
more anxious and more distressed and week after week Dr. Remen sought her assur-
ance that she would try the meditation and finally the woman, greatly agitated told 
her that she wasn’t so interested in it because She had discovered that into her neatly 
rebuilt life had come a rat.  Literally.  There was a rat in her apartment.  She didn’t 
want to talk about the great idea her therapist had for her.  She wanted to talk about 
what was gnawing on her sense of well-being. 

She told Dr. Remen that she had asked her son for help setting a trap and her col-
leagues at work for help and they had come over to help her and she had asked her 
building superintendent to check her space to fill up any holes and finally, distressed 
and irritated, Remen broke in and asked this:  What have YOU done about the rat? 

It turns out the woman herself had not done much.  Remen said to her:  “I think this is 
your rat.  It will probably be there until you personally do something about it.” 

The woman left.  And Remen worried all week because her response to the woman 
seemed harsh and judgmental and she didn’t want to be that way. 

The woman came back the next week, and she look radiant.  She still hadn’t done the 
heart meditation.  And she had been hurt and upset and angry when she left Dr. 
Remen’s office.  But she decided that there might be something to what she had 
heard.  She decided that if it really WAS her rat, she needed to deal with it in her own 
way.   

So she went out and bought a kitten.  And she hasn’t seen the rat since.   

What to do when we are feeling broken and dusty and invaded by rats of many kinds? 

Bartimaeus teaches us that we are called to break the silence of our suffering and say 
right out loud:  “Jesus Christ, have mercy on me!” 

Those words, prayed while pacing or weeping or kneeling or standing with hands 
raised or head bowed and those words prayed in those times when  you need that 
prayer to be as close as your breath and as real as your breaking heart. 

You know those times, right, when you feel dusty and forgotten and invisible and be-
sieged? 

Me too. 

Our rats have many names. 

Our healer has many as well:  Emmanuel, Savior, Compassion, Teacher, Lord. 

Jesus. 

Give him a call. 

Amen   
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I enjoy listening to podcasts.  There is so much wisdom out there in the world.  One of 
my favorite podcasts is “This American Life”.  The host collects stories loosely orga-
nized around a theme.   

Recently I heard a podcast that caught my heart.  It was a podcast about “I Wish” 
songs.  You know, those songs that the main character sings in a musical toward the 
beginning of the movie or musical in order to let us in on what their yearnings are. 

Songs like:  Somewhere over the Rainbow in the Wizard of Oz.  Songs like:  Part of their 
World from the Little Mermaid.  Songs sprung from the deepest heart place. 

It got me to thinking: What would my “I Wish” song be?  What song would I be wise 
enough to know is mine and what song would I be courageous enough to throw back 
my head and sing? 

What is your “I Wish” song? 

I ask because it is a very important question on each and every day we live and I ask 
because on this day we are considering the story of a man whose story is set up in 
scripture by naming his reality before naming his name.  This man sings an “I Wish” 
song. 

We learn that he is blind.  He cannot see.  As a blind man in his day and age it would 
have been thought that perhaps he or his parents sinned somehow and this blindness 
was some sort of cosmic payback for badness.  At the time he encounters Jesus he is 
begging outside the city gate.  Cut off from polite society, eating the dust of passing 
sandals and praying for enough alms to feed his belly for another day. 

And he has a name and a lineage.  He is Bartimaeus, son of Timeaus.  His name, ac-
cording to some commentators, means Bartimaeus, Son of Poverty.  And this man can-
not stop and he will not stop calling out to the man he has been told is Jesus of Naza-
reth.  Jesus the healer.  He calls out into the visual void surrounding him: “Jesus, Son of 
David, have mercy on me!”. 

Those around him tell him to hush.  To be quiet.  And he will not be quieted in his 
quest for healing.  He calls out over and over again: “Jesus, Son of David, have mercy 
on me!” 

And Jesus hears his heart and voice.  And he stops.  And those around Bartimaeus do a 
quick change in their attitude toward him and they want to be on the winner’s side so 
now that Jesus has stopped to notice him they encourage Bartimaeus to get up, his 
voice has been heard and what Jesus asks is a question that is asked by him through 
the ages.  It is a question he asks each one of us:  Jesus asks: “What do you want me to 
do for you?”  What is your “I Wish” song? 

Bartimaeus knows what it is he longs for so he sings out his answer:  “My teacher, let 
me see again.”  And he does see again.  Through his faith he is healed.  He regains his 
sight and follows Jesus into Jerusalem. 

(Read Mark 10: 46 – 52) 

I love this story because it is still being lived.  We can sometimes be found, you and I, in 
our places of wounding – addictions or life story-lines that no longer serve us or in 
grief, or in physical illness of fear or wherever it is that keeps us from fully inhabiting 
our lives.   

We stay on the edges of the action around us and we tentatively hold out our begging 
cup and hope that we can get enough give us to get by and we forget that Jesus is right 
here.  Always.  Not just in some long-ago Jerusalem but right here right now Jesus is 
waiting for us to call out to him in order that we might be healed:  “Jesus, Son of David, 
have mercy on me” 

When we call out to the spirit of God’s compassion – to Jesus, to the healing swoop of 
the Holy Spirit, to whichever aspect of God’s being feels most close and accessible to 
us.  When we call out to that spirit Jesus responds to us with this question:  “What do 
you want me to do for you?” 

And we get to answer in the way our heart longs for us to name:  Maybe we want to 
be released from a deep hurt or resentment.  Maybe we want to find a way to end a 
painful relationship.  Maybe we want to stop doing something that we know is hurting 
us.  The issue we cry out to be healed from is as varied as each one of us here. 

We all hurt, don’t we?  We all long to be delivered.  We all have an “I Wish” song inside 
of us waiting to be sung out. 

Anne Lamott says that the most powerful sermon in the world is two words:  “Me too”. 

You too.  We know the ache that is living.  So what to do, my friends?  We follow the 
lead given us by Bartimaeus.  We take action.  We call out to Jesus. 

Rachel Naomi Remen is a physician and a counselor who has written some powerful 
books about the power of faith and spirit and healing. 

She tells a story about a woman who was a patient of hers.  She was a gifted artist and 
sculptor who had gradually become addicted to alcohol.  She hit bottom and lost cus-
tody of her four children, went into treatment and gradually rebuilt her life in produc-
tive ways. 

She was in her early fifties when Dr. Remen encountered her.  She continued to seek 
healing for her soul and she and her therapist worked together in order that she could 
live a more open hearted life. 

Dr. Remen ran across a new healing method that she believed would be just the thing 
for her patient.  It was a method of heart healing based on meditation.  She spent a 
whole session teaching this woman to meditate in this way and she was excited.  It was 
a healing practice meant to be done daily. 

The woman came back the next week and confessed that she had not tried the medita-
tion.  She promised to do so over the next week and week after week she came back 


