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6th Sunday after Easter/Sunday of the 
Man Born Blind 

As we approach the feast of Pentecost, which is only two weeks away, we need, I think, 

to begin reflecting on what this feast means for us.  I would like to begin by proposing to 

you that Christian life is fundamentally a paradox.  On the one hand, the criterion of 

truth, the place of truth, is to be found most clearly outside ourselves- in Jesus the 

Messiah.  There we see God and truth and love and goodness and justice enfleshed in 

this man, this 1st-century Jewish rabbi.  On the other hand, the criterion of truth, the 

place of truth, is to be found inside ourselves.  God and truth and love and goodness 

and justice can only be real to us and can only be redemptive when we discover them 

deep within us.   

In John’s gospel, Jesus promises that he will ask his Father to send us a Helper, an 

Advocate- the Spirit of Truth, who will come to live within us, to be inside us, and this 

Spirit will teach us all things.  And not only that, if we love the Christ, He and his Father 

will also come and make their home with us.  Whatever else this means, it means that 

as far as the gospel is concerned, the Trinitarian God no longer is simply outside of us.  

The Trinitarian God is deep within each and every one of us. 

And each of us was made to discover the truth that was seeded in the earth when we 

arrived here formed in the image of God and now renewed through the gift of the Spirit 

– the truth that God dwells within the depths of our lives, in that place where we are 

most truly and authentically who we are.   God’s Spirit of Truth can only dwell in that 

place of truth within us.  When we take seriously this sacred center inside of us where 
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God dwells, where truth is to be found, and where we are our most authentic selves, 

then religion ceases to be simply something outside of us, or an external observance, or 

only an institution with structure and rituals and doctrines.  It becomes life- life lived from 

the inside out.  

Coming to know God and coming to know who we are become inseparable.  And this is 

what God has always intended for us.  One of the ultimate purposes and goals in life is 

to become who we are.  This is so wonderfully expressed in that Hasidic tale about 

Rabbi Zusya, who, when he was an old man said, “In the age to come, God will not ask 

me : “Why were you not Moses.  God will ask me why were you not Zusya?” 

One of our most profound problems, however, is that we often don’t know who we really 

are in the depths of our being because we live divided lives.  Who we are on the stage 

of our lives and who we are backstage are often very disconnected.  Our soul and our 

role in life become separated.  The social system in which we must survive often tries to 

push us, in fact, to live in a way untrue to ourselves, to mask who we really are.  We 

end up living divided lives- our deepest and truest self doesn’t match the face we show 

to others.   And often conventional wisdom tells us that the divided life is the safe and 

sane way to go. 

That’s why life is almost always a journey and a work to rediscover our own identity, and 

in rediscovering that, we can rediscover the door that opens to the God who dwells 

within us. The image and the practice of pilgrimage in the Church and within many 

religions is really about that- about searching for our sacred center with which we have 

so frequently lost touch.  And the ancient tradition of pilgrimage- a “transformative 
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journey to a sacred center” – is almost always full of hardships and darkness and perils- 

it’s an image of life’s journey to find our sacred center, and the pilgrimage toward our 

true self can take time, sometimes many, many years. 

Hardships along the way are not accidental.  They are integral to the journey itself.  

Treacherous terrain, bad weather, taking a fall, getting lost- challenges of that sort, 

largely out of our control, can strip the ego- the false self, but the self we usually identify 

as who we are- can strip the ego of the illusion that it is in charge and can make space 

for the true self to emerge.  If that happens, the pilgrim has a better chance to find the 

sacred center he or she is seeking.  When, through travel and hardships, we are 

disabused of our many illusions about ourselves, we can awaken one day to find that 

the sacred center- both God and my own real self- are here and now- in every moment 

of the journey and deep within our own hearts.   

To find our sacred center means the possibility that we can find our truest self.  That is 

so important, because if we are unfaithful to that true self, we will inevitably extract a 

price from others.  We will make promises we cannot keep, we will build houses from 

flimsy stuff, we will conjure dreams that devolve into nightmares, and other people will 

suffer- if we are unfaithful to our true self. 

And so at one time or another we all may be confronted with what has been called the 

“Rosa Parks moment of decision”- when right in front of us there is a critical choice as to 

whether or not we will live “divided no more”.  On 1 December, 1955, in Montgomery, 

Alabama, Rosa Parks did something she was not supposed to do- she sat down at the 

front of a bus in one of the seats reserved for White people- a dangerous, daring, and 
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provocative act in a racist society.  Years later, someone is supposed to have asked her 

why she did it that day.  Her response was “I sat down because I was tired”.  But she 

did not mean just that her feet were tired.  She meant that her soul was tired, her heart 

was tired, her whole being was tired of playing by racist rules, by denying her soul’s 

claim to selfhood.  It was a moment of existential truth for her when she claimed her 

authentic self, when she reclaimed her God-gifted birthright and the truth of who she 

was, when she decided to live “divided no longer”..  In effect, she said, “I will no longer 

live on the outside in a way that contradicts the truth that I hold deeply on the inside”- 

that’s the Rosa Parks moment of decision.  And when we reach that moment, then there 

is the  possibility that we too will live “divided no longer”. 

There is, of course, a great deal that stands in the way of us discovering both our own 

hearts, our own souls, and the God who dwells within us.  But the deeper we go into 

either our heart’s darkness or our heart’s light, the closer we get to the ultimate mystery 

of God.  As the great Russian Orthodox Metropolitan of London, Anthony Bloom, was 

fond of saying, “If you can’t find God under your own skin, you probably won’t want God 

outside it either.” 

What often gets in the way of this discovery is our blindness, our unwillingness to see, 

our desire to remain in the dark (today’s gospel reading is certainly trying to get us to 

think not only about physical blindness but precisely about that deeper blindness that 

would), [to] keep things disconnected, to keep our external lives separated from our 

hearts.  It is precisely this blindness that pushes us then to live in our heads and to 

embrace a form of Christian faith devoted less to the experience of God than to 

abstractions about God.   
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Our own blindness is why we need the Church, the community of disciples- so that we 

can keep reminding one other and keep prodding one another to wait and to struggle 

and to watch and to listen and to search for that deep truth within each of us, and to 

allow it to emerge and to blossom.  I usually don’t talk in homilies about my personal 

life, but let me say just one thing today- and this is something over which I had no 

control, which I certainly did not plan, and for which I didn’t ask.  When I first came to St. 

Elizabeth’s, I came to save you, to convert you in some sense.  What happened was the 

reverse.  A number of years ago, I encountered an image of Jesus in the Holy Week 

services here, within the context of a community of people who were able and willing to 

prod me, to struggle with me, to watch with me, to wait with me, and hold me, and this 

created the space and the environment needed for me to hear my own heart speaking.  

It was a Rosa Parks moment of decision for me, and it was terribly frightening.  But it 

enabled me to see my own blindness and my own dividedness. And for that I will be 

forever grateful to this community of disciples, because it was my salvation. 

When our hearts are liberated, when our deepest truth is allowed and enabled to 

emerge, when we decide that we will live “no longer divided”, then we can know, at least 

in part, what Jesus meant when he said, “But the Helper, the Holy Spirit whom the 

Father will send in my name, he will teach you and bring to your remembrance what I 

have said to you.” 

 Source:  Parker Palmer, Let Your Life Speak (2000) 


