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Luke 17:11-19
There’s a TV show that features the lavish birthday parties of terrifically spoiled young women and men. These parties cost as much as a million dollars, no joke, with the kids getting diamond jewelry, dramatic entrances that feature helicopters and parades with marching bands, high-priced performers (one rap star charged $75,000 for an appearance) and cars that range from $45,000 to $100,000. It is outrageous, but I never miss the show. In a recent episode, a mom gave her daughter a ridiculously expensive car on the day of her birthday. The girl threw a fit, cussed and swore at her mother, cried, and stormed off. “I didn’t want the car today!” she screamed. “My mother is so #*@&^!% stupid! I wanted it on the day of my party!” 

I would venture to say that this girl was probably like the nine lepers in today’s Gospel—not very appreciative. She is taking things for granted, like we all do. Rarely do we count our blessings when it’s easier to complain about what went wrong. But let’s look at these nine lepers who could use the benefit of the doubt.

Jesus was approached by these outcasts who, by law, were supposed to shout, “Unclean” whenever they came near the public. Instead, they shouted, “Master, have pity on us!” Lepers had to live together, away from their families. They were considered the lowest of the low in those days. They even had to live with a Samaritan who was doubly unclean—he came from the wrong religious group and had leprosy. 

Jesus, who often touched those he healed, did not break the religious law here by touching these lepers. He said, “Go show yourselves to the priests.” They weren’t cured right away, but as they walked to the temple, they noticed that their sores were disappearing, that fingers and toes were growing back. They probably ran to the temple, anxious to get the clearance to return to their families. Only the Samaritan turned back to say “Thank you” to his Savior.

Well, maybe he turned back because he didn’t have to go to the priests. Heck, they wouldn’t even have let him near the temple, that’s how much the Jews hated Samaritans. Maybe the other ten were going to come back later. I hate to think they weren’t grateful. Maybe that’s  because I don't always show gratitude for all the Lord has given me.

But that Samaritan—he sure knew how to say thank you. He “fell at the feet of Jesus.” And, because he was doubly unclean, he was doubly blessed—the healing of his body and the healing of his soul. What a miracle!

