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A while ago I saw some riveting footage on a nature channel. Words cannot do justice to how 

spectacular a sight this was, but I will do my best. An elephant had wandered off from a pack, 

and a band of lions were quick to take advantage. There were about ten of them, and each had 

clamped down its jaws on some part of the elephants body. Some had him by a leg, at least one 

jumped up onto his neck, and they weren’t about to let go. As the struggle unfolded, the elephant 

got up, tried to shake them off, and then fell to the ground. This was repeated several times, but 

each time he rose a little less high until, finally, he shoved himself up only about a foot off the 

ground and  collapsed. It seemed as though he really wasn’t expecting it to work, but he felt he 

had to give it one last token effort. The elephant seemed to have given up and lay motionless for 

a few moments when, suddenly, he bolted up to his feet and roared as though he were twenty 

elephants instead of one. He began to thrash around violently, and lions were flying everywhere. 

I don’t know how hard an elephant kicks, but judging by the distance those lions flew, they do a 

pretty good job of it. The lions all backed off, allowing the elephant a wide perimeter. The 

elephant then proceeded to walk off, but slowly. Now, perhaps this was only because he was 

injured, but I had the impression it was more an act of defiance…daring the lions to try their luck 

again. The lions would have nothing of it, and the elephant departed unchallenged. 

  

As I said, it was an amazing sight to behold. The elephant seemed resigned to death, then 

something inside of him said “No. I don’t accept this. I want to live and I will live.” If I had seen 

this ten years ago, I would have been equally amazed by it, but if some one had said “now there 

is a metaphor for human life,” I would have dismissed it as a bit over-dramatic. Today, I would 

agree. The older I become, the more I realize that a great many people have difficult lives, not 

just the unfortunate few. People suffer heartaches, losses, disappointments, illness, the pain of 

losing loved ones, watching loved ones suffer, and many, many other trials. Perhaps, like that 

elephant we have all felt that temptation to “just stay down.” 

 

Perhaps Bartimeus felt that way also. Not only was he blind, but we can safely assume poor and 

alone as well, as he had to beg to survive. Then, when he heard Jesus was coming, something 

inside of him said “No. I want to live. I don’t accept my misery, and I believe Jesus can help.” In 

Bartimeus we see a blueprint for Christian hope, and I would like to offer a few thoughts on what 

this blind beggar can teach us.  

 

First of all, Bartimeus threw off his cloak. Now, at first glance, this may seem a superfluous 

detail; yet, this act is of profound significance. To anyone living in that time a cloak was an 

important possession, but if you were homeless it was probably the most important thing you 

had. It was your shelter from the elements, your mattress at night, your warmth when it was cold, 

and your shade from the midday sun. It may very well be that this cloak was all he had to his 

name. 

 

For most of us, to give away a coat would matter little. We probably have others, or could 

replace it that very day at any of a hundred stores. Yet, this cloak provides an analogy for all of 



us. Perhaps to Bartimeus this cloak was a type of cocoon – the one thing in which he could wrap 

himself and forget his troubles. After another day of begging, blindness, and hardship, he could 

find a quiet spot, wrap himself in his cloak, and try to forget it all for a while. That cloak 

represents his crutch, his one solace in his lowly state. We too have our own little cocoons in 

which we can wrap ourselves when things are difficult, and it can take many forms.  

 

It can be something sinful, such as an addiction, a vice, bad habits or bad morals. It can be 

material: excessive shopping, consuming for the sake of consuming, a hobby that occupies far 

too much time and keeps us from our responsibilities. It can be something as simple as an ez-

chair and a remote. “Here I am, and here I stay…night after night after night….” Our cocoons 

can be emotional: self-pity, despair, stoicism, anger, bitterness, vanity. Within all of these lies the 

danger of a very great power over our minds, hearts and souls – familiarity. We do what we 

know. When we have a bad day, when our life becomes difficult, something in our human nature 

drives us back into those same cocoons over and over.  

 

What is so important to note in today’s Gospel is that Bartimeus casts off his cloak before 

approaching Jesus, not after he is healed. This is because he has hope, and hope implies trust. He 

is telling Jesus “I expect you to help. See, I will make a sign of good faith up front, and cast aside 

my one possession, trusting that you will not leave my hope disappointed.” So often, we don’t do 

this. We tell Jesus, “I will stop doing this…when You make it easy for me…I will give up what’s 

in my left hand, as soon as You put something in my right.” This is not hope, this is bargaining.  

 

Yet at times, doesn’t it seem that our hope has indeed been disappointed? We have asked, and 

not received. We have knocked, and the door has not been opened. I believe that, sometimes, we 

are left feeling disappointed because we have confused hope with optimism. “If I just keep 

thinking everything will be fine, everything will be fine.” Now, a positive attitude in adversity is 

a great trait, yet, the fact is optimism is not always very realistic. If I am in a plane at 30,000 feet 

and it runs out of fuel, I don’t have much cause for optimism. I can say “everything will be fine” 

all I want…but it won’t be. No, hope is something different than “the power of positive 

thinking.” Hope is entirely realistic. 

 

When Bartimeus cries out he says, “have pity on me.” To concede what we are pitiable takes a 

lot of humility. People with a sprained ankle need a helping hand – people who are flat on their 

backs with no means of help need pity. We can pull our own bootstraps all we want, we won’t be 

raised an inch higher. Bartiemus is confessing his complete dependence on God’s grace. He has 

no exaggerated sense of self-sufficiency. Self-responsibility is something we all need – but when 

we cry out to Jesus for help we must be firmly rooted in the humble knowledge that we are 

powerless to do it ourselves. Either Jesus will save us, or we won’t be saved. 

 

This brings us to the words of Jesus: “Your faith has healed you.” First of all, Bartimeus is not 

ashamed to call out to Jesus, even when others tell him to be quiet. Perhaps we could all be a bit 

more public in professing our faith and dependence on Jesus. Bartimeus’ faith saved him because 

faith gives birth to hope. Faith without hope is a contradiction, yet isn’t it one we have all made? 

“I believe in God, but I don’t believe He can help.” Faith gives us the hope which says “I believe 

in God, and I trust that He will.” Bartimeus calls out “Jesus, Son of David…” This is a Messianic 

title. He is crying out “Jesus, you are the Messiah.” His hope lies in this, not in himself. He does 



not call out a litany of his own ills: “Jesus, I am blind, I am poor, I am alone…” Rather, he says 

something about Jesus instead of himself. “Jesus, you are the Savior; therefore, save me.” Our 

hope lies in who Jesus is, not who we are. Our faith tells us, Jesus is the Savior. That is why we 

have hope – saving people is what a Savior does, and so faith gives birth to hope.  

 

A mountain climber got stranded in the Alps a few years ago. While he did have the foresight to 

bring his cell phone, he discovered that he had run out of minutes. He was resigned to a bad 

outcome when, suddenly, his phone rang. When he answered, he was greeted on the other end by 

a tele-marketer trying to sell him more minutes of air time. Our hardships may not be so swiftly 

and perfectly resolved, but with the gift of hope we will never lie down and wait for the worst to 

happen. As long as we live, we can expect difficulties from life. We can expect to be down, but 

if we have hope, we should never expect to stay down. If we keep faith and do our part, we can 

be certain that God’s part is already as good as done. 


