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30th Sunday in Ordinary Time, Year B 
October 28, 2018 
Gospel Reflection 

 
Mark 10:46-52 
As Jesus was leaving Jericho with his disciples and a sizable crowd, Bartimaeus, a blind man, the son of 
Timaeus, sat by the roadside begging. On hearing that it was Jesus of Nazareth, he began to cry out and say, 
"Jesus, son of David, have pity on me." 
And many rebuked him, telling him to be silent.  But he kept calling out all the more, "Son of David, have pity 
on me." 
Jesus stopped and said, "Call him." 
So they called the blind man, saying to him, "Take courage; get up, Jesus is calling you."  
He threw aside his cloak, sprang up, and came to Jesus.  
Jesus said to him in reply, "What do you want me to do for you?"  
The blind man replied to him, "Master, I want to see."  
Jesus told him, "Go your way; your faith has saved you."   
Immediately he received his sight 
and followed him on the way. 
 
Here ends the Gospel reading. 
 
 
 
“Rachel!” I yelled frantically as I opened the back door to the family room. “Get a pitcher of water – fast!” 
She was a sixth grader mesmerized with her siblings and several neighbor children at the current Sesame 
Street skit. I understood why she didn’t move quickly – those shows captivate me, too. I didn’t want to alarm 
everyone by telling her the reason for urgency. 
People who know me well know I am petrified of fire. I had our gas oven and stove converted to electric 
because I couldn’t closely monitor the oven flame. When we excitedly lit our first fire in this house, I cried. The 
fear began when I was about five years old. Taking a nap one day, I awoke to see flames rising from the 
vaporizer situated at the foot of my bed. Screaming, I ran to the top of the stairs, “Mommy, help!” Though the 
fire didn’t spread before Mommy came to my rescue, the emotion connected with that memory was indelible.  
On this early Spring afternoon in Texas, I was preparing dinner on the gas grill that sat about six feet from the 
house on our patio. I had placed the food on the heated grill, closed the lid and went inside for another plate. 
In about two minutes I returned to see flames shooting up from the tank’s on/off handle at the hose 
connection; a fire had also started on one of the rubber grill wheels. That’s when I popped my head back 
inside to call for water.  
Thoughts zipped through my head: a house full of children, just feet away; I must turn off the gas, but the 
handle is engulfed. With no allowable time to think, I did what had to be done. Like Bartimaeus I called out, 
“Oh, God, have mercy,” pushed up my sleeve and reached through the flame to the handle. “Jesus, Jesus, 
Jesus,” my lips whispered over and over. I turned the handle closed and instantly pulled my arm back. 
Immediately the flames from the tank stopped; only the wheel continued to burn. Just then, Rachel appeared 
with the water; we dowsed the remaining flames. My hand and arm? Not one hair singed or trace of heat on 
my skin. 
Like Bartimaeus, I glorified God with my voice for he had rewarded my simple faith. And when I tell this story, I 
am reminded that Jesus is always near. I only need to call on him. 
 
Have you or a friend ever experienced the literal saving help of Jesus? How did you, or they, feel afterward? 
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To Jesus, through Mary. 
Cheryl Ann Wills 
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