“The Healer”

Mark 5:21-43

CUMC, 06-28-09

Health is an issue for all of us. Some will say “As long as I have my health I’m happy. I don’t need anything else.” Others say “If I lose my health, I’m done. What’s the point?”

Health insurance is a national concern as well as a county concern. How many times have we seen special fund raisers for those who have no insurance? As a nation will we be able to find a way to make sure everyone has adequate health care? 

Your clergy, even though we have good insurance, are among the sickest groups in the country. We’re so sick that the conference tries to bribe us into getting healthier. Out monthly insurance premiums are huge! Too many church pitch-in dinners, too much stress.
We hear occasional stories of miraculous healing today. Modern medicine is wonderful, and continues to improve, but it doesn’t always get it right. Sometimes a homeopathic doctor is the answer. Sometimes non-FDA-approved drugs from another country help. 
Sometimes prayer helps; well, always prayer helps! There are studies that show how prayer can improve a patient, and studies that show that prayer makes a patient worse. I know I would rather have you praying for my healing than not!

If only we could touch the hem of Jesus’ garment…

The Gospel of Mark tells us the story of the healing/resurrection of a 12 year old young woman interrupted by the story of the healing of the woman who had been very ill for 12 years. The woman was desperate; she had been bleeding for 12 years; she had spent all her resources for nothing. She was ritually unclean, outcast for 12 years. She must have been terribly lonely, out of touch with her family and neighbors, unable to worship with anyone else. What led her to this crowd around Jesus? How did she have the courage to face the disapproval of everyone in order to get to this holy man? Her faith pushed her through the crowd to grab the hem of his garment, and she was healed. Jesus felt energy leave his body, even though she touched only his clothes—Mark wants us to know that there were no magical powers in Jesus’ clothes. It was indeed his person who healed, the power of God surging through the life of this holy healer.

Jairus was a wealthy leader of the synagogue; he could probably afford the best health care; however, Mark tells he threw himself at Jesus’ feet and begged for healing for his 12 year-old daughter. By the time Jesus’ left the woman and arrived at Jairus’ home, the girl seemed to be dead. Everyone was convinced it was hopeless; but Jesus took her hand, spoke to her, and she got up, full of life and energy.  

In both cases it was faith that made them whole. The outcast woman and the synagogue leader, the outsider and the insider, both had faith in Jesus’ ability and desire to heal.

A business executive became depressed. Things were not going well at work, and he was bringing his problems home with him every night. Every evening he would eat his dinner in silence, shutting out his wife and five-year-old daughter. Then he would go into the den and read the paper using the newspaper to wall his family out of his life. 

After several nights of this, one evening his daughter took her little hand and pushed the newspaper down. She then jumped into her father’s lap, wrapped her arms around his neck and hugged him strongly. The father said abruptly, “Honey, you are hugging me to death!” “No, Daddy,” the little girl said, “I’m hugging you to life!” 
This was the greatness of Jesus. He took people where they were and hugged them to life. (James Moore)

The Sunday class is currently studying a book entitled The Fingerprints of God: The Search for the Science of Spirituality by Barbara Bradley Hagerty. She is a former Christian Science believer, and writes this about it: “Christian Science holds as a central premise that healing is a function of spiritual understanding; that matter and its conditions, including sin and disease are ‘false beliefs;’ and that prayer changes a person’s thought, which results in healing.” (p. 46) Christian Science does not necessarily call upon a Divine Healer to intervene and perform miracles. They depend upon the power of their own thoughts to bring about healing. “Your thinking is your experience.”
So, what about healing, faith, etc.? If you pray until your knees are raw and bleeding, and your disease is never cured, is it your fault because you don’t have enough faith? If someone else, a non-believer, all of a sudden gets well, what is fair in that? Does that mean that Jesus likes that person better than you?
I wish I had some solid answers for you, but I do have some thoughts. There is a huge difference between a cure and a healing. A cure gets rid of the disease. A healing gives the patient the strength to deal with whatever comes with peace and assurance of God’s love in all things. The word salvation is closely related to the word wholeness. So healing in Christ brings wholeness and salvation. This is not to say that there can be no cure in Christ, but I do know that our faith brings wholeness.
“Jesus came to raise the dead. The only qualification for the gift of the Gospel is to be dead. You don’t have to be smart. You don’t have to be good. You don’t have to be wise. You don’t have to be wonderful. You don’t have to be anything...you just have to be dead. That’s it.”—Robert Farrar Capon

