
SÖÏ SÔØ CHAÏM CUÛA THÖÔÏNG ÑEÁ 
MOÄT TRAÙI TIM THÖÔNG CAÛM 

 Vieäc gì xaûy ra, neáu moät ngöôøi naøo ñoù phaûi thu moät phim 
taøi lieäu veà baøn tay Baïn? Vieäc gì xaûy ra, neáu moät nhaø saûn xuaát 
phaûi thuaät caâu chuyeän veà baøn tay Baïn? Chuùng ta seõ thaáy gì? 
  Heát thaûy chuùng ta ñeàu sôùm hoïc ñöôïc raèng baøn tay tieän 
duïng cho nhieàu ñieàu khaùc hôn laø duøng cho söï soáng thoaùt – ñoù laø 
moät phöông tieän bieåu loä tình caûm. Cuøng moät baøn tay, coù theå trôï 
giuùp hay toån thöông, vöôn ra hay sieát laïi, naâng moät ngöôøi leân hay 
neùm moät ngöôøi xuoáng.  

Neáu Baïn phaûi trình chieáu phim taøi lieäu naày cho baïn beø 
xem, Baïn seõ töï haøo veà nhöõng giaây phuùt: baøn tay Baïn ñöa ra moät 
moùn quaø, ñaët moät chieác nhaãn vaøo ngoùn tay ngöôøi khaùc, chaêm soùc 
moät veát thöông, söûa soaïn moät böõa aên, hay chaáp laïi ñeå caàu 
nguyeän. Roài coøn nhöõng quang caûnh khaùc: Hình aûnh nhöõng ngoùn 
tay caùo toäi, nhöõng naém tay haø laïm. Nhöõng baøn tay thöôøng laáy vaøo 
nhieàu hôn cho ra, ñoøi hoûi thay vì daâng hieán, toån thöông hôn laø yeâu 
thöông. OÂi, naêng löïc baøn tay chuùng ta. Khoâng kheùo ñieàu ñoäng, 
baøn tay trôû thaønh nhöõng vuõ khí: caáu xeù cho quyeàn löïc, boùp ngheït 
ñeå soáng coøn, môn trôùn ñeå thoûa maõn. Song kheùo ñieàu ñoäng, baøn 
tay chuùng ta trôû thaønh nhöõng duïng cuï aân ñieån – khoâng phaûi chæ laø 
duïng cuï trong tay Thöôïng Ñeá, maø chính baøn tay Thöôïng Ñeá. 
Haõy cung hieán chuùng, thì boä phaän naêm ngoùn naày seõ trôû thaønh baøn 
tay thieân thöôïng.  
 Ñoù laø  ñieàu maø Chuùa Jesus ñaõ laøm. Ñaáng Cöùu ñoä chuùng 
ta ñaõ cung hieán troïn veïn baøn tay Ngaøi cho Thöôïng Ñeá. Hình aûnh 
taøi lieäu veà baøn tay Ngaøi khoâng coù nhöõng caûnh baùm laáy tham voïng 
hay ngoùn tay chæ trích. Duø vaäy, nhieàu hình aûnh khaùc lieân tieáp hieän 
ra, nhöõng con ngöôøi chôø ñôïi baøn tay caûm thöông cuûa Ngaøi sôø 
chaïm: caùc phuï maãu boàng con treû, keû ngheøo mang nhöõng lo sôï, toäi 
nhaân gaùnh vaùc aâu saàu. Ngöôøi naøo ñeán thì ñöôïc sôø chaïm. Vaø ngöôøi 
naøo ñöôïc sôø chaïm thì bieán ñoåi. Nhöng khoâng ai ñöôïc sôø chaïm hay 
bieán ñoåi hôn moät ngöôøi phung voâ danh trong saùch Phuùc aâm 
Matthew 8: 
 Khi Chuùa Jesus ñi xuoáng khoûi ñoài, nhöõng ñaùm ñoâng lôùn theo 
Ngaøi. Sau ñoù, moät ngöôøi mang chöùng bònh ngoaøi da ñeán cuøng Chuùa Jesus. 
Ngöôøi saáp mình xuoáng tröôùc Ngaøi, roài noùi: “Thöa Chuùa, Ngaøi coù theå 
chöõa laønh cho toâi, neáu Ngaøi muoán.” 
 Chuùa Jesus giô tay ra, sôø vaøo ngöôøi, roài phaùn: “Ta muoán, 
haõy ñöôïc laønh!” Töùc thì, ngöôøi aáy ñöôïc laønh bònh. Xong, Ngaøi phaùn vôùi 
ngöôøi: “Chôù thuaät chuyeän naày vôùi baát cöù ai. Song haõy ñi vaø 
trình dieän chính ngöôi cuøng thaày teá vaø daâng moät cuûa leã nhö 
Moses ñaõ truyeàn cho nhöõng ngöôøi ñöôïc laønh beänh. Ñieàu naày 
seõ cho daân chuùng thaáy vieäc Ta ñaõ laøm.” (Mat. 8:1-4)  
 Caùc Thaùnh ñoà Mark vaø Luke cuõng thuaät caâu chuyeän naày. 
Nhöng, xin ñöôïcï taï loãi cuøng ba Nhaø Kyù thuaät, toâi phaûi noùi raèng khoâng 
ngöôøi naøo thuaät laïi ñaày ñuû. OÂi, chuùng ta bieát chöùng beänh cuûa ngöôøi naày 
vaø quyeát ñònh cuûa anh ta, song phaàn coøn laïi nhö theá naøo? Chuùng ta bò boû 
löûng vôùi nhieàu daáu hoûi. Nhöõng ngöôøi vieát khoâng cho bieát teân, khoâng tieåu 
söû, khoâng moâ taû naøo khaùc.  
 
