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Rev. Kristie W. Finley 

Sermon February 7, 2021 

“The Costliness of Healing” 

 

 

Prayer for Illumination 

 

Our Lord and our God, 

now as we hear your Word,  

fill us with your Holy Spirit. 

Soften our hearts that we may delight in your presence. 

Sharpen our minds that we may discern your truth.  

Shape our wills that we may desire your ways. 

Through Jesus Christ, our Lord. Amen. 

 

Our scripture today is from the Gospel of Mark 1: 29-39 

 

As soon as they left the synagogue, they entered the house of Simon and Andre w, 

with James and John. Now Simon’s mother-in-law was in bed with a fever, and they told 

him about her at once. He came and took her by the hand and lifted her up. Then the fever 

left her, and she began to serve them. 

That evening, at sunset, they brought to him all who were sick or possessed with 

demons. And the whole city was gathered around the door. And he cured many who were 

sick with various diseases, and cast out many demons; and he would not permit the demons 

to speak, because they knew him. 

In the morning, while it was still very dark, he got up and went out to a deserted place, and 

there he prayed. And Simon and his companions hunted for him. When they found him, 

they said to him, ‘Everyone is searching for you.’ He answered, ‘Let us go on to the 

neighboring towns, so that I may proclaim the message there also; for that is what I came 

out to do.’ And he went throughout Galilee, proclaiming the message in their synagogues 

and casting out demons. 

 

This is the word of the Lord. 

 

I think that sometimes, in the Gospel of Mark, we need to take it one verse at a time. 

Mark seems anxious to get us the story as fast as possible. He writes with the urgency of a 

child wanting to share a story. Here in these 10 verses we hear of Jesus healing Simon’s 

mother-in-law (on the Sabbath no less,) and healing those crowded at the door in the 

evening. Jesus takes off to pray, and when the disciples hunt him down to go back to heal 

the people in town, he gives them his message about what is to happen, and it is not to go 
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back to Capernaum, but to go to the neighboring towns and throughout Galilee, preaching 

and healing.  

 

There is so much in this text to preach on. Prayer, healing, and preaching. This week 

the need for healing called mightily to me, my own need for healing, gripped me, this is 

where I felt God calling us today. 

Continually talking about the pandemic, or politics, the two forces that have 

occupied our focus and attention these past 10 months is exhausting, but we can’t escape 

from them. In these two topics we see the need for healing, the unrelenting call to care for 

each other, no matter what side of the fence we are on. We are more than exhausted, many 

feel wrung dry. The light at the end of the tunnel, the vaccine, has become one more stressor 

for us, not necessarily a relief. People are spending countless hours online or on the phone 

searching for an appointment. So many are waiting at home praying to get a vaccine, to 

finally be released from their isolation. This all-consuming task has our anxiety ramped up 

even higher. The need for the healing of bodies, minds and spirits has never been greater.  

One healing action that has proven effective is the telling of our stories. Which 

means listening to each other’s stories. Listening, not debating, trying to change the others 

view, or trying to get our story in first. To heal together we must know each other’s stories. 

This creates a communal memory. Which grows and expands as we invite others in to tell 

their stories. This is an opportunity to offer healing as we share our lives and our faith. 

Psychotherapist Gerald May has written extensively on the importance of community in the 

healing process and this quote is a beautiful illustration. Dr. May says:  

“God’s grace through community involves something far greater than other people’s 

support and perspective. The power of grace is nowhere as brilliant nor mystical as in 

communities of faith. It’s power includes not just love that comes from people and 

through people but love that pours forth among people, as if through the very spaces 

between one person and the next. Just to be in such an atmosphere is to be bathed in 

healing power.1” 

 

We saw that power in our Wednesday Night Suppers that began just eight short 

weeks before the pandemic locked us down. Eight weeks is not long, but in those weeks a 

new sense and vision of community was birthed. We added to our communal memory. 

People now talk about those nights as if it had been part of our fabric from the beginning. 

Simple food and fellowship healed us, connected us again after we had been separated then.  