Did you notice that the woman who touched Jesus was not only healed, but brought into Jesus’ family? Jesus addressed her as “daughter,” commended her faith, and blessed the rest of her life. Now she could participate fully in the life of the community. Now she could once again worship with other believers. 

Ann Weems in Reaching for Rainbows, 1980, Westminster Press

What is all this touching in church?
It used to be a person could come to church and sit in the pew
and not be bothered by all this friendliness
and certainly not by touching.
I used to come to church and leave untouched.
Now I have to be nervous about what’s expected of me.
I have to worry about responding to the person sitting next to me.
Oh, I wish it could be the way it used to be;
I could just ask the person next to me: How are you?
And the person could answer: Oh, just fine,
And we’d both go home . . . strangers who have known each other
for twenty years.
But now the minister asks us to look at each other.
I’m worried about that hurt look I saw in that woman’s eyes.
Now I’m concerned,
because when the minister asks us to pass the peace,
The man next to me held my hand so tightly
I wondered if he had been touched in years.
Now I’m upset because the lady next to me cried and then apologized
And said it was because I was so kind and that she needed
A friend right now.
Now I have to get involved.
Now I have to suffer when this community suffers.
Now I have to be more than a person coming to observe a service.
That man last week told me I’d never know how much I’d touched his life.
All I did was smile and tell him I understood what it was to be lonely.
Lord, I’m not big enough to touch and be touched!
The stretching scares me.
What if I disappoint somebody?
What if I’m too pushy?
What if I cling too much?
What if somebody ignores me?
”Pass the peace.”
”The peace of God be with you.” “And with you.”
And mean it.
Lord, I can’t resist meaning it!
I’m touched by it, I’m enveloped by it!
I find I do care about that person next to me!
I find I am involved!
And I’m scared.
O Lord, be here beside me.
You touch me, Lord, so that I can touch and be touched!
So that I can care and be cared for!
So that I can share my life with all those others that belong to you!
All this touching in church—Lord, it’s changing me!
Have you heard the legend of the Fisher King? When the Fisher King was a boy, he was sent out to spend the night alone in the forest as a test of his courage to be king. During the night, he had a vision of the Holy Grail (the cup used by our Lord at the Last Supper), surrounded by great flames of fire. Immediately, he became excited by the prospect of wealth and glory that would be his by possessing such a great prize. Greedily, he reached into the flames to grab the Holy Grail, but the flames were too much and he was severely wounded. 
As the years went by, the Fisher King became more despondent and alone and his wound grew deeper. One day the Fisher King, feeling sad and depressed and in pain, went for a walk in the forest. He came upon a court jester. “Are you all right?” the jester asked. “Is there anything I can do for you? Anything at all?” “Well, I am very thirsty,” the Fisher King replied. The jester took an old dilapidated cup from bag, filled it with water from a nearby stream, and gave it to the Fisher King. As the Fisher King drank, he suddenly felt his wound healing for the first time. And incredibly the old cup he was drinking from had turned into the Holy Grail. “What wonderful magic do you possess?” the Fisher King asked the jester. The jester just shrugged and said, “I know no magic. All I did was get a drink for a thirsty soul.” 
This old legend underscores a great truth that is written large in the scriptures: greed and selfishness bring pain and suffering, but love brings healing and life. We see it here in Mark 5 as Jesus reaches out to the hemorrhaging woman and the daughter of Jairus: has the power to heal. (Collected Sermons, James W. Moore, ChristianGlobe Networks, Inc., 2004, 0-000-0000-15)
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