
 
 
 “Some people…” That’s what the paralyzed men’s friends were called – “some 
people.”  

 If you look off into the distance, through the sea of bodies, you see the mat being 
carried above the crowd by four men, one on each corner. “Pardon me,” “pardon me,” 
they say as they displace the crowd just enough to begin heading for the door. But you 
know how these things are. Even though Mark diplomatically says they could not bring 
him to Jesus “because of the crowd,” you can read between the lines. 

 I was at the Pilgrimage a couple of years ago in a large crowd to hear a musician 
named Jason Isbell. It was hot and we were in close quarters with a lot of other sweaty 
people in the Tennessee September sunshine, all craning our heads to get a good look at 
Jason. Suddenly, a man in front of us lifted his child onto his shoulders so the boy could 
get a better look, thus blocking a good number of us from the view. After a few words 
were shouted his way by a red-faced, sweaty, angry-looking man, he quickly brought the 
child back down to the ground, whispering something in his ear. I wonder if he was 
saying, “Because of the crowd.” 

 The four people and their companion are not going to be allowed to pass through 
the crowd. They are persistent, though, and full of faith. 

 Most of the houses in Capernaum were small and had flat roofs made of a 
combination of dried mud and sticks. They had stairs on the side, so a person could 
quickly get on top to repair it. Even so, it had to be an awkward sight. The four carry the 
mat with the paralyzed man on it, gingerly making their way to the top. 

 Jesus is teaching. The crowds are in the room, at the doorway, spilling out into the 
courtyard. They hear a sound, a scratching noise. Then, some dust falls onto Jesus’s head. 
Everyone looks up, just in time to see a clump of dried mud, followed by a good-sized 
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stick. Now the sunlight comes through, right in Jesus’s eyes, as he looks up and sees the 
outline of four faces peering back. Soon, the mat is right there in front of Jesus, the 
paralyzed man looking up at him, then out at the crowd, then perhaps on the floor at all 
the debris, and him right in the middle of it.  

 As I imagine the scene, Jesus looks from this man lying on a mat back up into the 
silhouetted faces of the four men with amazement. Such faith! “When Jesus saw their 
faith.” Their faith.  

 I am currently binge-listening to a podcast called Someone Knows Something. In 
this series, which is produced by the Canadian Broadcasting Company, David Ridgen 
dives into cold cases with the idea of turning up new evidence to try and get the cases re-
opened or maybe even solve them. The one I’m listening to now is the case of the 1964 
murder of two African-American teenagers in Mississippi in 1964. David Ridgen was 
watching old footage from the news when the nation was fixated on Mississippi and the 
search for missing civil rights leaders. The narrator notes in passing that two African-
American bodies were found in the Mississippi River but were quickly forgotten by the 
searchers, since they weren’t the ones they were looking for. 

 Ridgen was perplexed by this. He went to Mississippi to learn more about these 
nameless victims. He meets one of the victims’ brother, and together they begin asking 
questions – “stirring up a hornet’s nest” is the way some put it.  

 I won’t say more, in case some of you decide to listen to it, but the thing I want to 
focus on here is the persistence of David Ridgen. In every case, he does not stop trying to 
develop leads, he befriends the families of the victims, he becomes their advocate in the 
search for the truth, he becomes emotionally invested. More than one family member said 
to him that they felt everyone – the police, the district attorneys, their friends – had given 
up, and then this stranger from Canada shows up, and everything changes. They are no 
longer alone, no longer without hope.  

 Everyone needs “some people,” like a David Ridgen, like those four men staring 
down at Jesus – people who will not give up, who will not be stopped by the crowds, who 
will, if need be, tear off the roof and lower you into the presence of healing light. 

 Jesus, in the presence of such faith, pronounces a liberating word – “My child, 
your sins are forgiven.” It seems an odd pronouncement. It is not likely the four men who 



lowered the paralyzed man through the roof were doing so for the forgiveness of his sins. 
And the scribes are puzzled as well, questioning silently just who this man thinks he is. 
Only God can forgive sins.  

 So, what is going on here? Perhaps it is best to turn that question back on 
ourselves. What is going on here, at First Presbyterian Church when, early in the service, 
one of your pastor’s steps down to the font and reminds us that we are called to confess, 
to tell the truth about ourselves and the world in which we live? What is going on when 
we all pray, together and in silence, naming our sin and the sin of the world before God? 
And what is going on when the pastor says that in these waters, God has claimed us for 
God’s self, forgiving us. “In the name of Christ, we are all forgiven?” What is going on 
when we do that? 

 We are bringing each other into the presence of Christ to receive from him the 
greatest gift he can offer – forgiveness of all that alienates us from God and one another, 
communion with God. Is there a greater gift Christ can give? Some of us may have 
physical ailments that remain after worship, some of our prayers for others don’t appear 
to be answered in the way we want, some will not be able to take up their mats and walk 
home. But no one goes out of here today without that greatest of gifts – forgiveness of 
sins, reconciliation with God. 

 I’ve known people who were in the hospital in grave condition. I come to visit, and 
all they want to talk about is how meaningful the flowers are that the church sent, how 
overwhelmed they are by the calls and visits and cards…and all the prayers. When we 
share a prayer, the tears will often flow. They may or may not get better, the physical 
struggle may remain for a long time, but something is happening there beyond that 
struggle – they feel themselves lowered by the community into the presence of Christ. 
And in that presence, they know themselves forgiven and whole and loved and accepted 
and profoundly healed in many ways. There is no greater gift. 

 Eventually, our bodies will fail us. One day we will all experience the paralysis of 
death. But the love we have given and received, the communion we have experienced, 
the forgiveness we have received, continues, is eternal, and, in Christ, will carry us home. 

 You’ve heard me tell the story before of my first Sunday serving a church in 
Alabama and a man standing up in the back and cussing at me. His wife was so 
embarrassed and told me so on the way out, told me he had Alzheimer’s Disease and it 



had gotten worse. “This church,” she said, “has been so wonderful to welcome us even 
with the occasional outburst. If it ever gets too much, just say the word and I’ll keep him 
at home.” And so began a wondrous and sometimes fraught relationship. It was on a 
Sunday when this was the text for the day, as I stood and read about the four men 
lowering their friend through the roof that I realized we had a reenactment of this story 
every week. Every Sunday, the roof would crumble and down came Laverne, being held 
by the tether of his beloved wife’s faith, and the generous welcome of the community, by 
“some people,” lowered into the liturgy, into the presence of Christ. 

 I am grateful to serve among a church that is not afraid to tear off the roof for one 
another, not afraid to tear off the roof for those in our community, nation, and world 
paralyzed by fear, insecurity, poverty, war, terror; marginalized and hated because of who 
they are; victims and perpetrators; not afraid to tear off the roof for this world that is not 
yet as God intends, and lower them, with deep faith, into the presence of the One with life 
in his words, the One even now at work in us, in the world, saying, “Son, daughter, my 
child, your sins are forgiven. Rise, take up your mat, and walk.” Isn’t it wonderful to 
have “some people?” Isn’t it gratifying to be “some people?” May it be so for us. Amen. 

   

    


