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Rev. Jerry Deck         April 26, 2015 
Acts 9:1 – 20 
 

Roots 
A New Way to See 

 
 
Shaughnessy and Adelie are pretty excited to be a part of the kids’ choir here at ZPC who will be 
singing some songs for us on Mother’s Day.  They were given a CD by Miss Kristin and have been 
practicing it this week.  Shaughnessy has been on the big stage before, but this will be the first time 
for Adelie, so Megan and I are pretty excited to see how she does.  Will she sing loudly with a big 
smile or just stare at everyone with a look of horror on her face or find us and wave the whole time 
or will she smack her sister.  There’s really no telling and so we’re excited to see what’s going to 
happen. 
 
I’ve been thinking as well about my big debut on the big stage when I was around Shaughnessy’s 
age.  I had been given a solo for our Christmas Celebration and as we prepared in the choir room 
right before the service I was pretty excited and was certain that this was just the start of great 
things to come.  Now, you would have thought that I was in such a zone that I wouldn’t have been 
able to think about anything else, but as a 6 year old boy I still had plenty of time to think about how 
I could do something that I thought might make my friends laugh.  And so, in all of my 6 year old 
boyish wisdom I thought the thing that would do that was to pull the chair out from a girl right 
before she sat down.  And so, that’s exactly what I did.  Now, to be sure, my mission was 
accomplished because she did fall and, much to my glee, all of my friends were laughing.  I was even 
laughing too until I felt my mother’s hand on me and it was clear this was not going to end well.   
 
What I didn’t know was that when my mother was young something similar happened to her and 
when she fell on the ground she broke her tailbone which meant, of course, that there was still some 
pent up emotions in her.  It was not pretty and by the time I finally went on stage for my big solo, 
not only was my backside hurting as much as the girl whose chair I had pulled out, but I couldn’t 
catch my breath from all the crying I had been doing.  Suffice it to say that it was not a stellar 
premiere.  But beyond that poor premiere there is one other thing that has continued to stand out 
to me from my first time up on stage and that was that when I walked up to sing my solo, this 
incredible spotlight shone on me and because of that I could see absolutely nothing.  It was weird 
because you would think that when there was more light that you would be able to see better, 
however, when a light like that shines on you the exact opposite occurs and you can see absolutely 
nothing. 
 
I always think about that when it comes to this story about Saul, the light, and his blindness.  In a 
moment, in a flash, he went from being convinced that he was seeing everything (including God) in 
the right way, to being able to see nothing.  In a moment, in a flash, he went from leading men, to 
being led like a child.  In a moment, in a flash, God intruded upon Saul’s life and because of that he 
was never be the same again.  Another way to say all that, the way we often describe it, is that Saul 
was converted. 
 
That word, conversion, is one we often equate with this particular story and understandably so.  
Without question, Saul was converted.  But one of the mistakes I think we sometimes make is in that 
we when think about Saul’s conversion we allow the light to shine so brightly on that one moment 
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on the road to Damascus that we are blinded to seeing that Saul’s conversion is much greater than 
just that one moment.  That conversion is really better understood as The Jesus Storybook Bible 
puts it, as a  “new way of seeing.”  Which means that conversion is much more than a moment in 
time, but is the beginning of a lifetime of seeing everything in a new way. What this story models for 
us is the way in which our faith so often grows.  That there is an intrusion by God into our lives and 
then an adjustment to how we see and understand things.  Intrusion and conversion is the way that 
God worked in Saul and it is so often the way he works in us.  
 
So, on the road to Damascus, Saul experiences this intrusion by God and he begins to see Jesus in a 
completely different way.  He goes from seeing Jesus, and his followers, as being enemies of God and 
his worldview, to seeing Jesus as Lord and beginning to see everything through the lens of the 
Christ.  From that moment, as he will repeat again and again throughout all of his epistles (one of 
which we’ll be looking at this summer) he sees life through the lens of grace.  Everything else in his 
life, what he did, where he went, what he said, changed simply because of the fact that his eyesight 
had been adjusted by the intrusion of God.  Intrusion and Conversion. 
 
But God’s intrusion does not just change the way we understand Christ.  Look at Ananias.  He is 
already a disciple of Christ when we read about God’s intrusion upon him.  It’s really a great scene, 
isn’t it?  “Ananias,” God said.  And just like all the great followers of God, Ananias does exactly what 
he’s supposed to, almost as if he’s been rehearsing it.  “Here I am, Lord.”  You almost get a sense of 
him being a kid in a classroom who’s raising his hand quickly hoping that the teacher will pick him.  
“Get up and go,” he begins to tell him, certainly getting Ananias excited.  “Go to the house of Judas 
and find a man of Tarsus named Saul.  He’s seen a vision and you need to lay your hands on him that 
he might regain his sight.” 
 