SÖÏ RUOÀNG BOÛ TOÄT CUØNG.  
 Ñoâi khi tính hieáu kyø cuûa toâi voït leân tuyeät ñænh, vaø toâi laï luøøng 
keâu leân. Vaäy toâi saép laøm gì ñaây – laï luøng keâu leân veà con ngöôøi nhaän 
ñöôïc söï sôø chaïm caûm thöông töø Chuùa Jesus. Ngöôøi xuaát hieän moät laàn, 
moät lôøi thænh caàu, vaø nhaän moät sôø chaïm. Nhöng moät laàn sôø chaïm ñoù thay 
ñoåi vónh vieãn cuoäc ñôøi ngöôøi. Vaø toâi laï luøng neáu caâu chuyeän cuûa ngöôøi 
dieãn ra nhö sau:  

THE TOUCH OF GOD 
A COMPASSIONATE HEART 

          What if someone were to film a documentary on your 
hands? What if a producer were to tell your story based on the life 
of your hands? What would we see?  

All of us learned early that the hand is suited for more 
than survival - it's a tool of emotional expression. The same hand 
can help or hurt, extend or clench, lift someone up or shove 
someone down. 
           

Were you to show the documentary to your friends, you'd 
be proud of certain moments: your hand extending with a gift, 
placing a ring on another's finger, doctoring a wound, preparing a 
meal, or folding in prayer. And then there are other scenes. Shots 
of accusing fingers, abusive fists. Hands taking more often than 
giving, demanding instead of offering, wounding rather than 
loving. Oh, the power of our hands. Leave them unmanaged and 
they become weapons: clawing for power, strangling for survival, 
seducing for pleasure. But manage them and our hands become 
instruments of grace not just tools in the hands of God, but God's 
very hands. Surrender them and these five-fingered appendages 
become the hands of heaven. 
                

 
That's what Jesus did. Our Savior completely surrendered 

his hands to God. The documentary of his hands has no scenes of 
greedy grabbing or unfounded finger pointing. It does, however, 
have one scene after another of people longing for his 
compassionate touch: parents carrying their children, the poor  
bringing their fears, the sinful shouldering their sorrow. And each 
who came was touched. And each one touched was changed. But 
none was touched or changed more than the unnamed leper of 
Matthew 8. 
           

When Jesus came down from the hill, great crowds followed 
him. Then a man with a skin disease came to Jesus. The man bowed down 
before him and said, "Lord, you can heal me if you will."  

 
Jesus reached out his hand and touched the man and said, "I 

will. Be healed!"  And immediately the man was healed from his disease. 
Then Jesus said to him, "Don't tell anyone about this. But go and 
show yourself to the priest and offer the gift Moses commanded for 
people who are made well. This will show the people what I have 
done."  (vv.1-4) 

Mark and Luke chose to tell this same story. But, with 
apologies to all three writers, I must say none tell enough. Oh, we 
know the man's disease and his decision, but as to the rest? We 
are left with questions. The authors offer no name, no history, no 
description.  
  
THE ULTIMATE OUTCAST. 
          Sometimes my curiosity gets the best of me, and I 
wonder out loud. That's what I'm about to do here - wonder out 
loud about the man who felt Jesus' compassionate touch. He 
makes one appearance, has one request, and receives one touch. 
But that one touch changed his life forever. And I wonder if his  
story went something like this: 



