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I pick and choose on a Sunday morning. It’s an occupational necessity. If, as preacher, I tried to 

respond to all of the readings assigned to us, we’d be here all day. So I pick and choose one 

passage, sometimes just a verse or two. There’s never a shortage of things to say, even so. 

 

But sometimes it’s hard to choose just one reading. Today is one of those days. We have two 

amazing stories: from Acts, the story of the conversion of Saul (whom we know better as Paul); 

and from John, the story of the risen Jesus cooking breakfast on the shore by the Sea of Tiberias. 

 

The only thing that makes it possible for me to take them both on is noticing the thread that 

runs through them both. They are, both of them, stories of blindness and a miracle of new sight. 

 

I’ll start with the obvious choice, that reading from Acts. We’re told that Saul is struck blind – 

literally blind – as he travels toward Damascus. His traveling companions have to take him by 

the hand from there. And that’s how things would have stayed, it seems, were it not for a 

disciple named Ananias who is told (in a vision) to go to Saul, to lay hands on him and pray for 

him to regain his sight. And that’s what happens. When all is said and done, Saul can see again!  

 

It's a wonderful story, with a happy ending! But if that were all there is to tell, it wouldn’t be 

worth the telling. For one thing, it doesn’t tell us that Saul was blind long before he headed to 

Damascus that day. It wasn’t a medical condition, but this other blindness was the primary 

affliction. It distorted the way he saw the world, and everyone in it (including himself). Saul 

stood by when Stephen, the first Christian martyr, was dragged out of the city and stoned to 

death. But Saul wasn’t appalled by the violence of an angry mob; he saw nothing wrong with it. 

To the contrary, Saul took up their cause, making it a personal mission of his own. Dragging 

men and women from their homes became his life’s work. Serving God by terrorizing people. 

 

And that’s where we pick up the story this morning, with Saul “still breathing threats and 

murder.” But then, as he makes his way towards Damascus, a light from heaven flashes around 

him and a voice calls out to him: 

"Saul, Saul, why do you persecute me?"  

 

Which made no sense to him; as he saw it, he had no beef with heaven. So, he asks:  

"Who are you, Lord?"  

 

And the voice responds, saying:  

"I am Jesus, whom you are persecuting.” 
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The voice from heaven doesn’t criticize Saul for persecuting the friends of Jesus – nor followers 

nor even beloved of Jesus. “You’re attacking ME,” the voice says: “the harm you do to them is 

harm done to me.” Violence to any child of God, the voice says, does violence to all that is 

sacred in this life. But Saul couldn’t see that.  

 

The other side of that coin, by the way, is a point of emphasis in that reading from John. The 

risen Jesus wants Peter to see that the best way for him to demonstrate his love for Jesus is by 

showering love over the flock. 

 

I am reminded of a quote attributed to C. S. Lewis: 

There are no ordinary people. You have never talked to a mere mortal. Nations, 

cultures, arts, civilizations - these are mortal, and their life is to ours as the life of 

a gnat. But it is immortals whom we joke with, work with, marry, snub and 

exploit - immortal horrors or everlasting splendors.  

 

But I’m getting ahead of myself. Let’s stick with Acts for a bit more. Because there’s so much 

more going on. If the story stopped with a blind Saul being led by the hand, it would stop too 

soon. We’d be left with Saul still blind. We wouldn’t hear of how he regained his sight – and 

what a difference that would make – for Saul (who would become Paul) and for the world! 

And note this: Saul wasn’t the only one who needed his eyes opened. He’s clearly the one we 

notice. Much of the rest of Acts tells of his travels. And after he starts going by the name Paul, 

he enlarges the early church’s mission to a gentile world. And Paul wrote more books of the 

Bible than anyone else. His letters helped shape the early church. 

 

So, yes, fixing Saul’s blindness is a big deal, but let’s not overlook Ananias. Even if we know 

almost nothing about him, he had a crucial part to play. Ananias stepped in when he was most 

needed … though the idea terrified him. (And he wasn’t wrong. Saul was everything Ananias 

said he was: a terrorist.) 

 

But as before (with Saul), the voice from heaven, the voice of Jesus, here calls on Ananias to see 

more than meets the eye. Ananias, though blinded by fear, is encouraged to open his eyes and 

see Saul as Jesus does. Even Saul is a beloved child of God. 

 

And when Ananias enters the house where 

Saul is staying, the first words out of his mouth 

are “Brother Saul.” Saul could hardly have 

expected to be greeted as family. But if love is 

the last thing an enemy expects to hear, it may 

well be the first thing they need to hear. 

 

Saul can see again by the end, but his regaining his physical sight is almost secondary. The real 

miracle is how both Saul and Ananias are enabled to see each other as beloved of God. 
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And the greater miracle, still, is how Saul will, from this moment on, be able to see past every 

divide that separates us from one another. He will ever after see himself and everyone else as 

God’s beloved, and his vision will change not only him but the world. 

