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I want to share, with you, a story that goes back to my senior year in High School – when I had 

the blessing of having been given the opportunity to spend a week backpacking the inner gorge 

of the Grand Canyon.  It was a few days into the trip, and late one evening, well into the 

darkness of night, I took a small hike up a trail that led to a cliff overlooking that portion of the 

canyon.  I reached the top of that small cliff, sat down, turned off my flashlight, and simply 

enjoyed the magnificence of the experience.  I sat there for probably 45 minutes, maybe an hour, 

just soaking it all in, but then it was time to return, so I prepared to make the 10 minute walk 

back to camp.  But, there was a problem. 

 

As I stood and turned on my flashlight, it didn’t work.  I shook it a little bit – banged it on my 

hand – no luck.  I pulled out the spare batteries I had brought along (a good Eagle Scout will 

always ‘be prepared’), but that didn’t work either.  I went on and on as I replaced the bulb with 

the spare one in the base of the flashlight, inspected the contacts to make sure they were clean – I 

did everything I could to try to figure out why this thing was working.  Right up until I realized 

the absurdity of what I was doing. 

 

I want you to think about what I just explained to you.  I was sitting there, desperately trying to 

get my flashlight to work so that I could see.  And in doing so, I was readily changing bulbs, 

checking battering, examining the contacts, do you see what I’m getting at here.  If you’ve never 

seen the stars in the sky in a remote location like the Grand Canyon, it’s hard to express just how 

bright it actually is at night.  And there I was, frantically trying to get my flashlight to work so 

that I could get back to camp, getting increasingly anxious about my need to return and my failed 

equipment, but all the while surrounded in more light than I would ever actually need.   

 

Now, all humor and self-deprecation aside, I find it increasingly remarkable what a little light 

can do for our ability to see.  You know, I’ve always been drawn to the notion of Jesus as the 

light of the world.  I’ve always been taken by the darkness we often know in our lives through 

trial and tribulation, and I’ve always been uplifted by the notion that Jesus can bring light into 

our darkness, which, in my mind, has always translated to mean bringing hope, peace and 
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comfort into our despair.  When I hear Isaiah proclaim, in regard to the Messiah, that ‘the people 

walking in darkness have seen a great light,’ I hear the promise of Jesus bringing new hope, new 

peace, new comfort, new strength and renewal to our struggles and strife.  The image of darkness 

and the power of the light of God in Jesus Christ has always been a very meaningful one to me.   

 

But, I have to admit that, in just the last year or two, I have begun to here this long-beloved 

passage in an entirely new way.  I preached on this same passage about a year ago, and I found 

that my thoughts on it now are still very much as they were then.  I have no doubt that Jesus, as 

the light of the world, reveals and seeks to share all of the truths that I just listed.  I have no 

question that Jesus can be, longs to be, and will be all of those things in our moments of 

misfortune.  But, I think there is a tremendously powerful message that comes from the fact that, 

in this ninth chapter of the Gospel According to John, Jesus’ self-definition as the light of the 

world is part of the story of bringing sight to a blind man.  I think there is a message, for us, in 

the fact that Jesus connected his role as the light of the world to the capacity of a man to see!  

Because, it is remarkable what a little light can do for our ability to see. 

 

Anyone in this room who has glasses knows what it is like to put on a new pair glasses when 

you’ve had the old ones too long, or waited too long to get them in the first place.  For me, I 

didn’t wear glasses growing up.  In my seminary years I went to an optometrist who told me I 

had 20/20 vision, but that my eyes were working to make that happen – so I still didn’t wear 

them.  I held off, in fact, continuing without glasses until just 8-9 years ago.  I finally gave in, at 

that point, went to the optometrist, got a prescription, got the glasses, put them on, and 

immediately started saying, to myself, ‘Oh, that’s what that looks like.’  Then, this past fall, 

when the optometrist moved me into what my children call ‘old people glasses’ (which the rest 

of call bifocals or progressive lenses) – I had the experience all over again.  Most people in this 

room who wear glasses know exactly what I’m talking about – you really don’t know how bad 

your vision is until you get the glasses that help you see things as they really are.  All of a 

sudden, things can look very different than they did just a few moments before.   

