WINDOWS ON EASTER
Lenten Worship Series – Week 4
Window of Mercy – Blind Man/Bartimaeus
March 14, 2021

	WORSHIP SERVICE OUTLINES
Each worship outline contains all elements needed for your worship service.  The order of each service presented is only a suggestion.  No doubt changes will be needed to accommodate the flow and worship style of your corps.  The outlines are flexible and allow opportunities to “cut and paste” as needed.  If you are blessed with instrumental or vocal music resources, you may find there is more structured material here than needed.  Sermon manuscripts are included as a sample and not to be preached verbatim.



Window of Mercy

	Drama – But Now



Call to Worship:
Within our hearts is a longing—a profound cry of the soul for something our theologies can only point us to, never replace.  Intimacy with God.  Something that has no human or earthly substitute.

Yet, if we pause to listen, we will discover how often God speaks to us through human earthy means.  He stands at the windows of the easily overlooked and the unlikely, tapping at the pane.  He beckons us to places of encounter where we learn how well he understands the language of our hearts.  At unexpected windows of the soul, we hear the voice of God.
(Windows of the Soul, inside cover)

9 This is what the LORD Almighty said: “Administer true justice; show mercy and compassion to one another.”
(Zechariah 7:9, NIV)

	SB#55 – Praise, my soul
	TB-406 – same 
	HTD2-T12 (3 vs.)

			Additional Optional Songs

	SB#56/HC#251 – Praise to the Lord, the Almighty

	TB-735 – Lobe den Herren
HC-251
	HTD4-T11 (4 vs.)

HCD24-T11

	SB#241 – And can it be
	TB-445 – Sagina
	HTD4-T13 (4 vs.)

	SB#261/HC#99 – Lord, the light of your love is shining (Shine, Jesus, Shine)
	TB-822 – same
HC-99
	No CD
HCD8-T19

	SB#349 – Yet once again, by God’s abundant mercy
	TB-494 – Pilgrims
	HTD5-T16 (3 vs.)

	SB#509 – O boundless salvation! 
	TB-506 – My Jesus, I love Thee
	HTD2-T3 (4 vs.)

	SB#830/HC#189 – Come, Thou fount of every blessing
	TB-374 – Nettleton
HC-189
	No CD
HCD17-T19

	SB#49/HC#274 – O Lord my God (How Great Thou Art)
	TB-488 – same
HC-274
	HTD1-T12 (4 vs.)
HCD26-T14



	Children’s Moment – The Blind Man



Show Mercy on Me!

Choric Reading – Luke 18:35-43
A Blind Man Receives His Sight

Leader:	35 Picture this:  Jesus is nearing the city of Jericho. A blind man is sitting there, begging by the roadside. 36 He can hear the sounds of the crowd accompanying Jesus, and he asks what’s going on.

Crowd: 	37 Jesus of Nazareth is passing this way.

Leader:	38 Then the man starts shouting.

Blind Man: 	Jesus, Son of King David, show mercy to me!

Leader:	39 The people in the front of the crowd reprimand him and tell him to be quiet, but he just shouts louder.

Blind Man: 	Son of King David, show mercy to me!

Leader:	40 Jesus stops and tells the people to bring the man over to Him. The man stands in front of Jesus.

Jesus: 		41 What do you want Me to do for you?

Blind Man: 	Lord, let me receive my sight.

Jesus: 	42 Receive your sight; your faith has made you well.  

Leader:	43 At that very instant, the man is able to see. He begins following Jesus, shouting praises to God; and everyone in the crowd, when they see what has happened, starts praising God too.
(Luke 18:35-43, The Voice)

	SB#89/HC#161 – O for a thousand tongues to sing (My Great Redeemer’s Praise)
	TB-75 – Grimsby
TB-59 – Azmon 
HC-161
	No CD
HTD3-T4 (4 vs.)
HTD15-T11

			Additional Optional Songs

	SB#361 – Fill Thou my life
	TB-127 – Ellacombe
	HTD1-T9 (3 vs. – band ending)



Missionary Moment for World Services/Self-Denial
For World Services/Self-Denial information, see the “Goals for a Brighter Future” resources at:  https://centralmissions.org/gfbf/ 

Transition:
Jesus was the most merciful human being who ever lived.  He reached out to the sick and healed them.  He took the lonely and made them feel loved.  

When our Lord talks about mercy, it is genuine compassion with a pure, unselfish motive that reaches out to help.  It means compassion in action toward anyone in need.