Ñaõ naêm naêm khoâng ai sôø ñeán toâi. Khoâng ai. Khoâng moät ngöôøi 
naøo. Vôï toâi, khoâng. Con toâi, khoâng. Baïn beø cuõng khoâng. Khoâng ai sôø ñeán 
toâi. Hoï thaáy toâi. Noùi chuyeän vôùi toâi. Toâi caûm bieát tình thöông trong tieáng 
noùi cuûa hoï. Toâi thaáy söï quan taâm trong ñoâi maét hoï. Nhöng toâi khoâng thaáy 
hoï sôø chaïm. Khoâng moät sôø chaïm naøo. Moät laàn cuõng khoâng. Khoâng ai sôø 
ñeán toâi.  
 Toâi ao öôùc, nhöõng gì Baïn thöôøng laøm? Nhöõng baét tay. Nhöõng 
voøng tay aám aùp. Moät voã vai cho toâi chuù yù. Moät nuï hoân treân moâi ñeå chieám 
moät traùi tim. Nhöõng giaây phuùt ñoù ñaõ rôøi khoûi theá giôùi toâi. Khoâng ai sôø ñeán 
toâi. Khoâng ai chaïm vaøo toâi. Caùi maø toâi coù theå saün saøng ñeå ñöôïc ñuïng tôùi, 
ñeå nhaän ñöôïc trong ñaùm ñoâng, laø vai toâi ñöôïc coï vai ngöôøi khaùc. Nhöng 
ñaõ naêm naêm, ñieàu ñoù khoâng heà xaûy ra. Sao vaäy? Toâi khoâng ñöôïc pheùp ñi 
treân ñöôøng phoá. Thaäm chí caùc ñaïo só cuõng traùnh xa toâi. Toâi khoâng ñöôïc 
pheùp vaøo nhaø hoäi cuûa toâi. Cuõng khoâng ñöôïc tieáp ñoùn trong chính nhaø toâi. 
 Toâi laø ngöôøi khoâng theå sôø chaïm. Toâi laø moät ngöôøi phung. Vaø 
khoâng ai sôø ñeán toâi. Cho tôùi ngaøy nay.  
 Toâi laï luøng veà ngöôøi naày, bôûi trong thôøi Taân Öôùc, cuøi 
phung laø moät beänh gheâ tôûm nhaát. Beänh traïng bieán thaân ngöôøi 
thaønh moät khoái lôû loeùt vaø ung thoái. Nhöõng ngoùn tay cong veïo, goà 
gheà. Nhöõng u muït treân da baïc maøu, hoâi haùm.  
 Trong Kinh Thaùnh, ngöôøi phung laø töôïng tröng cho söï 
ruoàng boû toät cuøng: nhieãm ñoäc bôûi moät tình traïng maø ngöôøi khoâng 
tìm, bò töø choái bôiû nhöõng ngöôøi töøng bieát, bò xa laùnh bôûi nhöõng keû 
khoâng heà quen, bò keát aùn vaøo moät töông lai maø ngöôøi khoâng chòu 
noåi. Vaø, kyù öùc cuûa moãi ngöôøi bò ruoàng boû, laø ngaøy ngöôøi böoäc 
phaûi ñoái dieän vôùi söï thaät: ñôøi soáng seõ khoâng coøn nhö theá.  
               Moät naêm kia, suoát muøa gaët, tay caàm löôûi haùi cuûa toâi döôøng nhö 
yeáu ñi. Caùc ñaàu ngoùn tay toâi teâ cöùng. Ban ñaàu moät ngoùn, roài moät ngoùn 
khaùc. Trong moät thôøi gian ngaén, toâi coù theå naém laáy duïng cuï, song ít khi 
caûm giaùc. Ñeán cuoái muøa gaët, toâi khoâng coøn caûm giaùc nöõa. Baøn tay naém 
caùn löôûi haùi, nhö thuoäc veà keû khaùc – caûm giaùc khoâng coøn nöõa. Toâi khoâng 
noùi gì vôùi vôï toâi, song toâi bieát naøng nghi moät ñieàu gì. Sao naøng khoâng the å 
bieát ñöôïc? Toâi oâm tay vaøo ngöôøi toâi nhö moät con chim bò thöông.  
 Moät buoåi chieàu, toâi nhuùng tay vaøo chaäu nöôùc röûa maët. Nöôùc trôû 
maøu ñoû. Ngoùn tay toâi chaûy maùu, maùu chaûy khoâng ngöøng. Toâi vaãn chöa 
bieát raèng toâi bò thöông. Laøm sao toâi töï caét mình? Baèng moät löôûi dao? 
Phaûi chaêng tay toâi ñaõ löôùt treân moät caïnh saét beùn? Coû leû vaäy, nhöng toâi 
khoâng caûm thaáy gì caû.  
            “Maùu cuõng dính treân quaàn aùo anh,” tieáng noùi dòu daøng cuûa vôï toâi. 
Naøng ñöùng sau löng toâi. Tröôùc khi nhìn naøng, toâi nhìn xuoáng nhöõng chaám 
ñoû thaåm treân aùo toâi. Trong moät thôøi gian daøi nhaát, toâi ñöùng beân caïnh 
chaäu, ñaêm nhìn tay toâi. Duø sao, toâi bieát ñôøi toâi taøn taï vónh vieãn. 
 Vôï toâi hoûi: “Em seõ ñi vôùi anh ñeå trình cuøng thaày teá?”  
 Toâi thôû daøi: “Khoâng, Anh seõ ñi moät mình.”  
 Toâi quay laïi, nhìn vaøo maét ñaãm öôùt cuûa naøng. Ñöùa con gaùi ba 
tuoåi cuûa chuùng toâi ñöùng caïnh meï noù. Toâi ngoài beïp xuoáng, ngaém nhìn maët 
noù, vuoát ve treân maù noù, khoâng noùi lôøi naøo. Toâi coù theå noùi gì? Toâi ñöùng 
leân, roài laïi nhìn vôï toâi. Naøng sôø vai toâi, vaø vôùi baøn tay coøn laønh maïnh, toâi 
sôø tay naøng. Ñoù laø laàn sôø chaïm cuoái cuøng cuûa chuùng toâi.  

