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St. James, Wheat Ridge 
 
By the Rev. Becky Jones 
 
One can only imagine, what it must have been like,  
sitting there in the dust, 
blind and terribly, terribly alone.  
 
Jericho, in the time of Jesus, was a scary place. 
Historians tell us it was a dangerous, violent place, 
filled with bandits, 
but also with those who were fighting the Roman Empire.  
Trouble has been brewing for a long time, 
and not just in Jerusalem, 
which is two days walk away. 
Jericho, too, was a turbulent city.  
 
And now, in these days leading up to Passover, 
there are many more people than usual 
clogging the streets of Jericho. 
The road to Jerusalem led right through Jericho.  
Sort of like Federal Boulevard before a Broncos game, 
or DIA the day before Thanksgiving.  
Anything could happen. 
 
And, remember, an amazing thing had happened in Jericho 
at least once before. 
This was the same place where God had worked an earlier miracle. 
Remember Joshua and the walls that came tumbling down. 
Surely Bartimaeus, son of Timaeus, knew that story. 
Maybe that miracle was a promising sign  
of what was about to happen. 
 
So there sits Bartemaeus, a blind beggar,  
using his cloak not so much to keep warm 
but as a way to help collect the coins 
that kind-hearted people throw to him.  
He doesn’t want to lose them in the dust.  
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In many ways, his cloak is his security blanket. 
It really is all he has.  
 
So there’s Bartimaeus, and here comes Jesus and his disciples. 
They’re approaching the end of their travels. 
They’re on their way to Jerusalem.  
At this point, Jesus just has about a week more to live. 
As they’ve traveled along, the disciples have been busy 
figuring out where they want to sit 
when Jesus comes into his kingdom.  
So much of what Jesus has said and done, 
so much of who he is, has gone right past them.  
They have failed to recognize what was right in front of them.  
 
And so it took a blind man by the side of the road 
to really recognize Jesus for who he is.  
 
When Bartimaeus hears Jesus approach  
he does the strangest and most embarrassing thing. 
He yells out. 
“Jesus, Son of David, have mercy on me.” 
 
What an odd thing to call this man. 
Up to now, in Mark’s gospel, 
Jesus has always referred to himself as “Son of Man.” 
No one has called him “Son of David” before. 
You see, that’s a title reserved for the Messiah, 
for the true King of Israel.  
 
In a tinderbox like Jericho,  
calling someone the Son of David, 
the true King of Israel, 
is like holding a lit match next to gasoline.  
 
Wisely, people attempt to hush this sort of talk. 
They sternly order Bartimaeus to be quiet. 
But he won’t shut up. 
He just cries out, even more loudly, 
“Son of David, have mercy on me!” 
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He’s making a spectacle of himself, 
but he doesn’t seem to care.  
He just hollers louder.  
What he wants now is more than coins. 
He wants salvation itself, 
and he believes Jesus is the one man who can give it to him. 
 
At last, Jesus stops. 
He has heard the cries of Bartimaeus. 
In the midst of all the noise from the crowd, 
all the other beggars, 
all the curiosity-seekers, 
the hangers-on, the shushers, 
in the midst of all of that, 
Jesus stops. 
He’s on a journey that is inarguably the most important, 
most earth-shattering,  
most world-saving 
journey in the history of humankind, 
but despite all that, 
Jesus stops, and stands still.  
And he says, ”Bring him here.” 
 
And with that, the shushers, the stern rebukers in the crowd 
who had earlier tried to silence Bartimaeus 
change their tune.  
Maybe this blind beggar isn’t a nobody after all. 
Maybe he’s a somebody. 
Maybe we were a little to quick to dismiss him as a crackpot. 
“Take heart,” they say to him.  
“Get up. He wants you to go over to him.” 
 
Now, understand, there are no throw-away lines in Gospel stories. 
Everything is included to make a theological point. 
So listen carefully to what comes next: 
“Throwing off his cloak, he sprang up and came to Jesus.” 
 
“Throwing off his cloak.” What might that mean? 
Remember how frequently in the Bible  
clothing represents one’s life, 



 4 

one’s character.  
“Throwing off his cloak”  
is an image of the radical repentance 
that leads to new life in Christ. 
Throwing off one’s cloak is leaving safety behind, 
realizing that there is something greater and more important 
that our own simple survival. 
All that is tied up in those few words, 
“throwing off  his cloak.” 
 
And so, the newly cloakless Bartimaeus approaches Jesus. 
“What do you want me to do for you?” Jesus asks. 
This is, of course, the same question  
Jesus had asked James and John 
just a little while earlier. 
James and John wanted glory.  
They wanted the best seats in the house.  
They didn’t realize what they were asking.  
They were blind, but didn’t realize it. 
 
Bartimaeus knows that he is blind, physically anyway.  
You could argue that spiritually, he’s pretty much got 20/20 vision. 
“Let me see again,” he answers.  
“Go,” says Jesus. “Your faith has made you well.” 
 
And just like that, Bartimaeus sees again.  
None of the awkward tongue-touching, saliva business  
of the earlier healing of a blind man 
whose sight stubbornly refused to return right away. 
 
This time, Jesus heals with a word. “Go.” 
But the thing is, Bartimaeus didn’t go. 
Instead, he began to follow Jesus. 
 
I think that’s why he left the cloak behind. 
Because this is not only a story of healing,  
it’s also a story of discipleship,  
a story of transformation.  
When Bartimaeus throws off his cloak,  
he’s giving up the very thing he needs most  
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for the kind of life that he had been living,  
a possession crucial for his life as a beggar.  
 
But in this moment,  
Bartimaeus is committing to a new life,  
a life of discipleship.  
He is ready to follow Jesus on the way,  
and in the new life he is called to,  
he isn’t gonna be sitting by the road in the dust, collecting coins.  
 
Unlike that wealthy young man who walked away dejected 
when Jesus told him he needed to give away all his possessions, 
Bartimaeus sees that embracing a new life following Jesus  
means that some things have to change.  
He sees that the things  
that have been so necessary to his daily existence  
won’t matter in the life he’s being called to.  
And so he throws his cloak off, and he walks away.   
He is about to be healed,  
but even before he regains his sight,  
he prepares himself for a life of discipleship –  
a life of following Jesus.  
 
Sometimes we have a Bartimaeus moment in our own lives:  
God calls us to something new,  
and we have the chance to leap up and go,  
leaving the garments of our old lives behind us.  
Something has changed,  
and the things that cared about before  
no longer matter to us.   
 
Do you have a cloak that you might be called to throw off  
in order to follow a new call in your own life?  
Does this church?  
 
Our commitment as followers of Jesus  
as individuals and as a community,  
lead us to places we never would have expected,  
and sometimes calls us to leave things behind.  
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I wonder, once Bartimaeus regained his vision,  
whether he looked back at his cloak before leaving it behind. 
I know I would have. 
I would have been tempted to go back for it,  
to insist that I might need it, down the road. 
But the wisdom of Bartimaeus reminds us  
that sometimes the things that seemed most important  
are the very things we’re called away from.   
Sometimes following Jesus  
means that we can’t take the trappings of our past with us.   
 
And sometimes for us, as for Bartimaeus,  
the story of our healing  
and the story of our discipleship  
are one and the same. 
Amen. 
 
 
 
 
 
 


