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July 8, 2007 

Galatians 6:1-6; 2 Kings 5:1-14 

Sermon: “He Will Heal You of All Your Diseases.” Rev. Bob Jack 

Text: “Elisha sent a message to Naaman, saying, „Go, wash in the  

 Jordan seven times…and you shall be clean.” 

 

I‟ve got great news for any of you who ever doubted your 

mother‟s wisdom and advice: She was right, after all. I‟m talking 

about the “five-second rule” specifically. You remember that rule, 

don‟t you? My mother used to say to us, if you drop something on 

the ground and pick it up within five seconds it‟s still okay to eat 

it.  

Well, now, it seems that a team of researchers at the 

University of Connecticut recently conducted a test, in which they 

dropped food on the cafeteria floor and left it there for designated 

periods of time, ranging from five seconds up to 5 minutes. Then 

they took that food back to the lab for analysis. Remarkably, they 

found that food left on the floor for up to thirty seconds showed 

little bacterial infection; almost none. But beyond thirty seconds, 

on up to five minutes, well – you don‟t want to ask! 
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Personally, I think I‟ll still just throw mine away. No 

disrespect for my mother! 

On a more serious note, this past week Nicholas Kristof of 

the NY Times wrote an editorial column on one of the most 

insidious conditions ever to afflict the human race. It doesn‟t start 

with tiny, little germs found on cafeteria floors, but with tiny 

worms – ring worms, tape worms, hook worms, and other 

intestinal parasites – found in human bodies. And millions of 

people, mostly children, are dying every year of the diseases 

caused by those worms.  

Much celebrity attention gets focused on HIV or AIDS, and 

billions of dollars in treatment programs, and that‟s OK, because it 

causes about 3 million deaths a year. But did you know that some 

600 million people suffer today because of worms. And millions of 

them, mostly children, will die this year. 

Kristof says that the treatment for worms, unlike that for 

AIDS, is pathetically cheap – only 50 cents per person per year! 

“This is a chunk of global health that we can fix for almost 
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nothing,” Kristof observes. I‟ll spare you the gory details of what 

happens to people when they are suffering from the many types of 

afflictions brought on by worms. It‟s ugly stuff. If you‟re interested 

in learning more, go read his editorial in the NY Times this past 

week.  

Let me just add this: If you‟re not supporting an organization 

like World Vision, which has a distinctive Christian witness as 

well as providing medical health (de-worming) to children in 

Africa and Asia – well, you need to consider doing so. We 

Christians living in America have it far too easy. We have no idea 

what Christians in other lands are going through. But we can help. 

I hope you consider doing something about it. World Vision is a 

great place to start. (Carol and I sponsor child/send funds).  

Naaman was a powerful Syrian general, a big man, a 

victorious king. But Naaman had a problem, a very big problem. 

He suffered with leprosy, a dreaded, incurable skin disease. So the 

story begins with a great person, a person on the top, who has a 
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huge problem. Rich and mighty though he may be, Naaman cannot 

gain victory over a small parasite that has invaded his body.  

Then the story moves to a little slave girl who has been 

carried off from Israel after Syria won a battle there. She tells 

Naaman the King that he ought to go see Elisha, a prophet back in 

Israel, who can find a cure for his disease.  

Why should big Naaman listen to this little slave girl‟s 

advice? Well, he does. Maybe he‟s desperate. Maybe he intuits that 

she might be on to something. At any rate, Naaman heads out of 

big, powerful Syria for little, puny, out-of-the-way Israel.  

Naaman arrives at Elisha‟s little country cottage, maybe 

expecting to meet some sophisticated sage, some exotic guru who 

would recite a secret incantation over him and heal him on the 

spot. Instead, he meets up with a lowly servant because Elisha 

won‟t even come in person to meet with this king who has traveled 

so far. The servants tells Naaman: “Go, wash seven times in the 

Jordan River.” 
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Naaman is incensed! He‟s never, ever been so insulted 

before. I‟ve come all this way and you don‟t even examine me, 

then you tell me to go wash in this muddy little creek you call a 

river (which, by the way, is nothing compared with all the great 

rivers in Syria). Naaman heads for home in a huff! 

And again it is a lowly servant who dares to confront this 

great man: “If that Jewish prophet had asked you to do something 

hard, something great and demanding, wouldn‟t you have done it? 

Then why, O king, don‟t you do this simple thing that is asked of 

you?” 

Friends, haven‟t you ever been in a similar predicament? I 

have. I go to the doctor because I feel miserable – achy, feverish, 

real sick. I tell the doctor these things hoping he‟ll prescribe some 

high-powered prescription to make my blues go away. But, no; he 

says that all I‟ve got is a common cold.  

“A cold! Well, give me something for it,” I demand. 

“Sorry,” he says. “No cure for the common cold. Go home, 

get some rest, drink plenty of fluids.” 
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“That‟s all you can do for?” I fuss. “Tell me to drink lots of 

liquid? My mother could have told me the same thing!” 

“And your mother would be right,” says the doctor. 

So I charge out of there, check book in one hand, receipt in 

the other. And I swear I‟ll never go to that doctor again.  

“OKay, okay, okay,” says Naaman to his servant. “I‟ll go 

back to that muddy creek and wash in its waters.” 

And when he does – when he clambers back up its banks, 

guess what? His skin is “like that of a little child.” He‟s healed! 

Fifteen years ago, on a hot, sultry summer day at about five 

in the afternoon, I was out jogging when I had a heart attack – or, 

at least what seemed like a heart attack . . . Chelation treatments, 

which is an alternative medicine approach to heart disease using IV 

injections of a synthetic amino acid to “bust up” the calcium and 

platelet deposits that form blockages in the arteries around the 

heart . . . 