In other words, Jesus is saying, “The people in my kingdom aren’t takers; they’re givers.  The people in my kingdom aren’t the ones who set themselves above everybody—they’re the people who stoop to help.”
(The Only Way to Happiness, pp. 133-134)

	SB#699/HC#207 – Every promise we can make (Grace Alone)
	TB-640 – same 
HC-207
	No CD
HCD19-T17

	Additional Optional Songs

	SB#623/HC#142 – Take my life and let it be (All for Thee)
	TB-241 – same
HC-142
	No CD
HCD13-T12

	SB#626 – The Savior of men came to seek and to save
HC#154 – Moved with Compassion
	TB-484 – The old rustic bridge
HC-154
	No CD

HCD14-T14

	SB#1002/HC#172 – I, the Lord of sea and sky (Here I am, Lord)
	TB-689 – same 
HC-172
	No CD
HCD16-T12

	HC#178 – Speak, O Lord
	HC-178
	HCD16-T18

	SB#376/HC#219 – King of kings, majesty
	TB-722 – same 
HC-219
	No CD
HCD20-T19

	SB#608/HC#262 – Make me a channel of Your peace
	TB-751 – same 
HC-262
	No CD
HCD25-T12

	SB#418/HC#269 – Every day they pass me by (People Need the Lord)
	TB-797 – same
HC-269
	No CD
HCD25-T19

	SB#935/HC#203 – There are people hurting (They Need Christ)
	TB-886 – same
HC-203
	No CD
HCD19-T13



[ Please print Congregational Prayer in bulletin]
Congregational Prayer:

Dear Lord, I pray you would give me a heart for those on the roadside.  For those who, for whatever reason, are not in the mainstream of life.  For those who lie crumpled and cast aside.  For those who are forgotten and ignored.  For those who are in some way blinded to the fullness of life.

Help me not to turn a deaf ear when they call out.  Help me to stop, regardless of what the crowd may say. Help me to give myself to them as you did—to show mercy, to do what I can.

And though I may not be able to loose them from their chains or free them from their separate prisons, help me to visit faithfully so they may know that someone cares; 
Help me to bring a meal so they may be nourished; 
Help me to say a kind word so they may be encouraged; 
Help me to give a gentle touch so they may be comforted; 
Help me to provide a blanket so they may be made warm; 
Help me to give a pillow so they may have a soft place to lay their heads; 
Help me to lend a listening ear so their stories may be heard.

Help me whenever, wherever, and however I can bring light to someone who sits in darkness.  And though I may not be able to bring sight to their eyes, enable me to chase away a few shadows so their lives might be a little brighter.

Especially I pray for_______________.
(Moments with the Savior, p. 297)

Announcements and Offering

Testimony of Faith – [Choose someone from the congregation who can testify on this theme.]

Message – Window of Mercy – Blind Man/Bartimaeus

	SB#376/HC#219 – King of kings, majesty
	TB-722 – same
HC-219
	No CD
HCD20-T19

	Additional Optional Songs

	SB#457 – Depth of mercy!
	TB-247 – same
TB-249 – Hendon 
	No CD
HTD8-T6 (4 vs.)

	SB#467 – If human hearts are often tender
	TB-17 – How much more
	HTD1-T13 (3 vs.)

	SB#626– The Savior of men came to seek and to save
HC#154 – Moved with Compassion
	TB-484 – The old rustic bridge
HC-154
	No CD

HCD14-T14

	SB#769 – Jesus, see me at Thy feet

HC#98 – Nothing but Thy Blood
	TB-289 – Nothing but Thy blood
HC-98
	HTD11-T7 (4 vs.)

HCD8-T18

	SB#782 – Pass me not
	TB-302 – same
	HTD9-T15 (4 vs.)

	HC#29 – Psalm 103
	HC-29
	HCD2A-T19

	HC#123 – Shine on Us
	HC-123 
	HCD11-T13

	SB#243/HC#164 – Before the throne of God above
	TB-52 – same
HC-164
	No CD
HCD15-T14

	SB#699/HC#207 – Every promise we can make (Grace Alone)
	TB-640 – same 
HC-207
	No CD
HCD19-T17

	HC#256 – At Your Mercy Seat
	HC-256
	HCD24-T16

	SB#895/HC#258 – The Savior sought and found me (He Sought Me)
	TB-783 – O what a wonderful day
HC-258
	HCD10-T10 (3 vs.)

