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 In the ancient world of the New Testament, leprosy was one of the worst diseases 

imaginable.  Leprosy disfigured people and disabled people.  Leprosy debilitated people 

and, because there was no known medical cure, leprosy invariably led to people dying.   

 

 On top of all the physical symptoms, arguably the worst thing about leprosy was 

the social isolation it caused.  Leprosy was highly contagious, meaning that those 

afflicted with the disease had to be set apart from any kind of community.  Lepers lived 

in a permanent quarantine…outcasts in every sense of the word.   

 

 As a result of their disease, lepers were not allowed to move about freely.  They 

had no contact with family and they were forbidden from going to worship in the temple.  

Once they received their diagnosis from a doctor, it’s as if lepers were handed a life 

sentence.  Or a death sentence, depending on how you look at it.  Even though they lived 

in the world, lepers were cut off and effectively imprisoned because of the fear they 

inspired among their healthy fellow citizens.   

 

 Against this backdrop, today’s Scripture lesson tells us ten lepers, living in their 

own segregated community, heard that a man named Jesus would be passing through the 

village where they lived.  There was nothing especially notable about these ten lepers, 

except for the fact that they shared a common fate.  None of the men were named in the 

story.  We know nothing of their backgrounds.  We simply know that all ten of the lepers 

were struggling to live day to day as best they could in the midst of a devastating illness.  

 

 To be specific, there are four ways in which these ten lepers were alike (1).  First, 

and most obviously, all ten of the lepers lived similar routines and faced a similar future.  

They were all dying a slow, shameful, painful, lonely death and they all knew they would 

someday be buried unceremoniously in a remote plot of land by an anonymous 

gravedigger.   

 

 Second, none of the ten lepers had given up.  Each one of them managed to hold 

onto some shred of hope.  In spite of insurmountable odds stacked against them, the ten 

were united by the possibility of a life line.  No other human being would even come near 

them until they heard about a man named Jesus.  As a result, faith in Jesus unified the ten 

lepers and provided all ten lepers with the impetus to try and meet Jesus as he passed 

through.  

 

 Third, and somewhat remarkably, the ten lepers managed to live in community.  

Despite the fact that nine of them were Jews and one of them was a Samaritan, they 

remained close.  Racial division and animosity, particularly between Jews and 

Samaritans, created a fault line in the society in which they lived.  But cultural 

polarization did not break the bonds between the ten men.   



 

 Fourth and finally, when Jesus eventually comes to their village, the ten lepers 

made the same request.  Which indicates the ten of them had likely discussed their 

strategy ahead of time.  It’s almost as though you can hear their conversation with each 

other. 

 

 “Why can’t we be the first ones to ever be healed from this miserable disease?”  I 

hear this guy Jesus heals people all the time…even people as bad off as we are.”  “What 

about that rumor Jesus raised someone from the dead once?”   

 

And maybe there was a skeptic in the group because there’s almost always one 

skeptic in a group of people.  “It probably won’t work, but if the rest of you want to go 

and meet Jesus and give it a shot, I guess I’ll come along.”    

 

When Jesus arrived, all ten men were waiting patiently and expectantly.  All of 

them quietly harbored high hopes but none of them wanted to count their blessings out 

loud before those hopes came to fruition.  And rather than breaking ranks and pursuing 

their own individual healing…every man for himself…they stuck together according to 

the script.  In one voice they called out to Jesus with a singular request.  “Jesus, Master, 

have mercy on us!”   

 

Miraculously, all ten of the lepers were healed by Jesus instantaneously.  And all 

ten of them experienced immediate physical transformation they hadn’t felt in years.  

Their skin grew warmer.  They could feel the blood pulsing through their veins.  The air 

coursing their lungs felt fresher. 

 

The ligaments in their joints loosened and the weak muscles in their limbs began 

to tighten.  Body parts which had been stuck became unstuck.  The men felt a certain 

lightness of body and spirit and the beginnings of a smile crossed their faces.  Suddenly, 

all ten realized they were no longer confined to one spot.  One by one they began to take 

off running…an irrepressible expression of the freedom they never thought they would 

feel again.   

 

None of the men could get over their good fortune.  “We are healed!” they 

shouted in giddy voices to one another.  “I can’t wait to go home,” one of the men 

confessed.  “I’ll meet the rest of you over at the marketplace,” admitted another.   “I can’t 

wait to see what the inside of the temple looks like,” proclaimed a third…   

 

Up to this point in the story, there was little that separated the ten lepers.  Same ill 

health, same need, same prayer raised to God, same prayer answered by Jesus, same 

healing.  Suddenly, however, all the sameness came to an end.  And there was a literal 

and figurative parting of the ways. 

 

One man slowed down and stopped for a moment, the Samaritan leper to be 

precise, and he stated in a voice loud enough for the others to hear, “We forgot 

something.  We really should go back and say ‘thank you…’” 



 

The truth is that God gets far more requests for various things than God gets thank 

you’s when the request is granted.  You and I and most people tend to think more of the 

blessing we have received than the one who was the source of the blessing in the first 

place. (2)   

 

I don’t know how all of you feel.  In my mind one of the worst things anyone can 

accuse me of, one of the worst things anyone can see in me, one of the worst things 

anyone can feel through my actions is a lack of gratitude.  I don’t get it right every time, 

but I try really hard in my life to avoid being ungrateful.  And I try really hard to model 

gratitude for those around me, particularly those closest to me.   

 

This morning’s Bible story is statistically striking.  Ten lepers were healed 

miraculously by Jesus Christ.  Their lives turned upside down.  Desperation and pain and 

suffering transformed into hope and new life.  And only one of them stopped running and 

went back to say “thank you.”  One out of ten or ten percent.   

 

Think about it for a moment though.  Think about all the ways God has blessed 

you in your life and me in my life.  Name a few of those blessings in your head and count 

those blessings.  And then consider what to do in response to those blessings.   

 

You and I don’t really have too many viable options.  You can’t send God flowers 

or buy God gifts.  A thank you note won’t get there.  With a cell phone you can call or 

text pretty much anyone you choose.  But God’s number is unlisted.  The best thing any 

of us can do, maybe the only thing any of us can do, is say “thank you” to God.   

 

That’s it…just say “thank you.’  Like the leper in this morning’s story.  Stop 

running from one thing to the next.  Think about what you might have forgotten.  And 

then turn around and go back and offer God some gratitude for what God has done.   

 

In that spirit, Happy Thanksgiving to all of you a few days early!  Amen.  

  

 

(1) Rev. Bruce C. Carroll, Sr., “Tell the Lord THANK YOU!”  (sermon in The 

African American Pulpit, Summer 2009 edition) Volume 12, Number 3.  Pg. 59. 

(2) Ibid, pg. 61.   

 
   

 

  

         


