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Clearly, one of the ways the people around Jesus viewed him was as a healer. This 
identity as healer continued into the early church, and it is one of the reasons the healing 
stories of Jesus are so important in the gospels. 

As I’ve lived with today’s scripture reading, as I’ve thought about the characters in it, 
I found myself wondering, “What are their stories?” These two people who are blind and 
yet managed to follow Jesus and find their way into the house, had they known each other 
all their lives? Had they become friends because they shared this particular disability? Had 
they helped each other learn to navigate the world? 

A memory bubbled up. I was sitting in a cafe in Berkeley a few years ago, reading 
something, when I started overhearing two people talking. I looked up to see two people 
who were blind, each holding a smart phone. One of them was describing to the other how 
to navigate the phone to take advantage of various apps and features. “This truly is the 
blind leading the blind,” I thought to myself. “And who better to do so?” Did the two people 
who were blind in our scripture reading have this type of relationship? Was one a mentor 
to the other?  

And when they received their sight, was having vision overwhelming? Had they had 
vision once upon a time and then lost it through some disease and so they were longing for 
what they once had? Or had they been born blind and suddenly, after this encounter with 
Jesus, a whole new sense was added to their lives?  

Jesus’ admonition not to tell anyone about what happened seems odd. It’s almost as 
if we should think of Jesus as a secret agent. And what a foolish admonition to make. The 
lives of these two people had been changed radically. Of course they were going to talk 
about it. Of course they were going to tell people what had happened.  

As we read today’s scripture this past Monday morning in Bible study, we came to 
the second healing story, the story of the person who was mute, possessed by a demon. I 
suddenly found myself thinking about Maya Angelou. She spent about five years of her life 
mute before she was healed. I want to tell the story using her words and her story involves 
childhood sexual abuse. If listening to this story would be too troubling for you, I 
completely understand if you decide to leave the worship service. You’re welcome to come 
back in 10 minutes or so. One of the advantages of worshiping on Zoom:  you’re able to slip 
out and slip back in without disturbing anyone. 

At age 3, Maya Angelou’s parents divorced. She and her brother Bailey were sent to 
live with their father’s mother in Stamp, Arkansas. Maya tells her story as it unfolded, 
starting four years later: 

http://bible.oremus.org/?ql=482146090
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“When I was seven, we were picked up and taken from my grandmother to my 
mother's people in Saint Louis. My mother’s people were fine to me.… But my mother's 
boyfriend raped me when I was seven. 

“I told Bailey the name of the rapist. I wouldn’t tell the adults, but I told Bailey. I said, 
‘I can’t tell you because he said he will kill you.’ He was nine years old, he said, ‘I won't let 
him,’ so I told him. … He told the family. The man was put in jail for one day and night, and 
released. And two huge, white policemen came into my mother’s mother’s house. Bailey 
and I were on the floor playing a game in her parlor. These huge policemen came in 
[wearing] navy blue serge suits … with big brass buttons. They looked like giants. And they 
said, ‘The man has been found dead and it seems he was kicked to death.’ 

“I thought my voice had killed him. There was my seven-year-old logic. So, I stopped 
talking. My mother’s family and my mother did their best to woe me away from my mutism, 
but they didn’t know what I knew: my voice could kill. So, I stopped. And after a while I 
think they just really got tired of the presence of this mad and sullen and silent child, so 
they sent me back to my grandma, to Mama. The best thing that could have happened. 

“My grandmother, she was an amazing woman. She gave me a little … five cent tablet 
and she took a pocketknife and cut a groove in a number 2 pencil, and put a string in that 
groove, and then the other [end] she tied to the spiral [wire] of the tablet. And I kept that 
on my waist band so if anybody asked me, you know, what I thought, I would write it. 

“Mrs. Flowers was a black lady in Stamps, in my neighborhood, and she knew I 
didn’t speak, so she took me to the Black school. There was the library, about one-tenth the 
size of the library in my home, but it seems to me there were millions of books. And she 
said, ‘I want you to read from A to Cl, and make notes.’ I was eight years old. I read every 
book. I read everything. I don’t say I understood that much, but I read, and I found that I 
loved poetry. I loved it. All of it – that which I understood and that which I didn’t. She would 
come up the hill from the white school – I don’t know how she had that contact – but she’d 
come up with books for me to read. And I love them. …  

“I read Shakespeare and at one time I memorized like 50 sonnets or something. I 
read one sonnet which made me think Shakespeare may be a black girl in the South who 
has been molested. How could he know,  
  ‘When, in disgrace with fortune and men’s eyes,  
  I all alone bemoan my outcast state,  
  And trouble a deaf heaven with my bootless cries,  
  And look upon myself and curse my fate’?  
Shakespeare knew what it was like to be raped and scorned, you see. So of course, I thought 
he was a black girl, barefoot, in the south. It spoke to me. 