HCD24-T18

	SB#608/HC#262 – Make me a channel of Your peace
	TB-751 – same 
HC-262
	No CD
HCD25-T12

	SB#935/HC#203 – There are people hurting (They Need Christ)
	TB-886 – same
HC-203
	No CD
HCD19-T13

	SB#1002/HC#172 – I, the Lord of sea and sky (Here I am, Lord)
	TB-689 – same 
HC-172
	No CD
HCD16-T12

	HC#178 – Speak, O Lord
	HC-178
	HCD16-T18

	HC#265 – Come Just as You Are
	HC-265
	HCD25-T15

	SB#418/HC#269 – Every day they pass me by (People Need the Lord)
	TB-797 – same
HC-269
	No CD
HCD25-T19

	HC#272 – Mighty to Save
	HC-272
	HCD26-T12

	SB#623/HC#142 – Take my life and let it be (All for Thee)
	TB-241 – same
HC-142
	No CD
HCD13-T12



Benediction:
May the Lord make you increase and abound in love for one another and for all, as we do for you, so that he may establish your hearts blameless in holiness before our God and Father, at the coming of our Lord Jesus with all his saints. Amen.  
(1 Thessalonians 3:12-13, ESV)
[bookmark: _Hlk50066902]
	SB#261/HC#99 – Lord, the light of your love is shining (Shine, Jesus, Shine)
	TB-822 – same
HC-99
	No CD
HCD8-T19

			Additional Optional Songs

	SB#819/HC#202 – O Church, arise 
	TB-777 – same
HC-202
	No CD
HCD19-T12

	SB#89/HC#161 - O for a thousand tongues to sing (My Great Redeemer’s Praise)
	TB-75 – Grimsby
TB-59 – Azmon 
HC-161
	No CD
HTD3-T4 (4 vs.)
HCD15-T11

	SB#241 – And can it be
	TB-445 – Sagina
	HTD4-T13 (4 vs.)

	SB#349 – Yet once again, by God’s abundant mercy
	TB-494 – Pilgrims
	HTD5-T16 (3 vs.)

	SB#509 – O boundless salvation! 
	TB-506 – My Jesus, I love Thee
	HTD2-T3 (4 vs.)





	Lent 2021 Week #4

	DRAMA
But Now
By Martyn Scott Thomas
© Copyright 2020 by Martyn Scott Thomas. All rights reserved. Used by permission.

	Topic:
	Healing; Faith

	Scripture:
	Luke 18:35-43

	Synopsis:
	A blind man has an encounter with Jesus.

	Characters:
	Bart – A blind beggar
Cole – A security guard

	Props/Costumes:
	Sunglasses, old tattered clothes, a cup with a few coins, and a cane for Bart. Sunglasses, black clothes, and a walkie-talkie or earpiece for Cole.

	Setting:
	The main street of town.

	Running time:
	3 minutes



[Bart is seated on the ground shaking his cup.]

Bart:	[calling out] Spare change? Spare change?

Cole:	[enters] Alright, Buddy. Let’s get a move on!

Bart:	Sorry sir, but this is my spot.

Cole:	Not today. You’re going to have to find a different spot.

Bart:	But there are no other spots.

Cole:	Sure, there are. What about Fifth and State?

Bart:	That’s Jeremiah’s spot.

Cole:	Who’s Jeremiah?

Bart:	He’s the gentleman that works Fifth and State.

Cole:	What do you mean works?

Bart:	He’s a person with limited physical abilities that solicits donations from the kind people on that street corner.

Cole:	So, he’s a beggar?

Bart:	[correcting] He’s working to make a living the only way he can.

Cole:	Well, there are four corners at that intersection, and today you’re going to have to take one of them.

Bart:	I’m sorry, but that’s just not possible.

Cole:	And why not?

Bart:	I told you. That’s Jeremiah’s spot. If I take up residence on one of those corners, it diminishes the income Jeremiah depends upon to live. And besides, this is my spot.

Cole:	And I told you, not today. We have a VIP coming through and we need to make sure his path is clear of any unnecessary obstructions.

Bart:	[challenging] And I’m an obstruction?

Cole:	Listen, I don’t want any problems.

Bart:	Good, then move along and see if you can find any ‘unnecessary obstructions’ elsewhere because I’m not moving.

