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In this Lenten series, The Body of Christ, it is interesting when we consider The Eyes of Christ.  We ask ourselves the question, “How can I be, the Eyes of Christ?”  How can I see, what Christ sees, and how Christ sees?  If I can be the hands and feet of Christ by moving, and carrying, and helping others, what does it mean for me to be the Eyes of Christ?  This whole notion of  'seeing' is a complex one.


Last week Andy made reference to the difference between hearing and listening.  Looking and seeing is not so different.  Might it be true that sometimes you see and you understand, and sometimes you see but do not understand?   There are times when you want to see, and other times when you would rather not see.


It may seem simple enough on the surface, but this business of looking and really seeing is a complicated matter.


In a book entitled  The Spirituality of Art,  Lois Heck tells of a time when she was in art school and the professor brought in a piece of art for the class to study.  Lois looked at the piece of art, and she did not like it.  She thought it looked much like a collection of doodles.  But she stood in front of the drawing for a very long time.  She continued to look and eventually, she saw in the drawing, a scratchy portrait of a woman.  But then after a few moments had passed, the image began to shift and she saw a portrait of an Inuit man in his parka.  She was startled.  She kept staring at the drawing and as miraculously as before, the face became that of a very young woman, then a male youth, then a child.  She had never experienced this before.


She realized that prior to that experience she had been so ready to simply judge art as either good or bad, based on first impressions.  She was humbled.  One of the great lessons for her that day was to learn how important time is when it comes to seeing.  The more time she took really looking, the more she saw of what was really there.


This poem called Sightings by Kathy Galloway has something to say to us about what we see, and how we see, and how we can understand or misunderstand what we are looking at.  It was written with Advent season in mind but I think it still has something to say about looking and really seeing in Lent.

Sightings

I thought I saw some shepherds yesterday.

They were just going about their business,

Or hanging about, as people do,

Passing the time, waiting for something to happen,

Something to break the dullness of the days.

When something did, it was a bit of a shock.

But they went along anyway.

I thought I saw some shepherds yesterday.

I thought I saw some angels yesterday.

You wouldn’t pay them much attention,

Unless you were looking in a certain way.

Usually they look quite ordinary,

Though they have a way of turning up

just when they’re most required –

lending a hand, encouraging you on,

surprising you, and bringing messages

that set you off in quite a new direction.

But yesterday they were all excited,

‘Come on, we’ve got good news for you,

come and see.’

I thought I saw some angels yesterday.

I thought I saw Mary yesterday.

She was sitting by her child’s bed,

And he was sleeping.

It was a hospital bed;

She tried six hospitals before one would take him.

Because he was a drug user,

He’d been sleeping rough,

And he’d got gangrene in his leg.

He lost his leg.  He was nineteen years old.

There was such pain in her face

But there was such love too,

As she sat there, keeping the night watch

By her homeless child.

I thought I saw Mary yesterday.

I thought I saw Joseph yesterday.

He was pushing a pram,

And there was a baby in it.

It wasn’t his baby.  It was someone else’s child.

No one would have blamed him

If he’d said, ‘Okay, that’s it.  I’m out of here.’

It’s a big thing, to take on someone else’s child

And love it like your own.

But he loved the baby’s mother,

And he knew it would be hard for her alone.

There’s a lot of stigma attached

To being a single mum.

And everybody says he’s awful good with the baby.

I thought I saw Joseph yesterday.

I thought I saw Jesus yesterday.

He was born at an inconvenient time,

To parents who had to leave their home.

Maybe they were refugees – who knows?

Anyway, their future was uncertain.

But he was lonely, tiny, newborn,

And his parents marveled, as parents do,

At his little toes and fingers,

And they dreamed dreams for him,

And he gave the future hope for them.

And everyone who looked at him

Was somehow changed,

As if they saw life in a different way,

Through his newborn, full-of-wonder, eyes.

I thought I saw Jesus yesterday.

But maybe it was just a baby.

