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October 28, 2018 

Hebrews 7:23-28 

Mark 10:46-52   Have Mercy! 

 

Have mercy on me! Have mercy, Son of David! It was Bartimaeus 

shouting at Jesus. Shouting from the side of the road. Shouting from that 

place by the city gate where he always sat while those going in and out 

of the city passed him by. Have Mercy!, he shouted as he did every day. 

“Have mercy on a blind old beggar.” 

Bartimaeus sat beside that road, next to the gates of Jericho. He always 

sat there in that busy spot where people were going to and fro, hand 

outstretched. Begging for whatever people would give to him. 

Bartimaeus was blind. Begging was all he could do. All he could do was 

sit by the gate with his cloak spread across his lap, hoping to catch a few 

coins that people might toss his way. They tossed their money onto the 

cloak and hurried by. Bartimaeus understood; people were busy. They 

didn’t have time for him really. They wanted to give their charity and be 

done. They had places to go. And his tragedy might be contagious. His 

defects might mean he was unclean and they might catch whatever he 

had. So they tossed their money into his cloak and moved along. Clink, 
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clink, clack the coins feel into the cloak on his lap. Without the cloak, 

the coins would land wherever, into the rocks and dirt around him. And 

Bartimaeus would have to shuffle through all the loose bits of gravel for 

them. In the meantime, he would miss potential donors or a street urchin 

would snatch the coins. The cloak was everything to him. The cloak was 

his tin can. It was his table. It was his shelter. It was his tool of the trade. 

It was all a beggar like him had. 

Have mercy! Have mercy!, blind Bartimaeus shouted at those passing 

by. With his unseeing eyes staring blankly. With his cloak across his 

legs. Begging for whatever mercy people could spare. Pleading for his 

life. There was no Social Security for Bartimaeus. There were no 

shelters or government programs. Bartimaeus depended on mercy from 

others. He depended on their compassion. He depended on them 

noticing him and giving to him. Have mercy, he called. Have mercy on 

me. Imagine what his life was like. Imagine a life, depending on the 

mercy of others. As everyone passes you by. 

One day, Bartimaeus, the blind beggar, heard that Jesus of Nazareth was 

coming. He would pass through Jericho and his spot at the city gate. 
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Bartimaeus could hear people talking about it. He could hear their 

urgency and their excitement. “Jesus is coming! Who is coming? Jesus! 

The one from Nazareth who casts out the demons. The one who heals 

the sick? Yes, the one who fed the multitudes with bread. AND calmed 

the storms. AND walked on water. Jesus of Nazareth? Yes, Jesus of 

Nazareth.” 

Bartimaeus couldn’t see what was happening but he could hear. He 

could hear the crowd and the excited voices of the people. Have mercy, 

he called out, hoping for a few coins from them. Have mercy on me! But 

they didn’t notice. They didn’t hear. Or they pretended they didn’t. Like 

so often, they did. They pretended not to notice that he was there. They 

had places to go and things to do. They didn’t have time for him or for 

mercy. How often have we hurried by? How often have we ignored 

those asking for mercy because it wasn’t productive or efficient? 

Bartimaeus could hear the voices and the noise growing louder. He felt 

the surge of the crowd as Jesus approached. He felt everyone around him 

inhale with anticipation. And his spot beside the gate became clogged 

with people. People were standing over him, around him, closing him in, 
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hoping to get a glimpse of Jesus. Now they were stepping on Bartimaeus 

and bumping him and jostling his cloak with its pile of coins. “Have 

mercy! He shouted. Have mercy on a blind beggar!” But the crowds 

didn’t want to hear him or to see him. They didn’t care about him. All 

they cared about was seeing Jesus. 

All Bartimaeus could hear was the noise of the crowd and the shouting: 

“Jesus, Jesus! Over here!” Jesus, help me! “Jesus, heal me!” Save us, 

Jesus! “Jesus, we love you; we will follow you anywhere!” The crowds 

were excited and hopeful. Bartimaeus grew hopeful too: “Have mercy!, 

he cried. Have mercy on me! Son of David, have mercy!” Those near to 

him shouted back. “Be quiet, you blind old beggar! Jesus isn’t here for 

you. Be quiet and do your business another time.”  The wall of people 

was like the wall surrounding Jericho. A wall between Jesus and 

Bartimaeus. With mercy on the other side. Be quiet Bartimaeus. Beggars 

are beggars. You will always have the poor with you. Be quiet. What 

walls are there now that keep people from knowing mercy? What walls 

keep people from getting to God? 
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But Bartimaeus would not be kept away. He would not keep quiet. 

Those walls and barriers that kept him from Jesus, they didn’t have to be 

there. The walls of Jericho, once they came tumbling down. So 

Bartimaeus shouted even louder. “Have mercy! Son of David! Have 

mercy on me!” Mercy!  Mercy from Jesus is what he needed. Not coins. 

Not the loose change in people’s pockets. “Have mercy, Son of David! 

Have mercy on ME!” Sometimes you have to make a lot of noise for 

mercy. Sometimes you have to shout until you are heard. You have to 

keep shouting and keep raising your voice until you are heard. Have 

mercy! 

Suddenly, a stillness fell over the crowd. There was a tension. An uneasy 

murmuring; Bartimaeus couldn’t see it but he could feel it. The crowd’s 

attention had sharpened. Jesus must have stopped. People were 

whispering in confusion. Suddenly voices spoke next to him: “Take 

heart. Get up.” Bartimaeus turned his head to listen. The scorn that had 

been there only moments before had softened. “Get up,” they said. 