Cole:	For the last time, Buddy, it’s not every day that Jesus comes walking through our town, and we’d like everything to be neat and tidy for his visit.

Bart:	Did you say Jesus?

Cole:	Yeah, that’s right, Jesus. Now are you going to move?

Bart:	Is he close?

Cole:	He’s about a block away, so if you can just find someplace else to go.

Bart:	[climbing to his feet, yelling] Jesus, Son of David, have mercy on me!

Cole:	[trying to keep Bart quiet] What are you doing? Quiet down. The last thing we want is you drawing attention over here.

Bart:	That’s the exact thing I want. [yelling louder] Jesus, Son of David, have mercy on me!

Cole:	[into his radio] Patrol to base, patrol to base. We have a situation on Main and First.

Bart:	[continuing to yell] Jesus, Son of David, have mercy on me!

Cole:	[taking Bart by the arm] Let’s just settle down and move off to the side here.

Bart:	[yelling one last time] Jesus, Son of David, have mercy on me!

[Bart and Cole stop and turn, looking silently in the same direction.]

Cole:	[to Bart] I think he’s talking to you.

Bart:	[to unseen Jesus] Lord, I want to see.

[long pause, then Bart slowly takes off his sunglasses and drops his cane.]

Bart:	[looks at Cole and speaks softly] I can see. [looks around, speaking louder] I can see! I can see! I can see!

Cole:	[in disbelief] But, you were just . . .

Bart:	Not anymore.

Cole:	But, . . . 

Bart:	I guess you can have this spot now. I don’t need it anymore. [exits]

[Blackout]






WINDOWS OF EASTER
Children’s Message – Week 4
Window of Mercy – The Blind Man
March 14, 2021

by Martyn Scott Thomas

Scripture:	Luke 18:35-43, Mark 10:51 (NIV)

Props needed: a blindfold or bandana, a banana, and a dryer sheet.

[The Narrator should call the children of the congregation forward and have them sit around his/her chair.]

Narrator:	This morning we’re going to look at the story of Blind Bartimaeus. Does anybody know that story? [allow the children to answer]. 

	Jesus healed many people in the Bible and several of them were blind. Bartimaeus was blind all his life and he didn’t have a job because he couldn’t see. He had to beg for people to help him since he couldn’t take care of himself. When he heard that Jesus was coming, he kept yelling and yelling for Jesus to help him. He yelled so much that people told him to be quiet. But he wouldn’t be quiet, and Jesus heard him and healed him.

What do you think it would be like to be blind? [allow the children to answer] Let’s do a little experiment this morning to see what it might be like. I need a volunteer [or just select a child]. Now let me put this blindfold on you [blindfold the child]. Can you see anything?

Now since you can’t see, you’re going to have to use your other senses of touch, smell, and hearing to identify some different things. Let’s try the first one. [hand the child a banana] What do you think this is? [allow the child to guess] Good job. Next I want you to smell this. [hold dryer sheet close to child’s nose] What does this smell like? [allow the child to guess] Good job. And finally, I want to know who is saying your name. [have one of the other children or an adult speak the child’s name near their ear] Good job. You can take your blindfold off.

You did a great job identifying those things, but isn’t it easier to do when you can see? Bartimaeus from our story was probably really happy that because of Jesus he could finally see.

	Let’s pray. Dear Jesus, thank you for the gift of sight. And thank you that you hear people when they call out your name. Help us not to be afraid to call to you when we need you. Bless us today. Amen.

	I’ll see you back here next week.  [dismiss the children]


WINDOWS ON EASTER
[bookmark: _GoBack]Lenten Sermon Helps – Week 4
Window of Mercy – Blind Man/Bartimaeus
March 14, 2021

Scripture:  Luke 18:35-43

[Material from Moments with the Savior by Ken Gire, pp. 293-296]

His name, Mark tells us, is Bartimaeus.  He is a blind beggar.  His little space beside the road is home.  Trodden dirt is his bed; a stone, his pillow.

Like the litter that collects in the gutter, he sits there day in, day out, a crumpled-up man on the side of the road.  His friends are the discards that life, in its hurry, has left behind.  Used-up, thrown-away people.  Living in their own separate place.  Living in their own separate pain.  

Each has a story to tell.  But it’s a story nobody wants to hear. They cry out for a touch, a kind word, a snippet of conversation.  They cry out, but the world passes by on the road to somewhere else.

