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I recently did a wedding for what I call my second family. I officiated my best friend/sister’s 

wedding a few years ago, and just this past weekend I officiated her sister’s wedding. I got to see 

their parents, who are like parents to me (they put up with my teenage dirtbag phase, I lived with 

them for a while when I was working through university, they were there to pick me up after my 

first marriage to an abusive man double my age fell apart, they have been there for all three of 

my kids, the list goes on.)  

 

The wedding was just packed with fun. Filled with tear jerking wedding vows, pictures of 

smiling loved ones, the bride dressed in a gorgeous white rose petal dress, and so so much 

dancing. Not good dancing, on my part, but dancing nonetheless.  

 

Everyone was so elated and I just couldn’t help but go around and gush about how much I loved 

each of them. It had been 4 years since I had seen them last, and I had to make up for years of 

being away… I’m pretty sure my little brother was sick of me gushing!  

 

But, as quickly as it came, it ended. The next day everyone packed up to go and we had to say 

our goodbyes. I was an absolute wreck. Just bawling, shaking, hugging everyone goodbye, 

telling them all how much I loved them, biding my time because I didn’t want to leave them. 

And I definitely didn’t want to drive the 6.5 hours home. That whole drive home I was listening 

to 80s and 90s country music that spontaneously triggered another fit of tears. I just love them so 

much and I didn’t want to leave them again. I even called my best friend as she was driving 

home to tell her just how much I love her, her husband, and my little nephew… again. After a 

fun and love filled weekend, it was hard to see it end.  

 

In the gospel story today, there are 10 people infected with leprosy, and they are crying out to 

Jesus for mercy, for reprieve, a little break from the pain of their illness. My heart honestly 

breaks for these people with leprosy because since the day they contracted the disease, they 

would not have been able to know joy like I did at the wedding.  

 

They would have been strictly isolated. As people beginning to come out on the other side of a 

pandemic, isolation for the last few years is a well-known experience. It is lonely, heart and soul 

crushing. These 10 people would have been even more isolated than we were during covid. They 

would have been excluded from an entire community – pushed behind the city walls in some 

borderland.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



NOBODY was allowed to touch them because if they did touch them, they would have made 

themselves “unclean.” They would not be able to enter places of worship, they would not be able 

to work to earn food or shelter. They would not be able to find comfort or rest in proper medical 

care. These 10 people would have been in torment mentally and physically… I mean infection 

can lead to damage of the nerves, respiratory tract, skin, and eyes. This nerve damage may result 

in a lack of ability to feel pain, which can lead to the loss of parts of a person's extremities from 

repeated injuries or infection through unnoticed wounds. So, my heart breaks just thinking how 

much these people craved mercy, craved community, and family. Craved so badly to have the 

love, happiness, and freedom I had the privilege of having at the wedding.  

 

And, honestly, our egos might have us think that if we were finally cured from our disease: if our 

backs stopped hurting, long or short covid lifted, cancer disappeared, painful injuries were 

healed, etc. that of course we would be the one running back to Jesus saying “thank you, thank 

you, thank you” and prostrating ourselves at his feet. Yet, in reality, I think I might be like those 

other 9 people.  

 

It doesn’t say exactly what the other 9 did, just that they didn’t return to Jesus to say thank you. I 

can easily imagine what I would do in their situation! If after years of pain and rotting flesh were 

suddenly gone, I would be running straight to the dance floor to dance all night! After years of 

not being able to touch anyone, I would be hugging and kissing all my loved ones and telling 

them how much I missed them. After years of being excluded from community, I would want to 

throw a big party for everyone and probably bawl my eyes out at the overwhelming love and 

excitement. I don’t even think I would go to church! Afterall, I had last Sunday off and I was so 

busy having fun with my loved ones that I hadn’t seen in so long that I definitely did not attend a 

worship service on Sunday.  

 

I’m just sayin… most of us would rather celebrate with loved ones, family, and friends than run 

back to Jesus on the dusty old road we came from and say thank you.  

 

But one person does. One person goes back to praise Jesus and say thank you. And its not the 

faithful Jew, its not the pure Galilean, its not the person with the highest social standing, its not 

the person we would expect to give thanks. It is the foreigner, the outsider, the Samaritan, the 

(most-likely) non-Jewish, poor immigrant that goes back to Jesus to give thanks.  

 

Likewise, in our context, it would not be the devoted Christian, it would not be the pastor, it 

would not be the white European, it would not be someone with a good or high social standing, it 

would not be the person we expect to go back to Jesus to give thanks. It would most likely not be 

us. It would be the poor, homeless, non-Christian, probably brown-skinned, non-English 

speaking foreigner that would go to Jesus, healed, lie themselves flat at Jesus’ feet and give 

endless thanks. 

 

The gospel of Luke is saying something deeply theological about how our God is a God of great 

reversals. The last will be first, the first will be last, the outcast will be brought back into 

community, those who suffer will find peace, those in marginalized borderlands will be 

welcomed, those who are sick will be healed, those in need of forgiveness will be washed clean, 

those who are silenced will be heard even and especially if nobody wants to hear from them.  



Jesus, time and time again in his ministry, reflects God’s loving attention to the margins. 

 

Rev. Francisco Garcia says, “God in Jesus converts the borderlands between Galilee and Samaria 

from a forbidden wasteland to a sacred place, perhaps even a thin place where the veil between 

the material and spiritual worlds is lifted, and an awareness of their interconnection is more 

deeply known and felt.” 

  

God in Christ converts our borderlands, converts the forbidden wastelands in our own lives and 

in our own communities into a sacred place – perhaps even a thin place! Just think about that! 

The areas of our lives that cause us pain, sickness, suffering, AND the areas of our communities 

where there is suffering, homelessness, and injustice, God enters those places and breaks down 

the walls separating us from God, and brings healing. God enters those areas of suffering and 

plays a great reverse UNO card and makes our wastelands a place where we cry out for mercy 

and find love, stillness, healing, restoration into community, reuniting with loved ones, where we 

find a soothing balm for our souls.  

 

God, through Christ resurrected, converts death to life. God, in Christ, heals us, forgives us, 

loves us, and through baptismal washing and eucharistic feeding restores us into the community 

of the Body of Christ. It is indeed right to give our thanks and praise!  

Amen! 

 

 

 

 


