
An Extraordinary, Ordinary Life 

A COMPASSIONATE HEART 

 

If you’ve ever been there you’ll probably never forget it.  It’s not a place 

though.  It’s not one of the world’s beautiful cities with a rich history and 

heritage.  It’s not a place where there are lots of stories in every building.  It’s 

not a place where there is intrigue and mystery surrounding every memory or 

portrait.  But, if you’ve been there you’ll probably never forget it! 

It’s not a beautifully designed, architecturally inspiring building that you might 

visit.  It’s not a building that provokes discussion as to its design flaws or 

brilliance.  It’s not a building that inspires thoughts of building one’s own in a 

similar manner.  It’s not a building that creates an idyll in your mind, and 

evokes thoughts of how you’d really like to live.  But, if you’ve been there 

you’ll probably never forget it! 

It’s not a holiday destination that is the choice of anyone who can afford it.  It’s 

not a beach surrounded by palm trees; a lagoon with emerald green water; a 

bay stretching as far as the eye can see with white un-trodden sand.  It’s not 

the local hut secluded from the rest of the world, languishing in its own time 

zone where… nothing matters.  It’s not a plush hotel with 5 star trimmings 

where absolutely nothing is too much to ask for or expect.  But, if you’ve been 

there you’ll probably never forget it! 

It’s not a geological feature; the top of a mountain; the bottom of a ravine; a 

cave; an underwater paradise.  But, if you’ve been there you’ll probably never 

forget it! 

It’s not somewhere you can go 

It’s not something you can do 

It’s not something you can choose. 

But, if you’ve been there you’ll probably never forget it! 

 

And the truth is, most of us probably have been there, at one time or another.  

Interestingly, we wouldn’t wish it on anyone or choose to go there ourselves.  



But, shockingly, sometimes we are the reason others go there!  And, if you’ve 

been there you’ll probably never forget it! 

The challenge is if we choose to love, no-one has to go there.  The story we 

have recorded for us, tells us the ending, allow me to tell the story from nearer 

the beginning.
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It was probably one of the most dreaded diseases of its time. No-one really 

understood how you contracted it; nobody knew how to cure it; everyone 

feared it and the consequences it would reap for whoever was unfortunate 

enough to have it 

He was a real family man who worked hard to put food on the table for his 

family.  One year during the harvest his grip on his scythe seemed weaker, he’d 

always been strong, but his stomach had that feeling that something wasn’t 

right.  The tips of his fingers began to feel numb, and then the fingers 

themselves, until his grip on his scythe was weak, and until, frighteningly, he 

could hardly feel the tool in his hand. 

By the end of the season, he could feel nothing at all.  He had that strange 

sensation that the hand holding the handle of his scythe might as well have 

belonged to someone else.  He said nothing to his wife of course – he didn’t 

want to worry her or alarm her.  He was worried that she’d already noticed, 

since he tried not to use his hand if he could.  But she said nothing. 

The day came when he, they, had to face the truth.  Plunging his hand into a 

basin of water, the water reddened, a finger was bleeding freely.  Aware he 

had felt nothing, he realised he must, somehow have cut his finger on a knife, 

or a piece of metal, or…? 

His wife’s voice startled him: “It’s on your clothes too!”  Standing behind him, 

he turned to see the worried look on her face.  He followed her gaze to look at 

his robe; spots of blood turned his white robe crimson.  For the longest time 

they looked into each other’s eyes.  Finally she asked: “Shall I go with you to the 

priest?”  “No,” he replied. “I’ll go alone.” 
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As he stood there, his mind in a whirr, his 3 year old daughter came into the 

room.  He bent down and stroked her cheek with his good hand, fully aware it 

might be the last time he would ever touch her face.  His wife touched him on 

the shoulder, hardly able to hold back the tears.   

The priest only did what he had to. He didn’t actually say the words, but he told 

the man, he was, from this moment on, on the outside.  With that one 

statement, whatever the words, the man lost his family, his farm, his friends 

and his future.  His wife met him at the city gates with a bag of clothes, she 

gave him some bread and coins, neither of which would last very long, but it 

was all she had. 

Friends had gathered to show their…pity, fearful pity.  They, like everyone at 

that moment, were more concerned about his skin than his heart.  And from 

that moment on that’s how it was – people were more concerned with what 

they could see, than with his heart.   

He repulsed those who looked at him, drew their fear in harsh and unkind 

words, sometimes in the throwing of stones.  Gnarled hands, parts of fingers 

missing; parts of his ears and nose too!  Children would hide their faces; fathers 

grabbed their children; mothers turned away if they happened to see him. 

Rags could not hide the sores nor the wrap on his face the rage in his eyes.  He 

did nothing to deserve this.  Some people thought he must have sinned; others 

his parents.  It didn’t matter to him – he was the outcast, the one on the 

outside, and that bell around his neck was just a constant reminder of what he 

already knew, and others were quick to remind him. 

Desperate to see if he could catch a glimpse of his daughter, he walked down 

the road to his village.  He had no intention of entering – he knew the rules.  All 

he wanted to do was to catch a glimpse of her playing, maybe see his wife, 

perhaps his fields. 

