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I had been stuck in that bed for such a long time. Unable to care for myself, let alone anyone 

else. Unable to shake the fever that had me in its grips and wouldn’t let me go. 

 

Have you been that sick before? So sick that the days blur together, the days and the nights 

becoming one long haze punctuated by shifts in light and sound. The chirping of the birds 

mark the transition from night to day to night again, their songs welcoming the sun and the 

moon into the sky. This is the new measure of time when you are that sick. 

 

Day after day my body ached, hot from fever. Day after day I had the same view from my 

bed. I struggled to remember what it was like to be well, to not ache, to go about my daily 

tasks without so much as a thought as to just how extraordinary it all was. I wondered if I 

would ever be able to go about these extraordinary, ordinary tasks again.    

 

My son-in-law, Simon, hadn’t had a spare breath to tell us about Jesus, but we had heard the 

murmurs around town. Jesus was wasting no time after arriving on the scene, almost out of 

nowhere. It was like he knew that there wasn’t much time to do all the things he wanted to 

do. I got that urgency, perhaps for the first time in my life, stuck in that bed.    

 

But what did he mean, exactly? “The time is fulfilled, and the kingdom of God has come 

near; repent, and believe in the good news.” How did he know?  

 

Simon got swept up by Jesus like one of the fish in his nets--there’s no other way to 

describe it. His brother, Andrew, too, and then James and John. Bless his heart, they left 

poor Zebedee behind on the shore, they were in such a hurry to follow Jesus. There was 

something about him--the way he spoke, the way he carried himself, the way he was just so 

sure. And that’s what we’re all looking for, isn’t it? To believe in something bigger than 

ourselves deep down in our bones...to feel grounded, connected, secure. Rooted. Loved. 

Sure. 

 

It was almost like he knew a secret, a secret that he wanted to tell, a secret that was too 

good not to tell, but somehow he couldn’t or wouldn’t. Not fully, at least.  

 

Looking back on it, though, he gave us hints. That first day in Capernaum, for example. The 

Sabbath day that people are still talking about--the Sabbath day that I met Jesus, although a 
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lot happened that day before I met him. His teaching in the synagogue with such authority--

with such sureness--that at once separated him from the scribes. He knew what the people 

needed to hear, and knew how to say it in a way that they could hear it. It was like they 

were hearing these familiar texts for the first time. I so wish I had been there. 

 

And then--then. Then that man with the unclean spirit appeared. And just as sure as his 

teaching, Jesus swiftly cast out the unclean spirit and rebuked it. He didn’t waste a moment. 

 

And neither did Simon. He’s a good man, sometimes in spite of himself, and he’s a good son-

in-law. He was worried about me and my sickness even while he had been swept up in 

following Jesus. “Jesus,” I can almost hear him say, “Jesus, come to my house. I have 

someone you need to meet.” 

 

He walked into the house and I knew. I knew he was different, even though he looked so 

ordinary, like Simon. There was just that something about him. 

 

He came over to my bedside, and took my hand, and lifted me up. And then... I was free. 

Free from my aches and pains. Free from the fever and the delirium. Free from the confines 

of that damn bed.  

 

I. was. free. And so I responded the best way I knew how--I served them. 

 

You worry that my anonymity and my service point to my lower social status as a woman, 

and I greatly appreciate your concern. Believe me, I do. But I want you to know that while 

your concern is appreciated, it is not necessary.   

 

I am nameless because I can be anyone and everyone. To name me would be to limit me. I 

am me, but I can also be you.  

 

I served them because I was so incredibly grateful to be able to serve, to contribute, to 

nurture once again. I served them because the God who knit me together--the great God 

who created the heavens and the very hairs on my head--restored me to health and 

wholeness. I had my life back. 

 

I do not know what I did to deserve such a gift. Honestly, I don’t think that’s how it all 

works. I do not pretend to understand it, but I do know one thing: I cannot believe that God 

uses sickness as punishment, or that there are some people that God chooses to ignore. 

Nothing--nothing-- can separate us from the love of God...of this (and maybe only this) I am 

sure.  
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While my life felt like it was moving in slow motion, Jesus wasn’t slowing down one bit. 

That night, at our house, the whole city showed up, and you would not believe how many 

people needed healing from sickness and demons. It was everyone I knew, all at our house 

that night. Turns out we all needed the healing that he offered. 

 

That poor man was exhausted though. The next morning before the birds welcomed the 

sun once again, he went off to pray in a quiet place, away from it all. Can you blame him?  

 

I think that was another hint he gave us, another hint about that secret that he couldn’t 

quite share out loud. It wasn’t as obvious a hint, which is why I think Simon didn’t quite get 

it, bless his heart.  

 

Jesus wandered off to pray instead of sticking around to do what the others thought he 

should be doing.  

 

And that was what was so incredible about Jesus--he chose to listen to that still small voice 

of God in the early hours of the morning instead of the voices of Simon and his companions 

and the whole city that was still back at my house. He was free from the grip of their fear 

and anxiety, and that freedom allowed him to stay true to his mission, to who God created 

and called him to be. And I think the only way he could do this was by taking the time to go 

off and pray alone. Maybe that’s why he was so sure. Maybe that’s why we were all so 

drawn to him.   

 

They left as quickly as they came. Jesus still had plenty to do, and wanted to do it as quickly 

as he could.  

 

I must admit that my initial joy at being well again comes and goes. More often than not, the 

ordinary tasks of my daily life feel nothing close to extraordinary--how quickly we forget 

that each day is a gift!  

 

But there are some days, when the light is just right, or the birds announce the coming of 

dusk, or when something beautiful or terrible happens...there are some days that I am 

stopped in my tracks, reminded once again how precious this life truly is. Reminded of the 

ways that my Creator is still creating in my midst, and the ways that I am never separated 

from that eternal love that connects me to all of creation.  

 

And once again, I am free. Free to serve, to pray, to bask in the glory of that love. May it 

never fully let me go. 

 

Amen.    
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