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     I am the leper.  I am the one who came up to Jesus and asked Him to heal me, right at the very 

beginning of His ministry.  Now do you have any idea what being a leper means?  In one way, how could 

you-you don’t have the skin disease of leprosy in your world anymore!  But I think you can still 

understand that being a leper means that you are rejected, that no one wants to have anything to do 

with you, and so I was always in a lot of emotional pain, and maybe you do know something about that 

from your own life.   

     Now I want to make it clear that I wasn’t always a leper-I grew up as a normal kid, with friends to 

hang out with and things to do.  But I will never forget the day my skin first developed this funny looking 

blotch.  I was like 15 years old-I didn’t pay too much attention at first-you know that you get all kinds of 

bruises at that age.  I just tried to cover it up with my clothing, and hoped it would go away.  But it didn’t 

go away-it slowly grew, and I noticed that I was starting to lose my sense of feeling there.  I remember 

when I first showed my Mom the bruise and told her about it-I thought that she might have some 

ointment or potion that could help.  She took one look at it, and then started hugging me, and then 

started crying.  I couldn’t understand what was going on-I said, “Mom, why are you crying?”  She just 

shook her head, but when my Dad came in later, they talked long into the night in whispers, and that is 

when I knew I was in trouble. 

     Now the next day, they took me to the priest, and he told me and my parents that I had leprosy.  Now 

I had seen lepers-they were these awful looking people who hung together outside of the village, and 

whenever anyone approached, they were required to yell, “Unclean, unclean, stay away!” They would 

often cry out for food or money when you walked by them on the road, but I never gave them anything-I 

just walked to the other side and didn’t even look back.   I had always been told that leprosy is a highly 

contagious disease, so I never wanted to have anything to do with them.  I certainly never thought that I 

would become a leper-nobody else in our family was a leper-it must be something that just happens to 

other people. 

     Yet somehow I must have had contact with one, maybe even someone who didn’t know they were a 

leper yet, and now I was one of them.  The priest told me that since leprosy was such a highly 

contagious disease, I had to move out of my parent’s home, and leave my village, and go to the leper’s 

colony located up the road, and I had to do it today.  I was numb-I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.  

All throughout that fateful day, my Mom was crying, my Dad was crying, even some of my sisters and 

brothers and friends were crying-and I cried more that day than I ever thought possible. 

     And from that day on, I lived the life of a leper.  Slowly, my body became more and more disfigured-

at first, my friends would come to the leper colony to leave me food and money, but they came less and 

less often as my condition got worse and worse.  My family were the only ones that stuck it out, but 

they had their own problems to deal with too.  Really the only relationship I had was with the other 

lepers because when you are a leper, all of the other differences that you may have with other people 

seem to pale in comparison.  We were all forbidden to approach anyone directly, but we would cry out 

to people alongside the road for a little food or money.   If they felt compassionate, they would leave it 



by the side of the road, and then we would come over and get it after they passed by.  All during those 

awful years, I just felt emotionally dead inside, like an animal trying to survive.  I certainly wasn’t 

allowed to go to the Temple or have anything to do with God or religious people since I was viewed as 

unclean and dirty and unworthy of God’s love.  Ever felt that way yourself?  That you are unworthy of 

God’s love?  Then you know how I felt, and maybe you feel that way this morning.  And yet somehow, 

deep down inside of me, I believed that God had not given up on me, even if it did look that way to 

everyone else. 

          So one day my fellow lepers and I heard people talking about a new teacher named Jesus, and 

then we heard another person talking about him, and then a few other people.  Someone we knew then 

came up on the road by us the following day, someone who often left us alms for us by the side of the 

road, and he said to us that this new teacher named Jesus had an amazing gift of healing.  You won’t 

believe this, but I heard this from my brother-in-law that next door in the village of Capernaum, Jesus 

healed a man who was mentally troubled in the synagogue, and then He healed the mother-in-law of 

one of His new disciples from a fever.  But the really amazing thing happened the following evening at 

sunset-it was as if when the day’s heat finally started draining away, everyone decided to bring to Jesus 

the sick and mentally troubled people in the village, and they all gathered by the door where He was 

staying.  And Jesus healed all these people-He made them all right!  I know that it sounds impossible, 

but my brother-in-law tells me that it happened-he was there!  Hey, you are a bunch of lepers, you 

should really go check this Jesus out!  Just trying to be helpful! 