He didn’t – but he did see the children run away to hide, pointing and laughing.  

He just wanted to be again, a father, a farmer, a husband, a man!  

A leper was, of course, the ultimate symbol of the outcast.  Infected by a 

condition they did not seek, rejected by those they knew, avoided by people 

they didn’t know, condemned to a future impossible to bear, forced to face the 



truth that life would never be the same. And banished to a place they would 

never forget. 

How many, I wonder, have been to that place?  How many made the outcasts 

because they contracted leprosy?  But how many more, I wonder, who never 

contracted leprosy, or anything like it?  Banishment of a leper seems to us 

today, perhaps harsh or even unnecessary.  But a person doesn’t need to have 

leprosy to become an outcast: 

The child of a broken home 

The child labelled among friends because dad is an alcoholic 

The boy with the ears that are ‘too big’ 

The girl with the misshapen face 

The parents who’ve suffered the trauma of a divorce 

The man who’s lost his job and feels unable to provide for his family 

Those considered ‘uneducated’ 

Those with a different sexual orientation 

The simple; those with disabilities 

The terminally ill 

Those in a nursing home 

Those who don’t share our theology 

 

We are really good at building walls to keep people out, or not allow them in, 

so we can’t see them or hear them or notice them.  And how many ‘outcasts’ 

are there who perceive they don’t fit, so they exile themselves!  How many, I 

wonder are closer to home than we know, or would like to think?  Maybe 

there are some here today? 

Maybe you! 

These are people who live quiet, lonely lives, lives infected by the fear of 

rejection.  Perhaps they even tried really hard to fit in, but now even that is, in 

truth, a painful memory.   And if you’ve been there, you’ll probably never 

forget it. Sometimes people choose to remain on the outside rather than risk 

being hurt again.   

It was the bleakness of the man’s future that made him do it.  It was a risky 

move no doubt about that, but what did he have to lose?  Either he would be 

made to look foolish, or he would be healed.  In truth, he wasn’t so much 



moved by any kind of faith, more by his desperate anger.  Five years of leprosy 

had proved almost unbearable. 

Anyway, he figured that if God had brought this calamity on him, then God 

could fix it – or end it!  So he went to find the Judean, as he had heard him 

called.  He went angry… but that soon changed when he saw the man Jesus.  

Somehow he knew instantly he saw him that Jesus hated the disease as much 

as he did himself.  Somehow he knew even before Jesus spoke, that he cared, 

and in those moments, his rage became trust and his anger turned to hope. 

Hiding behind a rock, he waited until Jesus was almost next to him.  He jumped 

out: “Master!”  Jesus stopped, turned and looked, along with the crowd 

following him.  A murmur of fear spread through the crowd – arms flew in front 

of faces, children hid!  “Unclean!” some shouted.  Everyone stepped back, apart 

from Jesus. He stepped towards the leper.  The last person to do that was his 

wife, five years before!   

“Lord, if you want to, you can heal me!”  If he’d done it with a word, the man 

would have been thrilled. If he’d done it with a prayer he would have rejoiced, 

but he reached out and touched him.  No-one had touched him for five years, 

because he was a leper.  “I will,” he said. “Be healed!” 

When Jesus came down from the mountainside, large crowds followed 

him. 
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A man with leprosy
 
came and knelt before him and said, “Lord, if 

you are willing, you can make me clean.” 
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Jesus reached out his hand and touched the man. “I am willing,” he 

said. “Be clean!” Immediately he was cleansed of his leprosy. 
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Then 

Jesus said to him, “See that you don’t tell anyone. But go, show yourself 

to the priest and offer the gift Moses commanded, as a testimony to 

them.”  (Mathew 8 v 1-4) 

What an understatement!  Jesus touched him when no-one else would.  Jesus 

saw his potential when no-one else would.  Jesus breathed hope, when no-one 

else would.  Jesus showed love… actually when no-one else would. 

Jesus recognised that, although this leper was unworthy of the touch of a man, 

he was worthy of the touch of God.  Interestingly the disease was banished by 

Jesus words.  His loneliness was treated though with a touch of Jesus hand.   



Friends, whose life can you touch to bring them in from the outside?  If you’ve 

ever been on the outside, it’s a place, I’m guessing, you’ll never forget.  To 

whom could you step towards when everyone else is stepping back?  To whom 

could you reach out when others want to withhold?  What do you have to 

offer? 

Is there someone you can sit with, spend time with, hold their hand through 

their darkness?  Is there someone you can pray with and for, and ask them 

what they desire God to do in their life?  You can send a card, write a letter, 

type an email, tweet and tweet, make a phone call.  Sometimes our hearts are 

good, but we are so afraid of doing the wrong thing we do nothing. 

Perhaps the challenge of this story is that a heart of compassion reaches out to 

those on the outside, and when we choose the way of love… actually we will 

more and more do the things Jesus did.  And if you were ever there, or are 

there now, what was it, or is it, that you most needed or need now? 

Perhaps, as Jesus showed, it’s love. 
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