And can’t you just see Ananias kind of lowering his hand, perhaps trying to motion with his head to 
the classmate next to him as if he should go.  “You may not have heard this, Lord (you’re busy and 
all), but this man has done a lot of damage to your followers in Jerusalem and he’s actually come 
here, not to pray and get to know me, but to persecute me.”  To which, the Lord, as he is apt to do, 
simply says, “Go. I’m going to use him. I’ve got work for him to do.”  And so Ananias has a big 
question he has to answer.  Yes, he believes that Jesus has been raised from the dead, but does he 
have the faith to believe that someone like Saul, someone who has a wretched and destructive past, 
can actually change?  You know honestly, sometimes it’s easier to believe that Jesus has been raised 
from the dead then to believe that your enemy can change that dramatically.   
 
And the only way that Ananias can come to believe that Saul has changed is if he’s willing to look at 
things in a different way than he always has.  He has to allow, in other words, this intrusion by God 
to lead to a conversion of how he sees others, in this case, Saul.  Can’t you imagine how the 
conversation he was having with himself went as he walked to Judas’ house.  Again, we often think 
of conversion as being a quick one and done sort of thing, but I could see him taking two step 
towards the house where Saul was (and toward a new way of seeing things) and then taking one 
step back towards home and the old (and much safer) way of seeing things.  Who knows how long it 
took him to actually get there.   
 
But within his first two words to Saul we know, that no matter how difficult it might be, that 
Ananias has been converted, that he is seeing things through the eyes of faith (and perhaps a lot of 
faith).  Because to Saul, the one he had earlier referred to as “this man” he simply says, “Brother 
Paul.”  And there’s a part of me that thinks that when Acts says, “something like scales fell from his 
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eyes, and his sight was restored,” that perhaps we shouldn’t limit that to Saul’s eyes, but should 
include Ananias’ eyes as well.  Because again, the intrusion of God led to a new way for Ananias to 
think and see, reminding us that when we begin seeing Jesus differently, that he will never allow us 
to see one another the same.   
 
So, when God intrudes upon us we see him differently, we see one another differently, but we also 
begin to see ourselves differently.  Look at what Jesus says to Saul.  He doesn’t say, “Why are you 
persecuting my followers?”  No, he says, “Why do you persecute me?”  In other words, when we 
begin seeing Jesus as Lord, we also begin seeing ourselves, as Paul will say again and again in his 
letters, as a part of the body of Christ.  Martin Luther has this great quote where he defines sin as 
being “the self curved in upon itself.”  Being converted means that we see that our lives are no 
longer curved around ourselves, but are curved around Christ, as Christ’s body.  God intrudes upon 
our lives and because of that we see ourselves in a different way.  
 
Which means, of course, that we begin to see our purpose and calling differently.  The Lord says that 
Saul is now going to be an instrument for him and that Saul, converted, new seeing Saul, is going to 
be the one who brings the Lord’s name before Gentiles and Kings and the people of Israel.  Perhaps 
another way to say that is to say that Saul was going to be the one who, as a part of the body of 
Christ, was going to intrude upon others and help them to see Jesus, each other and themselves in a 
different way.  It is this incredible journey of our faith that leads from intrusion, to conversion, to 
intrusion and on and on it goes as we grow clearer in our seeing God, others and ourselves. 
 
Last Sunday after worship I went to a Kairos closing at the maximum security prison in Pendleton.  
I’ve mentioned this before, but Kairos is a prison ministry that ZPC has played a key role in for 
many years.  A key part of the Kairos ministry is a weekend when guys from this and other 
churches, from Thursday to Sunday, through food and discussion and cookies and listening and 
talking and more food, attempt to show the love of Christ to these guys.  In other words, they are 
intruding into these prisoners’ lives in the hopes that they might experience a new way to see.  Now 
saying intrusion might seem a bit harsh, but it is a Christ-like intrusion as you can hear in their 
unofficial motto:  “Listen, listen, love, love.”  On the Sunday afternoons of this weekend they have a 
closing and it was to that I was going. 
 
