
October 11, 2020 

“An Embarrassment of Riches” 

Luke 17:11-19 

 This past Tuesday morning I woke up in the motel room I am staying at for the days I am 

in Campbell River, pulled back the curtain, and looked east across a silky expanse of water 

towards the early dawn sky.  It felt like a sunburst of pre-dawn welcome; a prelude leading to 

that moment when the sun would rise from down under.  It was beautiful.  One of those “Wow, I 

am alive” moments.  A moment to be thankful for.  And, I had absolutely nothing to do with the 

beauty of its creation.  All that was required of me was to be present, to accept, and to give 

thanks where thanks is due.  Grabbing a blanket from inside, I sat out in the crisp, cool, early 

morning air, to watch the changing hues as the sun did all its work from below the horizon. 

 Jesus also did much of his work under the radar.  Ten who are afflicted with a horrible 

skin disease have come to him asking to be healed.  The disease they had made them “unclean” 

and shunned by their community.  They were forced to the margins, reviled, and left to beg for 

their lives.  In their tradition, only the priests could declare them disease-free and able to re-enter 

communal life.  Presumably they had tried everything within their power to become well, but the 

persistence of their condition had pushed them to a last resort.  Is it possible that Jesus, who was 

reported to be going around healing people, could help them?  And Jesus receives them and heals 

them and tells them to go to back to the priests to regain their lives.  Apparently, it worked, and 

they are restored to their community, their families, and the wholeness of health. 

 Ten were healed.  Only one comes back to Jesus with a thank you.  And that man, we are 

told, bore a double burden—the stain of leprosy and the scourge of otherness.  He was an 

outsider.  But back he came, a well man, and praising God.  “Where are the rest?” Jesus ponders.  

“Why have they not also returned to praise God?”  Jesus manifested a radical act of healing; 
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healing all those who asked to be healed, and only one has given voice to praise where praise is 

due.  The nine, it seems to me, had the privilege of taking for granted the benefits they believed 

they were due.  The Samaritan understood the enormity of what had been granted to him, and by 

whom it had been granted.  “Thank you, God, for healing peace…praise God for making me 

whole!”  “Go,” Jesus says to the man.  “Your faith has made you well!”  The ten may have been 

made whole in body, but in praising God the one outsider became whole in Spirit. 

 In bringing our thanks before the Holy One today in the tradition of Thanksgiving, in 

sharing pictures that reveal all we are thankful for, in coming together in prayer and praise of our 

God, we are giving praise where praise is due.  There is nothing privileged about God’s gifting.  

This earth, this life, this radical love is for all.  No one and nothing that exists is left out and we 

are here through no fault of our own.  We are simply loved with a Love that passes all 

understanding.  For those who understand what it is to be created in “God’s image,” and the just 

and peaceable way to love as God loves—with acceptance, compassion, patience, and wholeness 

of life to mind—“It is right that we give God thanks and praise!”  The Gospel story of the ten 

who were healed reveals an underabundance of thanksgiving and praise, but the one who returns 

with a profusion of gratitude models what it is to live in Spirit with the amazing grace of God.   

 I can think of many ways we as individuals or a community can be burdened.  We are 

lifted by the Spirit that brings about healing peace and we are surrounded by community that has 

the faith to bear every burden with us.  We have an abundance of gifts to be thankful for, and 

today you have shown yourselves to be well able to give thanks and praise God.  From the rising 

of the sun to its setting let us give thanks and offer praise to the One who unseen and with open 

hands gives us life and shows us radical, unconditional love.  Let us therefore make space to 

praise and give thanks to God!  Let’s add some “Wow” into our living.  Amen.                    