     Well, all of us were really intrigued by this, but a few of the other lepers said, “No, don’t listen to that 

guy!  He is just getting our hopes up!  Nobody has the power to heal people like that.   I can promise you 

that this new teacher Jesus is probably just doing this as some sort of a money scam, that it is all just a 

set up to take in gullible people!”  Now, it was certainly true that over the years we had heard about 

various doctors and healers who would make our leprosy better, and many of us had tried going to 

these various people, and spent our money trying to get well, and nothing had ever worked.  But I was 

still drawn to this Jesus-you cannot begin to understand the physical pain and the hurt and the 

emotional pain in my life-I didn’t care if I did get my hopes up and they were dashed-I wanted to find 

Him, and I didn’t care if anybody else was going to go with me. 

     Well, so I headed out, and I would call to people who were walking on the other side of the road from 

me, “Hey, have you heard of that new teacher named Jesus?  Have you seen Him?  Do you have any idea 

about where to find him?”  And soon enough, I found enough people who had seen or heard of Him to 

be led to right where He and His disciples were.  The first sign that it was Jesus up ahead was that there 

was a crowd of people on the road, and they all seemed to be surrounding someone, and people told 

me that that is Jesus, that’s him!”  And I chose to just follow along at the back of the crowd for awhile, 

being a leper and not wanting to get too close to anyone, but at one point, the whole group took a break 

to get some water and eat something, and I could see my chance.  As Jesus walked off the road to take a 

piece of bread from someone, I just came up next to him, and I fell down on my knees, and I begged 

Him, I really begged Him, “Jesus, if you want to, you can cleanse me.”   

     I just knew in my heart that I didn’t need to provide any more explanation than that-He could already 

see that I was a leper, and I wanted Him to understand that I didn’t just want to be healed, I wanted to 

become clean, I wanted to be emotionally restored again.  Maybe you have been or today are in the 

situation where you are feeling exhausted and burnt out inside, where you just don’t have the answers, 



and you want to be clean.   Now I was well aware of the fact that most people, faced with a leper 

dropping down and kneeling before them, would recoil away and yell angrily at them for putting them at 

risk of contamination, but that is not what Jesus did.  Instead, He put out His hand towards me, and I 

could see that He was deeply moved.  And then He actually touched me, on my shoulder right here and 

said, “I want to.  Be clean!” 

     Now I can’t remember the last time anyone touched me other than one of the other lepers-it must 

have been my dear sweet parents on that day when they brought me before the priest.  It was such a 

wonderful sensation to feel the touch of Jesus’ hand on my body, to know the feeling of human contact 

again.  But what an even more wonderful sensation when the scales and bruises on my skin just fell 

away, and my skin felt clean again.  I was healed!  As I was just beginning to realize what happened, 

Jesus said to me “See that you say nothing to anyone, but go, show yourself to the priest, and offer for 

your cleansing what Moses commanded, as a testimony to them.”   

     Now we as lepers all knew that if you were ever cleansed of leprosy, which of course hardly ever 

happened, you would supposed to go show yourself to a priest, and you would pay them a sum of 

money, and they would certify that you were indeed healed and could go back and live in your village 

like a normal person so I understood why Jesus told me to do that, but I couldn’t believe that Jesus said 

to me “Say nothing to anyone”-how could I not?  I just won the lottery-I was healed of leprosy!  I was 

grabbing people left and right to tell them-I was yelling out to any lepers I ran into on the road-go see 

Jesus!  He healed me!  I couldn’t wait to go home to my family and friends and tell them the news-Jesus 

made me well!  My leprosy is gone!  Can you believe it?  Everybody was in shock, and so full of joy, and 

it didn’t take long for them all to take themselves or some sick relative or friend to try to find Jesus-

everybody wanted the healing that I experienced. 

     Now I am told that Jesus was no longer able to move freely in and out of the town, because of what I 

did, because so many people were looking for Him from all over.  But I’m not sorry!  I was healed!  You 

know, I hear that in your world, sometimes people question the healings of Jesus-aren’t they just 

legends and myths?  Aren’t all of these miracles scientifically impossible?  Well, I’m no scientist, but I 

can only speak from my own experience, and from the experience of hundreds and thousands of other 

people that Jesus healed-believe me-those huge crowds would not have been following Jesus for any 

other reason-He did have the power to heal, both physically and spiritually.  I give Him the honor and 

praise today, Amen. 