It has been said that the Pendleton prison looks a bit like the prison on Shawshank Redemption and 
it really does.  The walls are thick and really high, the watchtowers that are scattered around the 
top of the walls a steady reminder that you are being watched.  It was a bit daunting, quite honestly, 
made all the worse by the fact that it was a gloomy, rainy day.  It really didn’t brighten up all that 
much when the 30 of us who were going to the close were packed into what I can only describe as a 
cage.  One of the doors is locked and the other one is open until everyone gets in this barred 
enclosure and then the open door is closed and locked.  To say that you felt trapped would be a bit 
of an understatement and the second time we had to go through one of these I thought about 
texting Megan that I didn’t know what I was thinking coming here when I would have much 
preferred to be on my sofa in freedom watching an NBA playoff game.  And I might have texted her 
that except for the fact that I had been forced to give up my cell phone which of course did little to 
help with the trapped feeling! 
 
I really had no idea what to expect and as we went into the room where the prisoners were, I would 
be lying if I said I didn’t have some anxiety.  As I sat there I’d love to tell you that when I looked 
around I thought to myself, “Wow, look at these brothers of Christ that are all around me,” but the 
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reality was that I was thinking, “If these guys get angry I might be able to take one or two of them 
(the 70 year olds), but after that I’m in big trouble.”  Quite literally a couple of them walked behind 
me at one point and I held my breath not knowing what might happen.  It was a pretty vulnerable 
feeling.   
 
Then they started going up in groups of 6 or 7 and they started talking about the weekend and what 
it had meant to them.  They talked about the food (the lasagna was especially a big hit) and the 
chance to meet folks they hadn’t met before which was great.  But then they began to say more.  
About how for the first time, in a long time, perhaps even since they were kids, they had been able 
to take their masks off.  That in a place where the last thing you wanted to do was show weakness 
or vulnerability, in this place they had been given freedom to do so.  What really got to me, quite 
honestly, was when some of the guys, these maximum security prisoners, began to cry.  After one 
guy said he hadn’t cried in 20 years, I have to admit that I began to lose it a bit.  I mean here in 4 
days of experiencing, being intruded upon, by God’s love, something had changed.  And in those 
tears and their words, it was undeniable that they had experienced the grace and the forgiveness of 
Jesus.  That they had been intruded upon and because of that they had begun to see God differently. 
 
And as I’m sitting there thinking, “Wow, that’s pretty remarkable,” one of them stands up and 
begins saying that not long before he had gotten into some sort of fight with another prisoner and 
as I’m listening this other prisoner who had been sitting to my right stands up and walks over to 
him.  I’m thinking to myself, this could get ugly, but before you know it they’ve grabbed each other 
and the two who had physically harmed one another are embracing each other.  And then another 
guy gets up and says that years ago (years ago), he had done something to a guy in the prison and it 
had ruined their friendship and they hadn’t talked since.  And sure enough another guy gets up and 
these two enemies are embracing one another, seeing one another in a different way, as brothers in 
Christ.  Again, when you begin to see Jesus differently, you can’t help but begin to see one another 
differently. 
 
This week I’ve been thinking a lot about that experience.  There’s no question, as I said earlier, that 
the guys from ZPC and other churches who went into Pendleton last weekend were being the body 
of Christ, were doing what they could by listening, listening, loving, loving, to help shine the light of 
Christ in that place.  But on Tuesday or Wednesday as I sat at the dinner table telling Megan a bit 
more about what had happened, our 5–year-old Shaughnessy asked why I had gone to worship at 
the prison.  It really seemed to baffle her and her 4-year-old sister.  So Megan said that well, 
sometimes people make mistakes but that our call is to go and show them love.  And unsolicited 
Shaughnessy said, “Oh yeah, we showed them love by making them those placemats.”   
 
It stopped me in my tracks, quite honestly, because much to my surprise I realized that even as a 
five year old, she got it.  I talked several months ago about the fact that our children made placemats 
for the prisoners to have during this Kairos weekend, but honestly, I wasn’t all that sure that my 
daughter realized it was more than just coloring a piece of paper.  But just like that I realized that 
my five year old, who (as you know) is your five year old, and our 7 year olds and 10 year olds had 
also intruded into Pendleton prison last weekend, and in so doing, they were a part of the shining 
light that brought a change to how people, including myself, saw God, others and ourselves.   
 
Which is why the Bibles that we are about to give to our 3rd graders is about so much more than a 
cute ritual that warms our hearts.  Because the stories within its pages are stories like this one 
today are portals into a different way of seeing everything and when we take that seriously, when 
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our children take that seriously, there is no telling who might be changed, who might be forgiven, 
whose chains might be broken, who might be set free.  So, takes these Bibles, take your own Bibles, 
but be prepared for an intrusion by the one who will never simply allow you to see things as you 
always have.  Amen.  
 
 
 