I witnessed the power of healing through listening to stories in the work we did in 

Ocean Springs, Mississippi after Hurricane Katrina. The community had experienced a 

shared trauma, and the people there needed to share it. I was most touched by the school 

superintendent’s administrative assistant Cindy. I arrived early for a meeting and sat with 

Cindy as I waited. We had been desperately looking for a place large enough for our senior 

                                                           
1 Gerald G. May, Addiction and Grace (San Francisco: Harper & Row),173. 
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high work trip to stay in the coming summer, so I was on a mission. But, something in 

Cindy’s hesitancy to share her story got my attention. She said her story was not important 

because she hadn’t suffered as much as many of the others. She felt she didn’t have the right 

to talk about it because it wasn’t bad enough.  

I encouraged her to tell her story, and as she spoke, a tiny fraction of the pain and 

sorrow she had experienced and continued to experience fell away. Listening, just listening 

is hard. We want to inject ourselves into the story, tell them we can relate because we have 

had a similar experience. But, to heal, people need to tell their story, without interruption. 

We learned to listen in Mississippi because we had nothing to compare to the experiences 

there. When you hear someone talk of swimming out the second floor window with their 

son, and finding a telephone pole to cling while waiting for rescue, we had no words, we 

could only reach out with our presence.  In our stories our prayers for healing and recovery, 

for restoration, for ourselves or others to be made whole are offered.  

God’s sight and ours are not the same. Health and healing from disease are not the 

only signs of God’s presence. Jesus is not afraid of disease or demons; he walks right into 

the mess of life. Jesus offers his presence. Just as he is not afraid to eat with sinners and 

outcasts – the undesirables. Jesus shows us in these stories that he loves us, that he does not 

fear the ugliness that life holds, that he is present with us. It is not too costly for Jesus to 

stand with the pain, is it for us? 

Can we see that in God’s desire for us to be in community, God is giving us a gift? 

We need to grasp each other’s hands, to say the prayers for others that they are unable to 

say, to just sit, when that is all we can do and listen, even if it is in silence. Is that not 

enough? Can it be enough? 

Jeff Hensel, a child of this church, called last week grieving the loss of one of the 

patients he cared for at the rehabilitation and care facility where he works. A man there had 

been wasting away, he wasn’t eating. No one could get him to eat, so one of the nurses 

asked Jeff to sit with him and have lunch, to see if he could encourage him to eat. Jeff has 

an infectious spirit, and soon this gentleman had eaten his entire meal! So, Jeff continued to 

eat with him. He would pull his chair up to the table, as a friend, and he would eat with him 

and engage him in conversation. This was Jeff’s lunch hour, time for himself, but Jeff 

reached out to this man and offered him a healing hand. This man was not a regular of 

Jeff’s and so when he passed away last week Jeff just happened to be at the facility on his 

day off, to attend a meeting. Jeff felt that this was a God sighting. He was there to bear 

witness to this man’s life. In Jeff’s story, I realized the need of the healthcare workers to 

share their stories. They are losing patients, and they need to grieve this, with others. We 

cannot turn away from their stories. Jeff has offered the grace and love of God to others by 

reaching out his hand. Can we? Maybe one of your stories will be of helping someone to 

navigate vaccine registration. 

We can participate in the healing of our community, our country, and our world. If 

we follow the healing of Jesus, as we see in Simon’s mother-in-law after she is healed. His 
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healing brought her back into relationship with her community. Before she was alone and 

sick, when Jesus heals her she is able to once again offer hospitality to those around her. She 

welcomes them. She offers the grace and compassion of Jesus. 

Today we share in more stories that will enrich our communal memory. We will tell 

David Alexander about his baptism, about when he joined in Christ’s family, our family. 

We tell again the story of Jesus’ love for us in the sharing of communion. Soon we will be 

together again. We will celebrate the lives of those we have lost in the past year, and share 

their stories. The Rummage sorters will gather in the sorting room and share stories. 

Wednesday Night Suppers will be back. When you rejoin the table, linger a little longer over 

supper, listen to the stories of others, and share your own. Reach out, as Jesus reaches out to 

those in need of healing, as we heal as a community and then reach out to the broader 

community to be a part of the continued healing. How appropriate that we will soon begin 

our Lenten journey to Listen: for the still small voice of God. Surely it will help us listen for 

the voices of God’s children too. 

 

Pray with me, 

Jesus, the offer of your hand to Simon’s mother-in-law, your healing of her to join in your 

service and to return to her community. Let that be our vision as we move forward. The 

reaching out in love, your love. Amen 


