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A NEW VISION 

I need no introduction, I am well known across these parts. But I wasn’t always the apostle Paul. 

Today, let me tell you of the man I once was. A man called Saul.  

You see, I took Yahweh, the King of the Universe, very seriously. I took the study of his Torah very 

seriously. So, naturally, I took any violation of his Holy Law very seriously. [a sudden shift, more 

candidly:] Unfortunately, I also took myself ... very seriously. And with God [flicks his gaze skyward 

for a second; shakes his head slightly no.] that usually doesn’t work out so well. 

At one time, I thought scripture was written to support my point of view. The Holy Prophet Isaiah 

wrote: 

(dramatic) “In Galilee of the Gentiles, the people who walk in darkness will see a great light.” 

I thought “the people” meant the chosen people of Israel who lived among the Gentiles in Galilee, 

not the Gentiles themselves. And when it says “who live in darkness” I thought it meant that they 

are in the spiritual darkness from having departed from his holiness. And when it says “will see a 

great light,” I thought that light meant the heat and fire of his judgment upon them. After all, later 

in the same chapter it says, they are: “destined for burning” and they “will be fuel for the fire.” 

I thought, by the grace of the Holy Lord, who is forever blest, I was called to be that judgment—I 

was supposed to bring light and fire to those in Galilee who blasphemed, those who thought their 

crucified criminal leader was actually equal to Yahweh. It seemed that they forgot our central 

prayer: Sh'ma Yisrael Adonai Eloheinu Adonai Ecḥad - "Hear, O Israel: the LORD is our God, the 

LORD is One." The Lord alone is our God. Someone had to honor God. Someone had to put and end 

to the blasphemy. Someone like me.  

But then I read the words of that great warrior, King David: 

[quotation voice on again] “Your Word is a lamp for my feet. It is a light for my path.”  

I thought I was on the side of King David and that God was on our side. King David knew better 

than that, and I should have too. A light for my feet? A lamp to my path? When THE light appeared 

to me, it was so bright, so piercing, that I couldn’t see the path anymore, let alone my feet. I was 

blinded. For days! 

When this light shone, I was overpowered. It was no mere lamp. This light was painful, harsh, and 

blinding. I thought I heard a voice as it searched me out and discovered me on that fateful day. 

“Saul, Saul, why do you persecute me?” 

 “Who…who are you?” I dared to ask. 

“I am Jesus,” came the dreadful reply, “the one whom you persecute.” It was him. The very 

blaspheming Galilean who caused all the trouble.  
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I hated him and his people for their ungodly ways. By heaven, my anger burned with a heat and 

light.... 

[stops his anger suddenly and it’s replaced by a gentle remorse] Or... I thought I was burning with heat 

and light. But my anger was reduced to ashes when I was faced with this light. What I thought was 

a holy righteous anger was nothing more than personal irritation. Like swelling road rage—you 

know—the kind you get right after being cut off on the Garden State Parkway. 

On that road to Damascus, I could detect the slightest smile in that blessed voice as I heard: ‘It’s 

hard to be righteous on your own pedestal. Why don’t you try my way instead?” 

And all my proud ideas, my career plans, my self-image, came crashing down like a great big 

rickety house built on sand. And everything went dark; I could not see. 

The darkness, brought on by light.... But what did I know of light? What did I know of righteous 

anger? What did I know of holiness or justice or love? Nothing! The greatest, the highest, the most 

noble achievement I had managed this far was to be irritated. To be cut off on the road of personal 

righteousness by the Holy One, blessed be his name. The Lord caused me to veer off the road and 

crash right into Jesus. And I did not walk away from that collision without injury. I was blind. 

“Blind guides.” That’s what Jesus once called us Pharisees. “Won’t they both fall into a pit?” Jesus 

said—this Jesus, the same one who gave sight to the blind. My colleagues had to lead me by the 

hand the rest of the way to our accommodation in Damascus on Straight Street. The irony wasn’t lost 

on me.  

As I was stumbling along the road, I recalled a story Peter once told me about when he got it wrong: 

Jesus told him and the disciples about his impending fate on the cross and Peter tried to talk him out 

of it. “You’re too special and precious to die,” Peter had said. Jesus got angry and rebuked him. 

While stunned and hurt, it reminded Peter of a weird episode the week before—Jesus healed a 

blind man, except—like Peter, like me—he could not see clearly after Jesus healed him. His vision 

remained cloudy, men looked like trees. The man needed more healing, he needed more Jesus.  

You can have ears to hear but not hear, Jesus used to say. You can have eyes to see and still not 

see. So Jesus travelled to where people were in their deafness and blindness to heal them. He 

sought me out to blind me. Then I needed him to seek me out and heal me. “Heal me now, Jesus,” I 

prayed. 

How had I missed the Son’s resemblance of the Father? When our first parents sinned back in the 

Garden, God did not stand apart and judge, as I did. Instead God came back. He walked up and 

down in the Garden, asking: “Where are you?” And in our day, he did that again: walking up and 

down among us, asking “Where are you?” How did I not see? How could I miss him right in front of 

me? Maybe I was blind for a lot longer than that stretch on Straight Street. I was blinded by my 

ambition. Blinded by my self-righteous anger. Blinded by my narrow worldview of a God. Turns out, 

God is much bigger and more complex than my exclusive judgment. And God knew the only way I 

would listen to him and follow his will was to be knocked off my high horse.  

After I heard the voice of Jesus in the blinding light, I eventually heard another voice. A voice 
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burning with hatred and deep pain and yet this voice resonated with obedience to my God. 

“Brother, Saul,” he said, “the Lord Jesus who appeared to you on your way here, has sent me, 

Ananias, his disciple, to you so that you may regain your sight and be filled with the Holy Spirit.” 

Then Ananias laid his hands on me and immediately, something like dark scales fell from my eyes, 

and I could see again! Turns out, I was more lost than I knew. But Jesus found me. I was blind but 

now I see.  

I once took God very seriously. Now I still take God seriously, that is, God revealed in Jesus Christ, 

but I take myself far less seriously. Now I am no longer a righteous Pharisee, but a chief sinner and 

servant of God. I no longer persecute Christians but now I convert believers to become Christian. 

Now I walk the roads Jesus once walked and new roads he himself intended to walk calling out the 

same invitation God called out long ago: “Where are you?” Where are you, lost and alone? Where 

are you doubting and afraid? Where are you in your own darkness? Come, live in the light. Come, 

be healed. Come and know God who is revealed in Jesus Christ, our Lord. To him be the glory 

forever and ever, Amen. 

 


