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The leper stood before Jesus, paralyzed, physically, emotionally, mentally. Powerful and conflicting feelings and thoughts were swirling inside of him, fighting for control of his body, mind and mouth. He should not have to deal with this right now. There should be only one reaction to what Jesus had just done, yet the healed leper found he could not react at all.


Healed! His hope had been for this to occur, yet so many times, those hopes had been sadly unrealized. Having battled this scourge of humanity for so many years, all his pride was gone. He would do whatever the sorcerers or physicians or faith healers stipulated, so as to effect a cure. Up to this day, none had been able to do what he had hoped they would do. 


Then, He heard about this Jesus. Well, who hadn't? Mere days ago, Jesus had been in the next town over, casting out demons and healing the sick of their various diseases. Since then, the leper had been approached by several people with the amazing stories of those healings Jesus had performed. Since that time, he had waited and hoped and searched, with desperation and renewed hope again, to find this man. 


When he found him, the emotions he thought he had locked down tight escaped. He fell to his knees, an excruciatingly painful exercise, bursting the puss sacks and making him bleed into the dust. But so intent was he on pleading with Jesus for healing that he ignored the pain screaming at him from his knees. With sobs filled with utter despair and anguish, his hope found expression in a weak voice: “If you will,  you can make me clean.” 


Jesus stepped closer. No, no, too close, the leper thought, and shrunk back with the conditioned response from years of avoiding human contact. Still closer Jesus came, and when he got within an arm's length away, out came his hand, intent on touching the leper. Again, the terror of contact drove the leper back, nearly doubling him over onto his back. No! No, don't touch me, sir. Just say something, like you did before. That's all you need to do. 


But out came Jesus' hand, and the leper could not retreat any further, stuck on his knees, torn between the instinct to run away from the touch, and wanting to lean forward, into that hand, driven by the desperate hope of being healed. 


“I will, be healed” Jesus said and touched him. Immediately, yes, that's what happened, immediately, the leprosy left him. While he knelt there and gazed at his hands and arms and legs through the tears, the sores disappeared. They just faded away. Suddenly, immediately, after years of pain that had been his daily companion, it was all gone. Silence descended on his body, the overwhelmingly astonishing silence of freedom from pain.


He jumped to his feet in order to hug Jesus, but before he could, Jesus looked him right in the eyes and said: “See that you say nothing to anyone, but go, show yourself to the priest and offer for your cleansing what Moses commanded for a proof to them.” That's when the internal conflict commenced.


It wasn't the offering prescribed by Moses that troubled him. The requisite two birds and ritual washing that was to be performed in front of the priest to show he was indeed cured was not an insurmountable burden. That would be easy. It was the other command, the prohibition, that was going to be impossible to keep.



Keep this to himself? That was not possible. He could not possibly hold this in. In fact, he knew then and there he would not keep this a secret. It was because of others' stories of healing that brought about his healing. Why, then, would, should anyone who had experienced what he just had have any thought to bottling this up inside and never telling another soul? He could no more keep this a secret than he could heal himself. 


It is somewhat puzzling why Jesus would issue this command to the leper to not tell anyone. Mark gives us the reason, revealing how the leper did go on to tell others and how that telling hampered Jesus' ministry in other towns. Which in itself is somewhat of a surprise, that one man could hinder Jesus' earthly mission. 


Even with Mark's logical explanation, still, it is somewhat surprising that Jesus would forbid this man from telling anyone what had happened. 


What would you do if you were standing in that leper's place? What would be your next move, if, having been sick for years, having gone to countless doctors, hospitals, specialists, all to no avail, having tried alternative medicine and other remedies, having swallowed pills until you were sick of swallowing pills, and still no cure, finally, you come to Jesus and suddenly, maybe even uncharacteristically in your mind, He answers your prayer with an affirmative “Be healed.” Then, in a voice as clear as if Jesus was standing before you in all his glory, He commands you to clamp your mouth shut. Tight. Lock it up and throw away the key. Keep this between you, me and the four walls. Okay?


What would you do? You know what you'd do. You'd keep it a secret for all of maybe thirty seconds, just long enough for Jesus to get out of earshot. Then, pick up your smart phone, and begin dialing, texting, Facebooking, tweeting, emailing. Post a YouTube home-made video. Announce to the world, to anyone who'd listen, what had just happened. How could you not? 


Which is really the question. 
Why aren't we like this leper? Why aren't we having a most difficult time keeping our mouths shut about Jesus? After all He HAS done for us? After He has healed us of our sinfulness, after He suffered the horrors of the whipping, the beatings, the humiliation, the abandonment, the shame and pain, after He was nailed, NAILED, up on that cross, after He endured the excruciating pain of six hours of near suffocation, after all that, we're just going to stand around with our mouths clamped tightly shut and what? Keep it a secret? How can I? How can you? 