“Jesus is calling for you.” Anger had turned to now gentleness. The wall 
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of people fell away and a path opened before him. The wall between him 

and mercy fell. “Take heart, blind Bartimaeus. He is calling you.” 

Jesus of Nazareth had heard him. He had noticed him. A surge of hope 

went through Bartimaeus. and he threw his cloak aside, and all his coins 

scattered. He threw aside his cloak, the cloak that was his tin cup, his 

blanket, his shelter, his tool of the trade. He threw it and all the coins in 

it aside. Though he would probably lose them. The cloak would be lost 

in the crowd, trampled, stolen by another beggar. The coins were gone 

for good. Bartimaeus threw all of it aside. As if he knew there was no 

going back. He jumped up from the ground. He sprang up like a coiled 

spring. Like a burst of confetti. Full of hope and faith. Here was 

Bartimaeus’ chance to have some mercy. 

He made his way to Jesus. A way had made for him. Because Jesus 

noticed Bartimaeus. Because that is what mercy does: it notices people. 

It notices those in the shadows. Those pushed to the edge. Those told to 

be quiet and keep their voices down because they aren’t that important. 

But Jesus heard Bartimaeus and his cries for help. He noticed him and 

he saw that this man wasn’t just a blind beggar at the city gates. This 
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was a human being, a child of God, reduced to begging for his life every 

day. And he was asking for someone to notice that. And Jesus noticed. 

He heard his cries. And he saw the people trying to ignore him or keep 

him quiet. Though all he wanted was mercy.  

Jesus heard Bartimaeus. He noticed him and his persistence. He noticed 

that he would not give up or be silent. So Jesus stopped. He didn’t brush 

past him in a hurry. Even though he had important places to go and 

important things to do way up in Jerusalem. He stopped and it says in 

Mark that he stood still. How much more would we see if we stood still? 

How much more would we notice if we were still and listened to those 

around us? Jesus called Bartimaeus to him to talk with him. He stopped 

and asked him, “What do you want me to do for you?” Now it seems 

like a silly question to ask a blind man. It seems kind of obvious what 

Jesus should do. But Jesus doesn’t assume anything about Bartimaeus. 

And that’s the second important thing mercy does. It allows others to say 

what they need. It lets them name what their problem is. Instead of 

telling them what they need and what they should have, mercy gives 

others the power to speak and identify those things. Mercy gives power 
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to others instead of keeping it for ourselves. “What do you want me to 

do for you?” But how often is our mercy about us and what we think 

others need? Here hurricane victims, here’s my old clothing. Hey, all 

you poor people, here’s my old kitchen plates and my old, used 

mattresses. All you victims of gun violence, here’s my thoughts and 

prayers. And by the way, here’s a shoebox of Christmas stuff. And let’s 

call it good between us. But that isn’t mercy. That’s a bribe. Here, take 

this, so I can feel charitable and you can feel noticed. Because we don’t 

have time to get into the bigger issues of social isolation and toxic 

hatred. We don’t have time to talk about the bigger walls of 

discrimination and greed and fear that are up around us. So here’s some 

stuff. Here’s some coins. Here’s some mercy. But it’s not the mercy of 

Jesus. 

Jesus asked Bartimaeus, ‘What do you want me to do for you?’ Jesus 

asked him what he wanted. And here was Bartimaeus’ chance to ask for 

anything and everything. He could ask Jesus for a winning lottery ticket. 

He could ask for power and influence. He could have said what James 

and John said when Jesus asks them the question: “What do you want 
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me to do for you?” Do you remember what Jesus said when he asked 

them this same question? They asked for the best seats in the Kingdom. 

They asked for glory and privilege. “But what about you, Bartimaeus? 

Jesus asks. What do you want me to do for YOU?”  

Bartimaeus just wanted mercy. He just wanted his humanity back. He 

just wanted to be seen as more than a beggar. He wanted to see others as 

more than walking money bags who could give him a few coins. He 

wanted to see others as more than a means to his survival. He wanted to 

see. So he wouldn’t have to beg any more. He wouldn’t have to beg for 

mercy; he would have mercy. The mercy he needed. The mercy every 

one of us need. 

Jesus hears Bartimaeus and sees him and says to him, ‘Go, your faith has 

made you well.’ And immediately Bartimaeus is healed and he can see 

again. He asks for mercy and he gets it. And this story is the last healing 

in the gospel of Mark. This story explains to us what the Kingdom of 

God is all about. It is about mercy. It’s about mercy for those on the 

edges and those at the side of the road. It’s about God’s mercy for the 

overlooked and ignored. It’s about the mercy we are called to have for 
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others in this world. Because Jesus is about to go up to Jerusalem. He 

will speak up for justice. He will speak up for the least and the last. He 

will speak up for mercy. But he will not find any with the powers that 

be. He will not find any from the religious leaders. He will not find any 

before Herod or Pilate. He will not find any from the soldiers who nail 

him to the cross or the crowds who mock him and spit at him. He will be 

at the mercy of the world and the world will kill him and put him in a 

tomb and roll a stone against the door. But the world cannot stop God’s 

justice. It cannot stop God’s mercy. On Easter morning, it will break out 

of the tomb. Free from the barriers and the walls. God WILL have mercy 

on us. 

That mercy is for us. For all of us. That mercy is there to open our eyes 

and let us see. To see the world’s need for love. To see the least and last. 

To see the barriers we have created and tear them down. To see the 

refugee and the immigrant and those different from us recognize they are 

children of God. To see, to truly be able to see and speak up for the 

truth. Lord Jesus Christ, have mercy on us. 