During one of the chelation treatments, I was sitting next to a 

distinguished doctor from The Bowman-Gray Medical Center in 
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Winston-Salem, who had a story of heart disease similar to my 

own, and who was himself undergoing chelation. And he asked me 

never to reveal his name outside that office because, you see, 

chelation is still considered an alternative treatment, not approved 

by the American Medical Association, although it uses drugs that 

are FDA approved. So, can you imagine the scandal if the medical 

establishment at his hospital had gotten word that this 

distinguished colleague had forsaken the halls of traditional 

medicine to undergo an alternative method of treatment? 

I know of another person, an influential and successful 

businessman who had everything, but he was an alcoholic. For 

years, he was able to cover it up, hide it. Finally, at the end of his 

rope, having tried several fancy, expensive treatment centers, he 

tried AA. He walked into a church hall on a Wednesday night. The 

air was filled with smoke; a group of forlorn, variously dressed 

folk sat around in a circle. His initial response was to turn and run 

– not his kind of people. But one guy in a natty, plaid shirt walked 



 8 

over to him, shook his hand, and said, “How long‟ve you been a 

drunk?” 

“It was one of the most humiliating moments in my life,” he 

says now, many years later. But on that night his healing began. 

You know, maybe like Naaman, you and I have to be a bit 

humiliated before we can find the way toward healing those things 

that ail us. Maybe we‟ve got to, if not hit rock bottom, at least be 

on our way down. Down from our high and lofty perch, down from 

our self-designated self-sufficiency, down toward an honest 

admission of how dependent we really need to be on God and on 

other people to help us through this life. 

I‟ve sat next to some pretty successful, pretty important 

people in hospital rooms. And it‟s fascinating to witness the 

transformation – to watch these big and important people taken out 

of their positions of authority and success in the world, and placed 

in a situation of being utterly dependent on the skills of a bunch of 

strangers – nurses, technicians, maids and janitors – people who 

have less education, less income, less prestige than they. Yet now, 
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they have all the power, they call the shots, they give orders, and 

they hold this person‟s life in their hands. 

It‟s in moments like these that we find ourselves letting go of 

the tight grip we have on ourselves. We yield, of necessity, to the 

care of others, simply because we have to. We find that we‟re not 

nearly as big and as powerful and as self-sufficient as we once 

thought. We experience the truth that we are not self-made 

individuals. That many others had a hand in making us who we 

are. And our healing comes not from digging down deeper within 

us, but in reaching out and being pulled, being called, being saved 

by another. 

Anne Lamott writes of such things in her book Traveling 

Mercies, which is really a testimonial to her Christian faith. She 

was raised in a well-educated, relatively affluent family on the 

West Coast. She had learned well the lessons that we are self-

sufficient, potentially powerful people who have within us all that 

we need to make it through life. She says, “I was raised by my 

parents to believe that you had a moral obligation to try to save the 
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world.” But there‟s a flip side to that creed. “God forbid that 

someone should ever think I needed help. I was a Lamott – 

Lamotts give help.” 

But Anne discovered that she needed help, and lots of it. 

Beginning as a teenager, she gradually sunk into complete 

dependency on drugs and alcohol. Her life came completely 

unglued. Although she had been raised in a family that practiced a 

king of benign atheism, she was rather annoyed and appalled to 

find herself drawn toward Christian faith. Here‟s what she says, 

I thought about my life and my brilliant hilarious 

progressive friend. I thought about what everyone 

would think of me if I became a Christian, and it 

seemed an utterly impossible thing that simply could 

not be allowed to happen. I turned to the wall and said 

out loud, “I would rather die.” . . . One week later, 

when I went back to church, I was so hungover that I 

couldn‟t stand up for the songs, and this time I stayed 

for the sermon, which I just thought was so ridiculous, 

like someone trying to convince me of the existence of 

extraterrestrials, but the last song was so deep and raw 

and pure that I could not escape. It was as if the people 

were singing in between the notes, weeping and joyful 

at the same time, and I felt like their voices or 

something was rocking me in its bosom, holding me like 

a scared kid, and I opened up to the feeling – and it 

washed over me (Pp. 49-50). 
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She was healed. It “washed over” her, like the muddy River 

Jordan. In a little Presbyterian Church just outside of San 

Francisco, mostly African-American, this smart, oh so smart, 

drunken and sickly woman was washed clean, healed, restored, 

saved. 

I don‟t know why God tends to work in this way. But he 

does. Jesus said, “I have not come to save the righteous, but the 

sinners,” because, “those who are well don‟t need a doctor – only 

those who are sick.” And that‟s all of us, folks; every last one of 

us, if we‟re honest. 

So, if you think you have it all, you‟re a big shot, on the top 

of the world, but . . . there‟s just this one teeny, little habit, this 

„itsy-bitsy‟ tendency, this small mess that you can‟t get clear of – 

then expect a healing. If you come to Jesus. And like Naaman‟s 

healing, it may come in some muddy little creek, so to speak, at the 

hands of someone insignificant, someone you‟d never, ever suspect 

of having any influence in your life at all. 
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When someone came once upon a time from a dusty, little 

nothing-of-a-place in Israel and stood among us, they complained, 

“Can anything good ever come out of Nazareth?”  

But they were wrong. Jesus the Great Physician, the one who 

heals all our diseases, and takes away our sin, bids us – bids you, 

all of you – to enter the waters of healing, and through him to have 

life, and life eternal. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