 

“I am the light of the world.”  Jesus says.  “Whoever follows me will never walk in darkness, but 

will have the light of life.”  I think there is absolutely, unquestionably, undeniably, a profound 

promise, in this statement, that Jesus longs to bring light into our personal darkness – our pain, 

our strife, our fear, our worry, and so much more.  But, I think there is also a reflection of the 

fact that Jesus wants to be our lenses, that Jesus want to be the light shed on the world as we 

view it, that Jesus wants to be the prism through which we understand the world, because if he is, 

we will see things differently! 

 

As I consider Jesus as the lens, I am taken by the recurrent narrative, in Scripture, of Jesus 

simply seeing things so much more differently than those who surrounded him. 

 As Jesus taught and healed through the region, the traditionalists of the Jewish faith 

repeatedly saw the situation as a threat to the stability of their faith.  Jesus saw it as the 

very fulfillment of their faith. 

 As Jesus walked down the road and was suddenly encircled by excited children, his 

disciples saw those children as an obstruction and a hindrance that stood in the way of 

what Jesus was trying to do.  Jesus saw them as the very example of what is was trying 

to proclaim. 
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 As that blind man called to Jesus, from the edge of the street, Jesus’ disciples saw him as 

a nuisance and a bother and repeatedly tried to hush him.  Jesus saw him as a man in 

need and open to the love of God. 

 When Jesus passed Zacchaeus up on that tree, his followers saw Zacchaeus as ruthless, 

selfish, ambitious, and cruel.  Jesus saw him as a child of God who could be led to new 

beginnings. 

 When they encountered prostitutes, heathens, outcasts, Samaritans, the ill, and the 

disabled, the disciples and followers of Jesus repeatedly, and almost universally, saw 

them as unworthy of their time, and undeserving of the attention of Jesus.  Jesus saw 

them people in need of grace and love – just as important as anyone else he would ever 

meet. 

 When Jesus knelt to wash the feet of his disciples, Peter saw it as offensive and unfitting 

for Jesus to wash their feet.  Jesus saw it as the perfect act of servitude and graciousness. 

 And, when the guards came to arrest Jesus, his disciples saw it as an attack and pulled 

out their swords to defend him.  Jesus saw it as the path to fulfilling God’s plan, and 

commanded them to stand down. 

 

Repeatedly, throughout Scripture, we reminded of the difference between how the people saw 

things, and how Jesus saw things.  From the rules he broke, to the people with whom he ate, to 

the way he spent his time, to the messages of love and forgiveness he proclaimed, to the walk he 

walked and the death he died, Jesus consistently showed that the lens of love, grace and mercy 

through which he viewed the world was simply different than the lens through which the rest of 

the world sees.  And, I think that’s exactly what jumps out, to me, when I hear Jesus proclaim 

himself the light of the world as he restores that man’s sight.     

 

Think about it. 

 When you see that homeless person on the street asking for money, how do you see that 

situation and circumstance?  How would Jesus see it? 

 When you see that seventeen year-old girl, pregnant for the third time, pushing her 

stroller down the street towards the corner store where she buys her cigarettes, how do 

you see that girl?  How would Jesus see her? 

 When you encounter those situations of depravity, despair, dysfunction, dependence and 

disillusionment with which we are confronted every day, how do you see those 

circumstances and people?  How would Jesus see them? 

 

There is no question that Jesus wants to be the light in our personal darkness and need, but I 

think he also wants to be the light that removes the shadows that distort our vision of the world 

and become the bright and clear lens of love, grace and mercy that might allow us to glimpse this 

world through his eyes instead of our own. 

 

“I am the light of the world.”  Jesus says.  “Whoever follows me will never walk in darkness.”  I 

have no doubt that there is promise here, for us, that Jesus can bring light into our personal 

darkness and despair – hope into our hopelessness.  I also have no doubt, however, that there is 

more here, than that.  Jesus wants to be the light in our personal darkness, but Jesus also wants to 

be the light that cures our blindness, restores our sight, and allows us to see this world not 
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through the shadowed lenses of detachment and ambivalence, but through his lenses of grace, 

mercy, hope and love.   

 

“I am the light of the world.”  Jesus proclaims, “Whoever follows me will never walk in 

darkness.”  It’s amazing, if we let it, what that light can do for the way we see the world around 

us. 

 