 

That’s the story from Acts, a story of blindness and of sight restored. So, too, this morning’s 

gospel. Nothing merely medical in this case, but it’s a story of blindness and of sight restored.   

 

It begins on a day when the disciples weren’t looking for anything special to happen. The way 

John tells it, the risen Christ had shown himself to the disciples before, but they weren’t looking 

for Jesus that day. They went fishing, seemingly content to return to life as they knew it before 

Jesus came along. Jesus showed up anyhow, which says something about resurrection. 

 

Oh, I can imagine all sorts of reasons for why they were so blind. The risen one doesn’t always 

show up as we expect. Holiness often comes in disguise. Sometimes we’re just preoccupied 

with the demands of daily living and forget to look up for something more. 

 

Be that as it may, the disciples don’t recognize Jesus at first. One of them finally figures it out – 

presumably remembering that other time, back at the start of it all, when the landlubber Jesus 

told the fishermen how to fish … and it worked out incredibly well that time, too. So, one of 

those in the boat tells Peter who it is standing there on the shore, and Peter (in his typically 

enthusiastic way) jumps out of the boat and into the sea. The rest prudently stay in the boat. 

And then they all sit around a charcoal fire, enjoying the fish and the bread Jesus provide for 

them, enjoying the easy camaraderie.  

 

But Peter, it seems, wasn’t entirely at ease. I think that’s why he and Jesus have a heart to heart 

conversation after breakfast. Jesus had once said that Peter was the rock on which the church 

would be built. And Peter had always said yes, typically saying more than he understood or 

could live up to.  

 

On one occasion, when Jesus came walking on the water toward the boat Peter was in, along 

with other disciples, it was Peter only who dared try to walk on water, too. He failed almost 

immediately, but he tried. He tried, but then he failed. That’s the pattern.  

 

And it was Peter, of course, who said at the Last Supper that he’d never deny Jesus – that he’d 

be willing to die for Jesus. And he failed at that, as well. 

 

That’s Peter’s mood, I think, from the moment he first walked up to Jesus that morning and saw 

a charcoal fire there, with fish on it, and some bread. The only other time John mentions a 

charcoal fire takes us back to the hours just after Jesus’ arrest. Peter stood in the courtyard of the 

high priest, warming himself by a charcoal fire. Jesus was inside being interrogated. And beside 

that charcoal fire that night Peter denied that he was a disciple of Jesus. Not just once. Or twice. 

But three times. Three times, in rapid succession, he proved he was not as good as his word. 
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And now, sitting beside a charcoal fire, Jesus asks Peter, “Do you love me?” And Jesus asks him 

that question not just once. Or twice. But three times. Three times, in rapid succession, Jesus 

asks him the same question, each time a brutal reminder of Peter’s failure, of the three times he 

denied having anything to do with following Jesus. 

 

Make no mistake, it’s a painful, awkward conversation – literally a “come to Jesus” moment. 

But because it’s a “come to Jesus” moment, it’s also grace-filled conversation. Three times Jesus 

asks Peter if he loves him. Three times Peter says he does. And three times Jesus restores him to 

a share in Jesus’ own ministry: “Feed my lambs.” “Tend my sheep.” “Feed my sheep.”  

 

In our more generous moments, I think we can readily see Peter as profoundly human, a 

reminder for all of us that there are no super saints in this world, no perfect people who live 

above the struggle to do and be what God calls them to do and be. But I wonder if Peter could 

be as generous with himself that day. I wonder if he could see past his failures. 

 

I wonder if any of us might relate. If so, pay attention to this: Jesus offers no reproach, just a 

renewed invitation for Peter to see himself as Jesus sees him: flawed, yes, but still loved; 

imperfect, to be sure, but still called to that holy work of channeling that love for others. 

 

That invitation to Peter is the same as the invitation to Saul and the same as the invitation to 

Ananias. And it’s the same as the invitation to you and me. We are, all of us, blind. And we are, 

all of us, invited to see ourselves and everyone we meet as a beloved child of God. Start there: 

open your eyes to see the world and all the people of the world, yourself included, as beloved of 

God.  

 

There’s a lovely piece that’s been sung here in the past. I won’t sing it now, but leave you with 

some of the words: 

Open my eyes, Lord 

Help me to see your face 

Open my eyes, Lord 

Help me to see 

Open my ears, Lord 

Help me to hear your voice 

Open my ears, Lord 

Help me to hear 

Open my heart, Lord 

Help me to love like you 

Open my heart, Lord 

Help me to love 

 

With eyes and ears and hearts open, may we see God wherever we turn – when we turn and 

look inside.  