       We look, but what do we really see?


We have so much to learn when it comes to seeing, in a way that is part of this Body of Christ concept.  Jesus referred to himself on more than one occasion as the Light of the world and we cannot see, really see, without the light of Jesus to guide our path.  We cannot see the way that Jesus wants us to see unless He has touched our lives in some way, the way he touched the life of the blind beggar.  Without His touch upon our lives, we are as blind as he was.  We have some part to play in allowing Jesus to be the light of our world.


I love the passage from John as he describes the disciples with Jesus at what has come to be known as The Last Supper.  Jesus has gathered with his disciples and he is telling them that the time has come when he must die.    Always the first to jump in – Peter...jumping into the boat, jumping into the action, Peter jumps in and asks the question which must have been on all of their minds.....”Lord, who will betray you.....not I, I pray?”

         But what I love most about this passage is something that I had read for years but just skimmed over.   In the midst of all this terrible news, Scripture says, “One of his disciples – the one whom Jesus loved – was reclining next to him.”  Can you picture Jesus and his disciples at the Last Supper?  The table is low, there are no chairs, and everyone is on the floor, propping themselves up on an elbow and enjoying sharing the food together.  The disciple, whom Jesus loved, comes and reclines next to him.  So imagine Jesus, ½ lying there, propped up on one elbow, and the unnamed disciple whom Jesus loved, comes and reclines beside him.   So there they lay, both propped up on an elbow.  As opposed to sitting across the table, the disciple has come to recline with him, so they are both looking out in the same direction.  The disciple is looking in the same direction as Jesus, seeing what he sees.


Isn't that what it means, when as members of the Body of Christ, some of us are called to be the Eyes of Christ, to see what he sees, to look at the world, and others, and various situations, the way Christ looks at these things.  Do you do that?  Do you move through the world, seeing one another the way Christ would see things?  Do you see with humility, and compassion, and kindness?    Do you see where you need to bring justice and peace, and forgiveness?  At home, in the work place, the grocery store, the neighbourhood – do you see others the way Christ sees others?  Do you try?


  I spent some time talking with one of the friendliest, smiliest girls, I know on  Thursday morning after swim practice and I asked her what it was like working with the public all the time and still being able to be so warm and happy and cheerful.  She acknowledged that she sees all kinds, and that she gets every reaction and approach under the sun...from hostile, angry, impatient people, to confused, unsure, quiet, happy, warm, helpful people, and everything in between.  Somehow, in the midst of it all she beams this huge friendly smile.  She takes a real interest in everyone and wishes one and all a great day.  She spreads sunshine all over the place.


How would people describe the way in which you move through this life?  Do you spread joy and sunshine?  Do you look for those who need to be encouraged and affirmed?  Do you see how your family needs you to be patient and kind and loving with them?  When you look at the people you come into contact with in the course of a day, do you look at them the way Jesus would?


Doris Klein has written a book entitled Journey of the Soul in which she explores the God inspired paintings and the messages they can communicate.  She talks about the experience of seeing something in nature so breathtaking that it leaves us speechless.  Our brain cannot find words to describe the beauty of what our eyes are seeing.  She writes,  “We often find ourselves speechless as we attempt to translate an experience of our soul or catch a glimpse of something that profoundly mirrors the realm of the Divine....deep within each of us is an incredible desire to give voice to our profound longing for God.”.


The Eyes of Christ....drinking in the beauty and the pain of this world, and somehow, with the other gifts we have been divinely given, how do we respond?


What do you see on this 5th Sunday in Lent?  Do you see the time is drawing closer?  Can you see Jesus praying in the Garden of Gethsemane....the kiss of betrayal......the crowd crying “Crucify, Crucify”....the torturous walk to the hill, under the heavy painful cross?   Do you want to look away?   Do you see the three crosses off in the distance?  ...the sky turning black, his faithful followers weeping at the foot of the cross.....as the eyes of Christ....what do you see?

Amen
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