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         Epiphany 4
Just like Jesus: darling of the desperate
[Mark 1:29-34 NLT]

In the beginning…

One day…

Some use words to describe it.

Alexander Solzhenitsyn wrote a book;


he entitled it One day in the life of Ivan Denisovich.

Read that book...


and you learn how Solzhenitsyn himself



-- a prisoner in Soviet gulags --




spent his day suffering.
One day…

Others try to capture it on video.

Steven Stosny – a therapist – tells of one couple


who invited a crew into their home



to film a typical day in their life together.

Oprah Winfrey later showed segments from that video on her TV show.
Watch that video…


and you discover – as millions did –



that the couple spent their day arguing.

One day…

A few take snapshots to show what happens.

A man named Mark has done that.
In fact, he has compiled an album of snapshots,


showing what happened one day after another 

in the life of a country carpenter –

a craftsman named Jesus.

Look at the snapshot that Mark shows us this morning…


and we are taken aback;

we realize that Jesus spent his day healing.

Look again at the picture that Mark shows us this morning;

it looks like so many others in the photo album, doesn’t it?
But then why shouldn’t it?
After all, one third of the pictures 
that Mark has pasted in his album

show Jesus healing.

This carpenter obviously did more than help people remodel their homes;

he spent his days helping people rebuild their lives.

No wonder they flocked to him.

In this “Holy One sent from God”,

the suffering found hope…got healing.

Jesus was the “darling of the desperate”.

This morning, as we study the snapshot that Mark has taken,


we focus first on the desperate people.

Then we turn to look at Jesus,


this “darling” of desperate people.

Darling of the desperate

1)  The desperate
Who are the desperate people in our world?
From China comes the story of a woman 

who believed that she had been singled out to suffer in life.

In desperation, she went to the village elder.

“What do I do?” she cried.

The wise man asked, “Do you really want to know?”
“Yes!” said the woman, “I really do.”

“Then I will tell you,” replied the sage. 


“But before I do, you must find three households where no one has ever suffered.”

The woman accepted the offer and left,

confident that she would return later in the day.

She then went from house to house,


looking for families that had no problems…



individuals that had never suffered.

Several days later she returned.

The wise man asked, “What have you learned?”

“I have learned,” said the woman, “that I am not alone.”
In China, it appears that

the entire village is affected…

every family is dysfunctional…
every household included individuals who had issues.

Who then are the desperate people in our world?

In the snapshot that Mark shows us, 
it was “the whole town”.

Jesus was planning to spend a quiet Sabbath afternoon at the home of some friends.

Even the mother-in-law wouldn’t hassle the boys;


she was sick in bed.

But as the Sabbath day ended, so did the solitude.
Mark tells us:

the whole town gathered at the door… [Mark 1:33 NIV]


the people bought to Jesus all the sick and demon-possessed. [Mark 1:32 NIV]
In the Holy Land, it seems that

no household in the village was immune…
each family had someone who was diseased or disturbed…

everyone was desperate for help.

Again, who are the desperate people in our world?

Every morning, our news programs and newspapers publish the problems for the day.

Your name isn’t mentioned…

and neither is mine.

But even if we aren’t the issue,

does that mean that you and I have no issues?


that we are not desperate for help?

Do you remember what one of our own once said?

Do you remember what Henry Thoreau once said of people like you and me?


“The mass of men lead lives of quiet desperation.”

According to Thoreau, we are a nation of desperate people;

most of us, though, just keep quiet about our desperation.

Why on earth would he say that?

First of all, what might make you or me feel desperate?

Is there – in our home – a crib that lies empty?

a chair that sits vacant?

Is there – in our heart – a hole so big that nothing seems to fill it?

Is there – in our house -- a mind being destroyed by Alzheimer’s?


a body being ravaged by cancer?

Is there – in our beloved family – a disease that knows no cure?
What might make us feel desperate?

If there is no disease, is there some “dis-ease”?
Is there the feeling that something isn’t quite right?


that – no matter what I do…no matter how hard I try --
my parents don’t understand me…
my children don’t care about me…
my partner doesn’t love me…
my boss doesn’t appreciate me?
If there is no disease…if there isn’t any “dis-ease”,

is some “demon” disturbing us?
Is some situation driving us to despair?

Too much red ink…


too much hard drink?
Late nights in the wrong arms…


long days on the wrong job?



If most of us are – as Henry Thoreau claims – desperate people,

why would we keep quiet about it?
Why would we be content to lead lives of “quiet desperation”?

Why wouldn’t we do what the poet did?  

Why wouldn’t we turn to God for help?
Why wouldn’t we say


I cry to you, O Lord…; for I am in desperate need; set me free from my prison?
 [Psalm 142:5-7 NIV]
What might make us keep quiet instead?

Morton Kelsey is an Episcopal priest 

who has taught at a Catholic university (Notre Dame)

and writes books published by Lutherans.

He claims that, originally, 
Christians considered healing to be God’s will for their lives.
He notes that today, however,

Christians often see sickness and suffering as God’s ordinary will for them.
The great shift, he says, occurred in the 4th century.

What happened?

Do we no longer believe that God can heal?
Have we simply accepted sickness and suffering as a way of life?

