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“Sent” 

Text: John 9.1-41  

 This is a familiar story for many of us; but I’m always amazed how even a very familiar 

story can grab us in new ways each time we read it.  This past week what stood out to me was 

that little parenthetical explanation of what the name of the pool Jesus sent the blind man to wash 

his eyes in meant.  The name of the pool was “Siloam” and Siloam means “Sent.”  And I guess I 

kept thinking that the author of this Gospel went to a lot of trouble to make sure we got the fact 

that the pool was called Sent.  And so I tried to focus on that as I studied this passage this week. 

 And what I came up with was this: particularly in the Gospel of John there are many, 

many instances where Jesus sends people, where he calls them to go out and bring a friend, find 

their husband, share the word, show themselves to others, tell of what Jesus did for them.  In 

John, Andrew brings Peter, Philip brings Nathaniel, the woman at the well goes and brings out 

the whole village, and now this man who was once 

blind is sent to the pool... and then he is sent to testify to 

the Pharisees about what Jesus had done for him. 

 And all of this makes sense because in John’s 

gospel Jesus is the one who was sent by God into the world.  Jesus is sent to reveal God to those 

who are lost in darkness, Jesus is sent as the light to those in that darkness, and here in this 

passage it becomes very clear that the darkness he was sent to overcome was not some physical 

darkness—some physical blindness—although it’s abundantly clear that he’s capable of 

overcoming even that.  What’s more significant is that Jesus is sent to bring light to those who 

are stuck in a spiritual darkness. 

Jesus is sent to reveal God to those 

who are lost in darkness, Jesus is 

sent as the light to those in that 

darkness, 
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 And the spiritual darkness in this story is the darkness of the Pharisees.  And that’s a 

tough darkness.  I think we often underestimate the Pharisees.  It’s like we view them as these 

bumbling melodramatic villains...  But the truth is: they were serious, God-fearing, committed 

people.  They were devoted to God, and they tried hard to obey God and follow what they 

believed were God’s laws and ordinances and rituals and traditions.  They were educated, they 

applied themselves to learning about both God and the scriptures... and they tried to practice 

what they preached.  So don’t just draw a thick black moustache on them and say “boo and hiss” 

whenever they walk on stage. 

 Yet, despite all this, they were so sure of their orthodoxy, their righteousness, and their 

practices that they had no time for any other “revelation” of God.  Their brains were stuffed with 

all the learning they thought they needed, their energies were consumed with keeping all the laws 

and attending to all the rituals, and their egos were so filled with self-congratulations that they 

just didn’t feel the need to see, or hear, or open their minds and hearts to anything else... even if 

it just might be the presence of God among them. 

 They weren’t bad people; they were just so sure of themselves and their theology that 

they couldn’t admit there might be something new, something better, something more: a new 

revelation, a course correction, anything positive and powerful Jesus might bring to them.  In fact 

they were so sure of it—and so intent on making sure it be true—that they squeezed their eyes 

shut and refused to open them when the one sent by God was standing right in front of them. 

 And as I read this story through this past week I kept thinking that maybe Jesus was 

sending this man who had been physically blind from birth –whose sight had now been 

marvelously restored—to reveal to them what Jesus knew they couldn’t allow themselves to hear 

from Jesus himself.  I don’t know, but maybe he thought the Pharisees wouldn’t see this man as a 
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But the cool thing is that his healing 

didn’t depend on that at all.  He was 

healed in this story in stages. 

threat or “the competition.”  Maybe he thought that what the Pharisees would never accept from 

the mouth of Jesus, they might be open to from the mouth of a common man from their own 

community: that Jesus was indeed the one sent by God into the world to bring light and spread 

the word of God’s grace.   

 The blind man got that.  But the cool thing is that his healing didn’t depend on that at all.  

