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In our daily lives we often find the presence of God in the touch of another.

It's important to live a “balanced” life.  That's what they tell us, right?  We should eat well-balanced meals, we should get 7-8 hours sleep every night, we should exercise a little every day.  We should work some, and play some, and relax some every day.  We should live a balanced life.  //  How's that going for you?  Sometimes it feels like life is coming at us a hundred miles an hour and the best we can do is to deal with each thing as it gets here as best we can.  Balance? Not so much.  Some days it seems like we handle everything pretty well, but then other days we are going from dawn till dusk and we wonder if anything got accomplished.

Jesus must have wondered that at times also.  This passage in Mark is a different one because it seems to give us a day in the life of Jesus.  His life was just as crazy as ours can be.  We left him last week at the synagogue in Capernaum.  We pick up the story when he leaves there and goes to sabbath dinner over at Peter and Andrew's house.  That's when they discover that Peter's mother-in-law was sick, so Jesus heals her and he spends the day with them.  Then at sundown as the sabbath is over, people start showing up at their door.  They've heard about his power to heal and so they start bringing in the sick and the blind and the lame and all those with various problems.  The whole city it seems shows up at their house that night.  Jesus tries to catch a few hours sleep, but then, while it is still dark, he gets up and goes outside the town to a deserted place to pray.  But Peter and the others, when they get up, discover that he is gone and so they go running after him.  When they find him, they say, “What are you doing?  Come back to town, everyone is looking for you.”  There's still lots of work to do.  But is that what he does?  No, he says, “Let's go to all the towns and do the same thing there.”  It wasn't hectic enough in Capernaum, let's go stir up some more towns. You thought we were busy here?  This is nothing!  Balanced life?  Who needs balance?  That's what a day in the life of Jesus must have been like.

But I guess the question I have, is where is God in all of this?  When my days are so hectic that I don't know if I am coming or going, I really have a hard time feeling the presence of God.  Maybe the answer is obvious, maybe that's why Jesus gets up while it is still dark and he goes to find a lonely place.  So he can take time to pray, to get his head on straight before all these people come after him.  That's not a bad thing to do.  I have to admit that I like coming to the office in the morning before anyone else is here, because I have time to myself.  Don't you think that's what Jesus was doing?  Isn't that where you find God, in those quiet moments, in those deserted places where there are no distractions.  

Well, maybe the answer isn't as obvious as that.  Maybe God isn't most easily found in those deserted places.  Most of you know that I had a pretty strange week last week.  Early in the week I started to experience some pain like a sinus headache.  On Wednesday I went to the doctor because the pain wasn't letting me get any sleep.  They gave me an antibiotic for the infection, but as I was about to leave, they said, “You know there's a chance that what you have, just based on how this pain is going different places, is really shingles.”  Oh great. And within a couple of hours the first blisters of shingles had appeared.  By Friday it was heading up toward my eye, so I saw the doctor again and they gave me some drops to keep it from getting into my eye and they said, “just spend the next few days resting quietly, no stress.”  And I laughed.  I had the service for Donna Odar on Saturday morning and then regular Sunday church followed by the annual meeting of the congregation and then in the afternoon the service for Terry Carpenter.  No stress there.  I felt like I needed to be here, but I was also worrried about being contagious.  I couldn't pass the shingles on to anyone, but I could pass on the chicken pox virus to anyone who had not had the vaccine or who hadn't had chicken pox before.  So I decided I needed to be up front about all that and people could stay away from me if they needed to.  So on Sunday I made an announcement about what was happening and unlike I do every Sunday, I did not walk out and greet people during the “passing of the peace.”  I stood up here with my hands folded, not wanting to touch anyone.  That's when I felt the presence of God.  Not because it was a quiet deserted place, but because of you.  People came up to me, put their hands out and shook mine, shingles and all, and said, “peace be with you.”

In the passage we just read one of the little things I noticed is in the healing of Peter's mother-in-law.  When he heals her, he reaches out and touches her.  He didn't have to.  There are plenty of times in his ministry that he doesn't touch in order to heal or he even heals from a great distance.  But here he reaches down to this woman in her bed and he takes her by the hand and he heals her.  Touch is important.  Touch can hurt or it can heal.  The touch of a hand can be obtrusive, invasive, even threatening.  But it can also be divine.  I think in this story the presence of God is not just in those quiet moments of lonely prayer, but the presence of God is also in the crowd, in the community of faith that embraces and heals.

Gerald May, a doctor who practices psychotherapy in Washington, says about the importance of community in the healing process:

God's grace through community involves something far greater than other's people's support and perspective. The power of grace is nowhere as brilliant nor asy mystical as in communities of faith.  Its power includes not just love that somes from people and through people but love that pours forth among people, as if through the very spaces between one person and the next.  Just to be in such an atmosphere is to be bathed in healing power.

Theologically speaking, this is the reason for the incarnation, God becomes human so that we can feel his touch.  God knew the humna need for nearness.  Jesus is the physical manifestation of God's love.  Which means that now, we are that too.  We are perhaps the only touch of Jesus that someone may have.  We are the Body of Christ, the physical representation of Christ to the world.

That's why we have this sacrament, I think.  This is why we take bread and juice, why we do something that is more than spiritual, that is physical.  So we can feel it.  We can feel the texture of the bread, we can feel the cool of the juice.  We can feel the touch.  Touch is important.  Touch can heal.

Another physician, Richard Selzer has written of the miracle of touch:

I stand by the bed where a young woman lies, her face post-operative, her mouth twisted—palsy, clownish. A tiny twig of the facial nerve, the one to the muscles of her mouth, has been severed . . . to remove the tumor in her cheek, I had cut the little nerve.  The young husband is in the room.  He stands on the opposite side of the bed, and together they seem to dwell in the evening lamplight, isolated from me, private . . . “Will my mouth always be like this?” she asks.  “Yes,” I say, “it will.  It is because the nerve was cut.” She nods and is silent. But the young man smiles.  “I like it,” he says. “It is kind of cute.” He bends to kiss her crooked mouth, and I am so close that I can see how he twists his own lips to accommodate her, to show her that their kiss still works. . . . I hold my breath and let the wonder in.”

Sometimes we know God in times of quiet prayer.  Sometimes through the touch of another person.

�	May, Gerald. Addiction and Grace. p. 173


�	Quoted in P.C. Enniss, Feasting on the Word, Year B, Volume 1. p. 336.