Feeling around in the dark, Bartimaeus accosts a passerby with his searching hands.  “Alms.  Alms for the poor.  Pity on a blind man.”  And thus he gropes for his daily bread.

A mumbled blessing.  A coin in the cup from a reluctant benefactor.  A sharp point of theology thrust at him from one of the more religious.  A brusque shove to the side of the road.

This is what life is like for Bartimaeus.

For him the road is a dark stream where currents of voices rush by.  He hears trickles of conversation down the street.  But as the people get closer, they wriggle past him and are gone.  He feels around in this dark stream, hoping to grab one of those voices by the gills and land himself a little something to eat.  But it’s like chasing minnows, and most slip through his hands.

Living on the roadside, he takes what comes his way: a coin in the cup, a slap on the hand, a blessing, a curse.  This day what comes his way is a babble of voices: “Jesus… the Nazarene… Jesus is passing by.”

He knows that name.  He has heard of this man Jesus.  Many say he’s the future king and heir to David’s throne.  They say he’s the servant Isaiah prophesied about:

A light to the Gentiles,
To open eyes that are blind…
and release from the dungeon those who sit in darkness.

O the dungeon Bartimaeus has been in for so long, locked away and forgotten.  O the darkness, the loneliness, the rub of the shackles.

There on the roadside he sits, solitary in his thoughts like a rock around which the stream of people flows.

I must find him, he thinks.  I must talk to this Jesus.  And he shouts from the roadside, “Son of David, have mercy on me!”

The crowd raps a few brittle words against him to keep him in his place.  But Bartimaeus only redoubles his efforts.  The veins protrude on his neck as he shouts, “Son of David, have mercy on me!”

Jesus stops and sends for the man.  Bartimaeus casts aside his cloak and jumps to his feet.  Condescending whispers hush as the blind man approaches.  He stands now before the heir not only to David’s throne but to the throne of heaven.  And for a moment in time, this blind beggar has the undivided attention of Deity.

“What do you want me to do for you?”

Can you believe your ears?  Incredible.  A blind man standing before the magistrate of haven, the one who gave light to the sun, the moon, and the stars.  And the response is not one of an exalted king but of a lowly servant.  “What do you want me to do for you?”

Without hesitation Bartimaeus answers, “Lord, I want to see.” I want out of the dungeon, out of the darkness.  I want out of the shackles of these blind eyes.  I want out of the prison.  I want to be free.  “I want to see.”

I want to get off of the roadside.  I want to walk the streets of Jericho without running into its walls.  I want to look in the shops.  I want to find my way to the synagogue.  “I want to see.” I want to use my hands for something besides feeling my way in the dark.  I want to make things.  I want to fix my own meals. I want to read.  “I want to see.”

I want to look into the eyes of a friend.  I want to wave at someone across the way.  I want to smile at children and pat their heads and wish them well.  I want to love. I want to laugh.  I want to live.  “I want to see.”

In an instant Jesus knows everything those four short words mean to this man.  And the king shows him favor: “Receive your sight.”

In the twinkling of an eye, Bartimaeus passes out of darkness and into the light.

Sunshine floods his eyes.  He sees the azure sky… the armada of clouds in full sail… the pair of turtledoves winging their way just above the rooftops.  He sees the buildings… the amazed faces of the crowd… and then he turns and sees Jesus.  He sees the tenderness.  He sees the love.  He sees the eyes of a King.

His faith has healed him.  Faith enough to make a fool of himself by shouting and stopping the crowd.  Faith enough to come to Jesus.  Faith enough to ask what no one but God could grant.  Quite a lot to see for a blind man.

And without looking back, this new citizen of the kingdom joins the royal entourage down the Jericho road.  To follow a King in whose eyes he has found favor.  And to leave forever behind his beggar’s space along that roadside.
(Moments with the Savior, pp. 293-296)


[Material from Windows of the Soul by Ken Gire, pp. 28-33]

Windows of the soul offer glimpses, however fleeting, and echoes, however faint, of some of the things that are dear to God.

I caught one of those glimpses on a Sunday afternoon obscured with activity.  Early that afternoon, my daughter asked if I would take her to see a friend who was playing in a roller hockey game.  The friend was a boy whom I’ll call Joey.  He had cerebral palsy, my daughter said, and he had asked her at school Friday if she would come and watch him play.  She told him she would, if she could get a ride.

As it turned out, I was the only ride available.

I said yes, knowing if I didn’t, that something precious would be lost, and though I didn’t know what that was, I knew it was greater than whatever could be gained by saying no.