Maybe you think that what has God done for you lately isn't worth getting all worked up about. Maybe deep down inside, where no one else sees, what no one else can hear, you're disappointed with God. Perturbed. Angry, even. Maybe you've done your share of pleading and begging and Jesus has ignored you or walked away or given the appearance of not listening.  


Perhaps it's because God blesses us so much on a daily basis that that these acts don't seem so special after a while. Maybe it's because Good Friday, the first Good Friday, happened so long ago and so far away that it's too surreal, too vague. Maybe we're tired of the daily repentance we have to do and fed up with our own inability to avoid temptations. Or maybe, just maybe, we're just not that into talking about Jesus. I'm sure, like me, you have all manner of excuses. Afraid. Unable to speak. Don't know what to say. Not the right time. Someone else's job. 


Yet, in your heart of hearts, where faith in Christ is alive and vibrant, you all want to do more, say more, be more. We all find ourselves envious of his strong will, because he just can't help but speak up, even when Jesus himself tells him not to. Fortunately, for us, Jesus has not forbidden us, but commanded us to go and spread the Good News. Well, I hope you see it as fortunately.


What helps to encourage and prepare you to be a bold witness is to get up in the morning, and during breakfast or the first cup of coffee or on the way to work or whatever your morning routine consists of, do a recap or a sort of replay, for you sports buffs, of yesterday. Ask yourself: What did God do for me yesterday? What happened that at the time, I was thinking this must be God's doing? 


Which means we need to be watching for God's intervention in our lives. We need to be paying close attention to how God answers our prayers. Do you always do that? It would not take much effort to come up with at least a couple of examples of how God blessed you, guided you, protected you, comforted you, spoke to you in His Word, or just plain was there with you, yesterday, the day before, every day. 


What has God done for you lately, that would be worthy of disobeying Him, should He tell you to tell no one? I know, I know, maybe you weren't healed like you had hoped, even though you pleaded who knows how many times. I know, sometimes, it seems God makes you suffer needlessly, almost as if He doesn't care what you are going through. I know, at times, it feels like God is over there, too far away.


Yet it is especially during those times that we need to be looking for and expecting God to be acting for us. It is precisely when we are at our weakest that God bestows His strength and care. While we are suffering, God points us to the cross, where Jesus suffered for us. There, Jesus reached out his hand and touched our diseased bodies. He took all the scourges of humanity into his body, and there bled and died. In the cross of Christ we glory, for at that cross is the healing that has been given to all who are sick with sin. 


Without Jesus, sin would be a terminal condition, leading only to eternal death. Without Jesus' perfect life and sacrificial death for us sinners, sin would be a plague that would be incurable. It was no small thing for Jesus to heal that leper, and it is no small thing that Jesus has healed us from the plague of sin. 


It took his greatest work, his greatest and most powerful miracle, in order to effect the double cure for sin. Not only are our sins forgiven, but death is beaten. While we continue to sin, it will not keep us from the Lord. While we will all still die as the wages of sin, death will not be permanent. 


As St. Paul so eloquently put it, it is in our weaknesses that God's power is made perfect. It is precisely in our sufferings, our struggles with the scourges of disease or sickness or whatever you have or are struggling with, that God does his best work. There, upon your knees, He freely gives his grace and mercy to you, almost injecting it intravenously into your being. He boosts your faith and powers up your endurance and holds you up by His omnipotent right hand of love. 


In baptism, God effected his greatest act of healing. He reached down and touched your diseased body, pulling the leprosy of sin to himself and uniting you with Jesus, who was crucified for you. The battle may still rage, but the war is won. You are healed. You are cured. You are cleansed of all your filth. 


You may not look different, but you are different. You may not see any physical improvement as a result of God's healing, but you are more compassionate. The love God is in you, growing, increasing in intensity, and making you a bolder witness. You may not always speak of God's love, but you have noticed in you a growing concern for others' salvation and it's bubbling, just beneath the service. Before long, it will find expression. It will get out. It has to. That's the nature of faith. It must speak, even if God were to tell it not to. Maybe that's what you need. To be told not to. 


So, here, let me help. Don't tell anyone. Not a soul. Keep it to yourself, like it was a secret that your life depended on not telling. Keep your mouth clamped shut and never, ever, talk about Jesus or God's love in Christ or forgiveness or unconditional grace. 


That's not going to happen, is it? For like that leper, we can't help it. Faith resides in here, but it lives out there. It must. It's a growing thing. It grows stronger every day, and every day, it becomes more determined to find expression. In love for others. In compassion and mercy to the community. In forgiving with the same limitless expression as God forgives you without limit. In living a God-pleasing life. Let it out. Go, tell of the love of God. This is not a secret, it's a story that is designed to be told. Over and over. Amen.  
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