“About four years after Mrs. Flowers started me to read, and really to read (I was 
like 12½), Mrs. Flowers invited me to her house – and she used to make tea cookies and 
lemonade, and she’d give me that to drink, and she’d talked about poetry, and she’d read to 
me with this aliteralist voice. And she said, ‘Maya, you do not like poetry.’ I got my tablet 
and said, ‘Yes, ma'am.’ She wouldn't even look at my tablet. And she pointed her finger at 
me – and really black people don’t like to be pointed at – and she was so elegant, she knew 
better. She just shook her finger in my face. I ran out of her house. I ran back to my 
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grandma. And Mrs. Flowers came back there and pointed a finger at me – in front of Mama! 
She said, ‘You’ll never love it until you speak it. Until you feel it come across your tongue, 
over your teeth, through your lips, you will never love poetry. Never.’ And she harassed me; 
she kept following me around and round for months. And finally, I went under the house 
where the chickens would go, where the dirty so soft because they scratch under there. I 
went under that house and I tried to recite a poem. And I found I had left my voice. My 
voice hadn’t left me. So, I started talking again and have not stopped. I thank Mrs. 
Flowers.”1 

There is a power in telling our stories. Sometimes we find healing in the telling. 
Sometimes the healing in solidified in the telling. Sometimes we gain greater clarity, coming 
to understand the healing in the telling. 

In a little while we’re going to sing the hymn, “Amazing Grace.” I’m sure some of you 
know at least bits and pieces of the story behind the hymn. The Rev. John Newton was a 
pastor in a little church and the little country town of Olney, England. He had a habit of 
writing hymns to go with the theme of his sermon, and in late December 1772, he wrote the 
hymn we will sing. 

He had picked the scripture for his New Year’s Day sermon. It was from 1 Chronicles 
17, where King David looks back on his life and asks God with wonder, “Who am I that 
Thou hast brought me here?” Newton scholar Marylynn Rouse describes his sermon:  “He 
said to his congregation on that Friday morning, 1st of January 1773, the Lord gives us 
many blessings but unless we are grateful for these we lose much of the comfort from them. 
So he said, well never mind David. Now what about you and me? When you look back, 
where were you when the Lord found you? And for himself he says, ‘I was a wretch.’”2 

That is how Newton saw his life. There was the time before his healing, and there 
was the time after his healing. There was the time when he crewed and eventually 
captained aboard ships that carried human cargo, and there was the time when he sought 
to serve the Lord. There was the time when he was “the great blasphemer” (to use his own 
description), and there was the time when he was saved. His story is in the lyrics of the 
hymn. 

What is your story of healing, your story of transformation? Jesus invites us to step 
into a renewed vision of our lives, to speak into being a new story, not be bound by the 
stories of the past, inscribed on us by others, that may be oppressing and limiting us.  

Last week we put our glass pieces in a bowl. Beach glass is usually somewhat cloudy 
when dry. When it comes into contact with water, it typically becomes clear and bright. 
Today, you are invited to fill your vessel containing the pieces with water and watch the 
transformation. As you do, let it be a prayer for clarity. Ask for a new way to see the 
struggles you may be experiencing. Ask for understanding and a way forward.  

 
1 Maya Angelou in an interview with Oprah Winfrey for Winfrey’s Master Class series, posted on YouTube, 
https://youtu.be/q6WqYMdRIRI. I’m not sure when the interview actually took place. 
2 Marylynn Rouse, in the 15-minute video, “Amazing Grace: The Story Behind the Song,” 
https://youtu.be/8m8AHHduTM0 (posted 11 December 2014; accessed 2 March 2021). 

https://youtu.be/q6WqYMdRIRI
https://youtu.be/8m8AHHduTM0


 4 

Take a moment to think on this and then when you are ready, pick up the container 
of broken pieces, now bright and clear in the water, and breathe deeply, inviting the Spirit 
to live and move and transform you and others who need clarity for their lives.  

I invite you to keep the bowl in a place you will see it regularly this week … perhaps 
in a bathroom near the place where you shower or bathe. 