I was looking for an out-of-the-way place to write when my daughter pointed out Joey.  He is playing goalie, hidden behind shin guards, face mask, and a chest guard.  He had been positioned where he didn’t have to move much, so I hardly noticed he was handicapped.  All I notice was that he stood a foot taller and years older than the other players.

Gathered at the railing behind Joey were four boys from my daughter’s school.  She joined them while I nested in a vacant table, taking out my pen and notebook, busying myself with all the catching up I had scheduled for that afternoon.  But the sight of those five high school kids and the sound of their cheering distracted me.  I stopped and pause and wondered if there was something I should be paying attention to, something that might prove to be a window of the soul.

I turned to a fresh page. I watched. I listened.  And I framed the moment with words.

******

“Way to go, Joey,” one of the boys calls out.
The other team scores against him.
“It’s all right, Joey.”
Joey blocks a shot.
The five high school kids cheer.  “Way to go, Joey.”
The game goes back and forth from the far goal to the near one.  Joey shows dissatisfaction with the way he’s playing.
“Don’t worry, Joey.”
The four boys sit clumped on a round table. My daughter is off to the side. Joey makes another save, and all of them cheer. My daughter finally gets tired of standing and sits on the table with the boys. 
“Way to hustle. Great defense. Yeah.”
“Good job, Joey.”
One by one they get up and lean on the railing, closer to the action.  Joey pounds the floor with his hockey stick.
“Joey, you’re doing great.”

******

Then a memory of the widow at the temple made a silhouette of my thoughts.  She was a person no one noticed until Jesus framed her with His words.  I thought of the picture of that poor widow.  And of the passage where Jesus talks about giving to the poor. Then of Joey.

And suddenly I have the right eyes.

Suddenly I realized that there are many ways a person can be impoverished, and sometimes the least of those ways is materially.  That was the case with Joey.

His poverty was not material; it was relational.  He didn’t need money or what money could buy.  He needed something it couldn’t buy—friends.  He needed, as we all need, friends who will talk to him in the hall and sit with him at lunch and have him over to spend the night.  He needed, as we all need, friends who will show up at a crosstown roller rink, lean against the railing, and cheer him on.

Some people are rich in friends like that.

Joey isn’t.

Joey is an impoverished kid groping for his soul’s daily bread in the halls of his high school.  With sometimes lame and socially awkward overtures, he accosts his classmates, holds out his hand for a crust of what they have in such abundance.  He begs them to look beyond the disease and all it has robbed him of.  He begs them to look beyond the slur of his words and the shuffle of his feet.  He begs them to see Joey.

With the language of emotion, a complex and sometimes indecipherable language, Joey is begging us to look beyond the jarring and disjointed Picasso that his life appears to be on the surface, pleading with us to see within him the beautiful and breathtaking Michelangelo, which is no less than the very image of God.

That day I saw something behind the face of the hockey mask and behind the face of cerebral palsy.

I saw Joey.

Was that all there was to see in that picture?  Or was there more?

I looked again.  For a long time nothing.  And suddenly again I have the right eyes.

Beyond Joey and beyond the gift that had been given him, I saw a girl who had given up her Sunday afternoon to help give that gift.  She had asked to be there.  She could have asked to be somewhere else, the mall, the movies, anywhere.  But she asked to be there.  She told a boy with cerebral palsy she would watch him play if she could find a ride.  She found a ride.  And she kept a promise to someone for whom promises were not so much broken as they were simply forgotten.

The picture was a window to my daughter’s soul, revealing to me something of the secret of who she is, a secret I will need to know if I am to understand her and nurture her and draw out in her all that is dear to God.

That Sunday afternoon in the roller rink I saw something sacred, something dear to God.  And in a sudden, somewhat sobering moment, I realized I was the only person on earth who had seen it.

Something about that made me feel special, excited to be alive at just that place and at just that time to see then and there what no one else had seen.

And yet something about being the only one also made me feel sad.

The moment did something to me that I can’t quite put my finger on, let alone find words for.  Maybe there are no words for such moments in a person’s life.  Maybe some moments are too sacred for words.  What I experience that day was profoundly moving, and one of the places it moved me was to wonder: How many windows have I missed because I was too busy to look?  And how much wisdom have I overlooked because I was too behind in my schedule to even see what was being offered?
(Windows of the Soul, pp.28-33)