As I mentioned at the beginning of our worship hour,

the prayer for this day includes this phrase:


“Help us believe with joy what the Scriptures proclaim”.
Folks. what today’s Scriptures proclaim
-- what Mark’s snapshot reveals --

 is this: 
that, no matter how desperate our situation may be,

God’s Son, Jesus Christ, is a healer…





he can set us free from the prison of desperation.

He is the “darling of the desperate”.
2) The darling
When God’s son visited this planet, 

he helped and healed many desperate people.
As I mentioned, 

one third of the snapshots in Mark’s photo album 

show Jesus as a “great physician”.
Yet Jesus did not come to our planet as a doctor;

he came as a king.

He did not come to set up hospitals;


he came to establish a kingdom.

With the first words that he spoke and Mark recorded,

Jesus proclaimed:

At last the time has come! … The Kingdom of God is near!  Turn from your sins and believe the Good News! [Mark 1:15]
This man had a mission.

He had come to fashion a kingdom that was not of this world...


a kingdom that was out of this world.
But the man on a mission also had a heart;


he had a heart for people in this world.

Time and again, this king stopped what he was doing

and stooped to heal people. 

Time and again, those who wrote his biographies claimed that

when the king encountered the desperate people of planet earth,

he was filled with compassion.
In the snapshot that Mark shows us this morning,


we see the king’s heart.

We see him first healing – of all people – a mother-in-law.

Then we see him healing all the people…


all the people that he didn’t even know.

Mark tells us:

Simon’s mother-in-law was sick in bed… They told Jesus about her… He went to her bedside… the fever suddenly left [Mark 1:30-31]

That evening, many sick people were brought to Jesus. … Jesus healed great numbers of sick people who had many different kinds of diseases [Mark 1:32,34]
Jesus had come to do his Father’s business,

yet he was never too busy to help anyone who needed help.

He had come to make all things new in a great kingdom for his Father,

yet he never hesitated to make all things new in the ordinary lives of desperate people.

But then, what else would you expect 
from the Son of a God who loved the world?

What else would you expect 
from the One who had come to sacrifice himself to save the world?

What are you and I to make of this king who cures?
How are we to respond to him?

What if…?

What if we responded today as Christians of old did?
What if we again assumed 
that God’s ordinary will for your life and mine is healing?

Wouldn’t that mean – whenever a disease or some dis-ease troubles us –


we believe Jesus will make us whole…

and immediately pray for his healing?
I know that Jesus can still heal the human body.
I have seen it.

I have seen Jesus rid a friend’s body of cancer 
in a miracle that the doctor could only call “magic”.

I also know that Jesus can heal the human spirit.
I have seen that as well.

I have seen him grace a grieving individual with inexplicable joy;

I have seen him give a suffering person unusual strength to persevere. 

Above all, I know that – one day – Jesus will heal body and spirit completely.
I haven’t seen that yet;

but I am sure that I will.

You see, even people whom Jesus heals 

– like those in the town of Capernaum 2000 years ago –


get sick again…and eventually die.

That sickness and death, though,

is the final step in Jesus’ healing process.

For those who have listened to the King

-- for those of us who have turned from our sin to trust in Jesus as our Savior --


the time of our death is a magical moment…

the moment when we enter Jesus’ “magical” kingdom –





that kingdom where there will be no more death...
that kingdom where the king – once and for all –

makes all things new [Revelation 21:4-5]
Can we remember that?

Can we remember that,
no matter how desperate our situation may appear,
 God’s will for you – for me – healing.

Never again, then,

should any one of us be content 
to lead a life quiet desperation.
150 years ago, a British poet named Henry Twells

looked at the snapshot we are studying this morning.

He was so moved by what he saw Jesus doing in the town of Capernaum

that he, too, came to believe that God’s ordinary will for folks like us is healing.

He went on to express his belief in a lengthy poem.

This morning, I’ll only read the first and last verse:

At even, when the sun did set,
The sick, O Lord, around You lay
Oh, in what diverse pain they met!
Oh, with what joy they went away! 

Your touch has still its ancient power,
No word from You can fruitless fall;
Hear in this solemn evening hour
And in Your mercy heal us all.

At the end…
One day…

Some use words to describe it.

Others use pictures to demonstrate it.

One man uses a formula to determine it.

Dr Cliff Arnall is a British psychologist


who has developed a formula for determining the worst day of every year.

He calculates the time that has elapsed since the end of the year,


when the glow of Christmas gives way to the glum of credit card bills. 

He figures in our failure to keep new year resolutions.

He also considers the gloomy winter weather, short days and long nights.

Invariably, the worst day of the year comes at the end of January.

Last year, Dr Arnall dubbed January 24th as the most depressing day of the year.

Not to worry, though.

You and I have a resource to deal with such days.

We have Jesus –


the darling of the desperate…



the king who has a cure for whatever comes our way.

This Jesus can make us well

even on the worst day of the year.

	On 29 January 2006, this message was shared with members and friends of Risen Christ Lutheran Church at 9050 60th Street N in Stillwater MN. If you have comments or questions, please call the church (651.770.3618).
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