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This morning, instead of a sermon, I’d like to try something a little different. 
I’d like engage in some guided visualization.  
I hope you’ll bear with me, and find this exercise valuable. 
So let me invite you to get comfortable, and close your eyes, 
and draw on your imagination. 
 
Imagine you’re outside.  
You’re walking along a road. 
It’s hot. Feel the sun beating down on you. 
And it’s dusty. You can feel the dust getting in your eyes, in your lungs.  
 
You’ve been walking a long time.  
Seems like you’ve been walking forever.  
You can’t remember the last time you sat down on anything  
more comfortable than a rock. 
You can’t remember the last time anyone offered you anything cool to drink. 
And you wonder how it all came to this point,  
this point of desperation and despair.  
 
You think back to when it all began.  
At first, it was just little things. 
A stumble here, a little clumsy accident there. 
Maybe a little numbness. 
Then you started getting a pins and needles sensation in your feet.  
Then your joints started aching. 
But it wasn’t too bad. You acted like nothing was wrong.  
It could’ve been anything. 
 
But the symptoms kept getting worse. 
And in your heart, you knew. 
You’d seen it happen to other people,  
maybe to your own father or mother. 



You knew it was just a matter of time.  
You knew what horror confronted you. 
It was inevitable. 
Your own body was betraying you. 
And you felt guilty, wondering what would happen to your family.  
How would THEY deal with this? 
But you clung to hope. 
Maybe it wouldn’t get any worse. 
 
For awhile you could hide it.  
But pretty soon, your spouse knew too. 
Eventually, it was evident to anyone who knew you well. 
But they kept quiet. 
Because they, too, knew what awaited you.  
And like you, they thought it was easier just to ignore it as long as possible. 
 
And then one day, you just couldn’t hide it any more.  
Somebody saw something that made them suspicious, and they ratted you 
out. 
That’s when you had to stop living in denial. 
You had to accept what was coming your way.  
 
So you screwed up your courage, 
and you made the appointment. 
You weren’t looking forward to it. 
 
The day came, and in you went.  
And when you got the diagnosis,  
your worst fears were confirmed. 
 
The priest looked at your body and examined the spots that were breaking 
out on it. 
And at last he pronounced you unclean. 
Leprosy. 
 
From that moment, your life changed. 
Because here is what God commanded regarding lepers,  
as recorded in the 13th chapter of Leviticus: 
“The person who has the leprous disease shall wear torn clothes  
and let the hair of his head be dishevelled;  



and he shall cover his upper lip and cry out, ‘Unclean, unclean.’  
He shall remain unclean as long as he has the disease.  
He shall live alone; his dwelling shall be outside the camp.” 
 
You had to leave immediately. 
You had to leave your home and your family and your job. 
What’s more, people assumed you must’ve done something very, very bad 
and this was God’s judgment against you.  
Instead of people feeling sorry for you, and showing you sympathy 
you were driven away, a despised outcast. 
When a normal person approached, you had to shout a warning to stay away. 
 
It wasn’t long before your spirit was utterly broken.  
You  began to consider yourself unworthy of love or companionship. 
You figured you’d have to live out your life in the wilderness, alone. 
 
But at last you met up with some other lepers 
and they let you hang out with them. 
They’re a mixed group, and some of them are foreign. 
In your old life, you didn’t much care for these foreigners. 
But now, they’re all you have.  
You think that without them, you’d go mad. 
 
So on this hot day, you and the others are walking along a dusty road. 
That’s when you see him. 
It’s Jesus, the one who is said to have healed other lepers.  
Is it possible he might heal you?  
The others see him too, and you begin talking among yourselves. 
Do you dare approach him?  
 
You do. But cautiously, keeping your distance. 
You’ve heard that this man Jesus is willing to touch lepers. 
That’s certainly more than most people are willing to do. 
But still, you’re not sure. 
How does one ask for a miracle?  
 
And so, you yell out to him.  
 “Jesus, Master,” you cry, “have mercy on us!” 
And with that cry, all the emotions that you’ve stifled for so long come 
bursting up. 



Your life is intolerable. 
You long so much to be free of this disease, to be able to return home.  
“Have mercy on us,” you cry again. 
It’s a plea that will be repeated over and over, down through the millennia, 
as desperate people turn to the one place that seems to offer hope, 
the one place where we’ve been promised we won’t be turned away. 
“Jesus, Master, have mercy on us.” 
 
Your words hang in the air, and you hold your breath, 
waiting for his answer.  
 
Then, he says the strangest thing.  
It’s not what you expected.  
You expected him to touch you. 
Or ask “What do you want me to do for you?”  
Or say “Be made clean.”  
You expected something to happen.  
 
But what he says is, 
“Go and show yourselves to the priests.” 
 
And you and the other lepers look at each other.  
And you think, “Huh?” 
 “Why would we do that?” 
Of course we’ll go show ourselves to the priests, 
but only AFTER we’re healed.  
After we’re healed  
we’ll gladly make the ritual sacrifices God has commanded.  
But it’s pointless to go now.  
That would be foolish. 
Heal us first, and THEN we’ll do what you ask.” 
 
So you start to balk. 
But then you think better of it.  
You think, “No. If Jesus says to go and show ourselves to the priests now, 
not later, 
then I better do what he says.  
That’s what I’m going to do. 
If Jesus wants me to act AS IF I have already been healed,  
to behave AS IF I were already clean, 



then I will. 
 
Jesus doesn’t seem to be hung up on temporal issues the way most people 
are.  
Past, present, future, it’s like it’s all the same to Jesus.  
It’s like he’s already living in a time and a place 
where leprosy can’t hurt anyone, 
where everyone has already been made whole. 
It’s like he’s living in that place right now, 
and I think he’s telling me that I can live in that place right now too. 
So even though I’m sure I still have leprosy, 
I’m going to act AS IF I live in that place where I don’t.  
 
All 10 of you decide to step out in faith.  
You decide trust Jesus’s promises, 
even though nothing – absolutely nothing – in your present circumstances 
gives you any reason think this foolish plan might work.  
You decide to live as if it would.  
In fact, as if it already had. 
So you turn, and you head toward the priests. 
You have no idea what will happen next. 
 
Somewhere along the way – you can’t say exactly where – 
the kingdom of God breaks in around you, 
and where once you were sick and unclean  
and condemned to be forever separated from all you love, 
now you’re not.  
Now you’re whole and well. 
You acted as if obeying Jesus would bring you healing, 
and somehow, this vision of what COULD be  
became your reality. 
It’s like you stepped into a different dimension. 
You can’t believe your good fortune. 
 
Now this is the end of my guided visualization, 
but it’s not the end of the exercise. 
Because you get to write your own ending.  
You have just been blessed with life. 
What you do with that life now is up to you. 
What do you do next?  



Take another minute, and play it out in  your mind.  
 
(Pause for one minute) 
 
May your vision become your reality. 
The Kingdom of God is bursting in all around us. 
God grant us the faith to obey our savior 
and to live as if we truly do believe the promises, 
believe that Christ came so that we might have life,  
and have it abundantly. 
Thanks be to God. 
Amen. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


