
 

 

isch-ing Lines      by Deacon Howard Fischer 

 While most of us have the gift of vision, we still have our 

blind spots. Often very large ones. Unfortunately, we all 

too often resemble the Pharisees who were so sure that 

they had a grasp of Truth and truth. They – and we – often 

fail to recognize our gaping blind spots.  

Some of the Pharisees who were with him heard this and said to 

him, “Surely we are not also blind, are we?” Jesus said to them, “If 

you were blind, you would have no sin; but now you are saying, 

‘We see,’ so your sin remains.”  

Like the Man Born Blind in today’s Gospel, you and I need the 

saving love of Jesus so that we might see more clearly, more 

completely. One of the ways in which we are blind is that we tend 

to pay attention only to issues that strike close to home while we 

are only slightly aware of events happening elsewhere. And when 

we do notice events beyond our backyard, our interest doesn’t last 

very long. Seriously, how aware are we of those whose lives have 

been torn apart by flooding in California or tornados in Illinois in 

the past few weeks?  

Furthermore, our news reports only provide scant coverage of 

events in other nations. At times it seems as if we have the 

attitude of “If it didn’t happen in America, it didn’t happen.” How 

much attention have we focused on the situation in the 

Democratic Republic of the Congo where there has been great 

bloodshed and they are teetering on the brink of religious 

genocide? Or the violence and famine in South Sudan? Do we 

think about the human tragedy of refugees from Syria or only 

about our own security?  

We also often overlook the suffering and trials at our own doorstep 

– neighbors who are hungry, lonely or grieving. And there are 

those folk whose moral rectitude we smugly judge from our 

perches of self-righteousness. Author Alice Camille writes of an 

experience with which I’m sure we can all identify: 



 

 

One week I noticed an 8-year-old wearing heart-shaped sunglasses 

during Mass a few pews away from mine. She was a beautiful 

child, not to mention really stylin’ with her designer jeans, 

fashionable boots, and sparkly T-shirt. Everything about this kid 

shouted out Mall Princess. The shades topped off her celebrity look. 

Of course there are plenty of reasons a kid would wear sunglasses 

during Mass. Maybe she was bored out of her mind or just didn’t 

care. Perhaps she wanted to hide, or she was just trying to get 

under the skin of her devout mother. Then came communion time. 

The girl reached under her kneeler, produced a white stick, and tap-

tap-tapped her way to the front of the church. The one other reason 

someone might wear sunglasses in church had not crossed my 

mind. 

Our political and religious views are frequently constrained by 

convenient blinders we have put in place. Instead of the protesting 

our blindness like the Pharisees, may we rather call out in the 

words of Bartimaeus, another blind man featured in the Gospels: 

“Jesus, son of David, have pity on me...I want to see.” 

 

As followers of Christ, we recognize no borders, no nationality, no 

categories, when it comes to showing love and compassion; all are 

our sisters and brothers. You and I need to make the effort of 

being aware of what is happening in the lives of others...and then 

respond to the best of our ability. We need to see both acute 

disasters and chronic conditions of suffering in all its forms – 

physical, emotional and spiritual.  We must touch others with the 

mud and spittle of our words, our actions, and our charity. 

Through our Lenten disciplines may we recognize our blindness 

and allow the Lord to wash it away. In turn, may we then convey 

the Lord’s compassion and healing to others. If you wish to 

contact me, just leave a note in the Parish Office or send an email 

to deaconhwf99@yahoo.com. 

 


