind, -- I cannot and I won’t!”  And she didn't.  Ever.  She carried that attitude throughout her life. 

 “Jesus, son of David, have mercy on me.”  We are told the blind beggar was called Bartimaeus, which might have 
been a pejorative nickname.  The prefix B-A-R means “son,” but the name Timaeus might not be a proper name; 
it’s possibly a nickname derived from a word that means “unclean” or “impure.”  Bar-Timaeus may mean “Son of 



Iniquity” or “Son of impurity” or “Child of Uncleanness.”  It is quite possible he may have been the son of someone 
disreputable; a son of a prostitute, a criminal or some other outcast.  So, he’s blind; strike one.  He’s a beggar; 
strike two.  He is known by a pejorative nickname; strike three … but don’t count him out!  In this brief account from 
Mark’s gospel, this blind man turned a blind eye to his perceived obstacles and a deaf ear to the crowd trying to get 
him to be quiet, and he pressed his opportunity.  He continued to shout out, “Jesus, Son of David, have mercy on me!”   

It is interesting to note this is the first time in Mark’s gospel Jesus is called the Son of David, which is a 
Messianic title.  This could be something of a literary rhetorical flourish by Mark to point out that, up to now, it was 
only the blind man who could really “see” exactly Who Jesus was.  Here we are in the tenth chapter, two thirds of 
the way through the Gospel, and finally someone calls Jesus by His proper title.   

And, we are told, Jesus stopped.  He looked at the blind man, and asked, “What do you want me to do for you?”  
Bartimaeus responded, “Rabbi, I want to see.”  Jesus replied, “Go, your faith has healed you.”  We’re told that “…immediately he 
received his sight and followed Jesus along the road.”  Don’t miss that last phrase!  That is what genuine faith is … it is an 
encounter with the living Savior, which is necessarily followed by a decision and determination to follow the Savior 
“along the road”, wherever that road leads.  Much of the time we won’t know where the road is leading, anymore than 
did Bartimaeus or, for that matter, Fanny Crosby.  At root, faith is simply a way of seeing … seeing everything with 
the eyes of faith that determine never to let Jesus out of your sight.  And, faith is also a way of not seeing ... a way 
of turning a blind eye to the things that really do not matter in order to better follow the Savior, come what may. 

(The following was edited out at the 10:30 service due to time constraints … slc)  With that, let’s just take a very brief look at our 
reading from Job.  Job is a difficult book, and I certainly can’t do it justice in the brief time remaining.  However, it is 
a book which every sufferer can relate to at some level or another.  Most of you know the story.  At the beginning 
everything is fine for Job.  He has a wonderful life filled with children, wealth, and good health.  And he is also a 
righteous man who knows to give thanks to God for all of these blessings he enjoys.  Satan's accusation to God, 
though, is that Job honors God only for what's in it for Job.  He alleges when God is no longer a source of blessing 
to him, Job will curse God and die … in other words, when things get difficult, Job’s faith will fizzle.  Well, God 
allows everything to be taken away.  Job loses his children, he loses his wealth, he loses his health and is covered 
from head to toe with loathsome sores.  Still, Job remained faithful to God, he would not curse God … but that 
doesn’t mean he didn’t ask a lot of “Whys?” As we progress through the story of Job  … and, for that matter, as we 
progress through our own suffering … we slowly begin to realize the question "Why?" is never going to be fully 
answered.  In the final chapters, God comes to Job in a whirlwind.  God reminds Job that Job is but a creature who 
will never fully understand the mind of his Creator.  And somewhat strangely, Job is satisfied with this.  That is 
because Job has moved from "Why?" to "Who?"  That’s the context of our brief reading from Job today. There is no 
real explanation, but once he has seen God, he doesn't need an explanation; he can turn something of a blind eye to his 
need to know “why.”  This is because hope comes not so much from what we understand, but from Who we trust. 

An excerpt from a wonderfully engaging little article I read by Karl Varters, entitled “Six Church-and-Culture Issues I 
Don't Care About Any More” 1speaks well to this little segment from Job.  Number six was "I Don't Care Why Bad Things 
Happen to Good People."  Varters writes,  

“Let me be very, very clear about this one. I care – deeply – when bad things happen to people. There’s a lot of very real pain in the 
world and not nearly enough people who care about it.  As believers, we have overwhelming scriptural mandates to care for widows 
and orphans, bind up the wounded, heal the sick, feed the hungry and visit the prisoner. That's where a lot of pastoring takes place. 
When people are hurting, they want answers. But our desire to give them answers can lead to empty slogans and unbiblical 
explanations. I’ve seen so much damage done by good people spouting theologically dubious clichés like “everything happens for a 
reason” because they feel the need to say something. In the face of suffering, our prayers and our presence are more important than 
our explanations. We live in a broken world. Bad things happen. Pain is real. Knowing the “why” behind every specific pain is not 
possible. Most of our “why did this happen?” questions aren’t going to be answered this side of heaven. I don’t have the answers. So I 
won’t pretend I do. But I know WHO is the answer. Knowing Who is better than knowing why.” (end of excerpt, emphasis added) 

Fanny Crosby never regarded herself as being unfortunate in her blindness; in all things, she trusted the WHO 
for the WHYs, knowing that not all of the whys will be answered this side of heaven.  The finite just cannot totally 
comprehend the infinite, but what she knew and understood about God and His grace enabled her to more than 
trust Him for what she didn’t know.  She even said that if God should offer her normal sight, she would decline … 
because when she reached heaven, she said, “the first face these blind eyes will ever see is the face of Jesus, my 
Savior” … the Savior she had the vision to follow so faithfully throughout her lifetime, come what may. 
                                                 
1 http://www.christianitytoday.com/karl-vaters/2015/october/six-church-and-culture-issues-i-dont-care-about-any-more.html  
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