He was healed in this story in stages.  Jesus spit on the ground and kneaded the mud into clay, 

and he spread that on this man’s eyes... but the man wasn’t cured yet.  And then he sent the man 

to the pool of Sent, and the man went... but he still wasn’t cured yet.  And then the man went into 

the water and washed his eyes, and when his eyes were cleansed in the waters of “Being Sent”... 

then he was cured and he could see.  And all of this happened before he even really knew who 

Jesus was.  He wasn’t asked to make a statement of faith before Jesus healed him, he wasn’t 

asked to join a new members’ group, or study the creeds and sign a commitment card to be a part 

of the “Jesus Team.”  He simply heard what Jesus said, and acted on that with simple trust. 

 He was sent to do a simple thing, and as he acted 

on that he learned something more, and as he continued 

living out his life of being sent his physical and his 

spiritual eyes were opened to fuller and fuller vistas of the 

truth of Jesus.  And I think that’s often how we’re called as well.  We don’t have to have all the 

answers, we don’t have to have everything figured out, we don’t have to be perfectly cleansed 

and committed from the first second.  We need to simply be ready to open our eyes to the bit of 

the truth that presents itself, and to act on that.  And often that means being ready to be sent, 

ready to share a bit of our experience and insight—not in detailed theological treatises, but in 

simple words and actions.   
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 When someone says, “So who’s Jesus to you?” We don’t have to say that he’s the 

“second person of the trinity, born of the Virgin Mary, the incarnate revelation of God, who died 

and was resurrected under the governance of Pontius Pilate in 1
st
 Century Palestine.”  In fact, if 

that’s how we respond the person who asked will probably turn and flee! Look at what the man 

who had been blind said: “I don’t even know if he’s a sinner or not. One thing I do know, that 

though I was blind now I see.”  All he did was to share exactly what he knew through his 

experience with Jesus.  And really, I think that’s what we’re called to do as well.   

 And I don’t know how that sounds from your lips, but if someone asked me what I know 

of Jesus, if I were to stuff the whole seminary thing in the closet for a few minutes, I might say 

something like: “I was a cynic and didn’t really believe in God for a long time.  I was self-

serving and insecure, I was arrogant and depressed and lonely; 

and I was always busy trying to impress people with this 

pretense of intellectualism and self-importance that I knew was 

hollow.  But when I finally realized that Jesus really was the 

one sent by God, all of that kind of fell into place—not immediately, but bit by bit over time... 

and yeah, there’s some of that that I still struggle with.  But you know what?  Now I have this 

peace; it’s like I recognize that God loves us all even though we’re not perfect, and that 

encourages me and gives me enough hope to go ahead and confront my problems and care for 

others as best I can... and I really enjoy life—for the most part—and I feel way more fulfilled 

then I did before I started following Jesus more intentionally.” 

● ● ● 

One thing I do know, that 

though I was blind now I 

see.” 

● ● ● 
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 And it’s not a doctoral dissertation, and it’s not everything about my thoughts and 

feelings about God, it’s just a few thoughts about my experience.  And I 

think it would be so good for each of us to be able to say in a few words 

what Jesus has done in our lives.  I mean part of it is just helpful to remind 

us... but part of it might also give us confidence if we’re ever asked by 

someone in the parking lot, or at work, or when a family member calls.  

And those are the ones were sent to, those are the ones who might be eager 

to hear just enough to tell them that there’s something real about Jesus, 

something that they might want to explore for themselves. 

 And let’s not fool ourselves... you might think you can just direct 

your friends to talk to the pastor, but the truth is they don’t want to hear it 

from the pastor.  They don’t know the pastor from anyone.  But they know 

you.  They’ve worked with you, eaten with you laughed with you... they’ve 

learned to trust you... you’re the one they want to hear from.   

 So I guess my hope today is that we all might put some real effort 

into considering just how meeting Jesus has impacted our lives—and that 

we’ll find a way to put it into words—so that we’ll be comfortable sharing 

that with those we’re sent to.  Because that’s what this journey is: we’re 

called to be sent... in his name, in his power, and to his Glory, now and 

forever.  Amen.  
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