Naêm naêm qua, töø ñoù ñeán nay, khoâng ngöôøi naøo sôø ñeán toâi.  
 Thaày teá khoâng sôø toâi, OÂng nhìn tay toâi, baáy giôø quaán trong moät 
mieáng gieû. OÂng nhìn maët toâi, baáy giôø taêm toái trong u buoàn. Toâi khoâng bao 
giôø oaùn traùch ñieàu OÂng noùi. OÂng chæ laøm ñieàu OÂng ñöôïc daïy. OÂng che 
mieäng laïi vaø giô tay ra, loøng baøn tay höôùng veà tröôùc. OÂng noùi vôùi 
toâi:“Ngöôi bò oâ ueá.” Chæ moät lôøi tuyeân boá, toâi maát caû gia ñình, trang 
traïi, töông lai, vaø baïn beø toâi.  

Vôï toâi chôø toâi taïi coång thò traán vôùi moät tuùi quaàn aùo, baùnh vaø 
nhöõng ñoàng tieàn. Naøng khoâng noùi gì. Baáy giôø baïn beø ñaõ tuï laïi. Ñieàu toâi 
thaáy trong maét hoï coù theå tieân ñoaùn laø ñieàu maø toâi thaáy ñöôïc trong moïi 
caëp maét: söï thöông haïi trong gheâ sôï! Khi toâi böôùc ra, hoï luøi laïi. Noåi kinh 
hoaøng cuûa hoï vì chöùng beänh cuûa toâi, lôùn hôn söï quan taâm cuûa hoï cho traùi 
tim toâi – vaäy neân töø ñoù, hoï cuõng nhö moïi ngöôøi khaùc maø toâi gaëp, ñeàu luøi 
böôùc.  

For five years no one touched me. No one. Not one person. Not 
my wife. Not my child. Not my friends. No one touched me. They saw me. 
They spoke to me. I sensed love in their voices. I saw concern in their eyes. 
But I didn't feel their touch. There was no touch. Not once. No one touched 
me. 

 
           What is common to you, I coveted. Handshakes. Warm 
embraces. A tap on the shoulder to get my attention. A kiss on the lips to 
steal a heart. Such moments were taken from my world. No one touched 
me. No one bumped into me. What I would have given to be bumped into, 
to be caught in a crowd - for my shoulder to brush against another's. But 
for five years it has not happened. How could it? I was not allowed on the 
streets. Even the rabbis kept their distance from me. I was not permitted in 
my synagogue. Not even welcome in my own house. 
               I was untouchable. I was a leper. And no one touched me. Until 
today. 
          I wonder about this man because in New Testament 
times leprosy was the most dreaded disease. The condition 
rendered the body a mass of ulcers and decay. Fingers would curl 
and gnarl. Blotches of skin would discolor and stink.  
  In Scripture the leper is symbolic of the ultimate outcast: 
infected by a condition he did not seek, rejected by those he 
knew, avoided by people he did not know, condemned to a future 
he could not bear. And in the memory of each outcast must have 
been the day he was forced to face the truth: life would never be 
the same. 
          One year during harvest my grip on the scythe seemed weak. The 
tips of my fingers numbed. First one finger then another. Within a short 
time I could grip the tool but scarcely feel it. By the end of the season, I 
felt nothing at all. The hand grasping the handle might as well have 
belonged to someone else - the feeling was gone. I said nothing to my wife, 
but I know she suspected something. How could she not? I carried my 
hand against my body like a wounded bird. 
                One afternoon I plunged my hands into a basin of water 
intending to wash my face. The water reddened. My finger was bleeding, 
bleeding freely I didn't even know I was wounded. How did I cut myself? 
On a knife? Did my hand slide across the sharp edge of metal? It must 
have, but I didn't feel anything. 
         “It's on your clothes, too," my wife said sofly. She was behind me. 
Before looking at her, I looked down at the crimson spots on my robe. For 
the longest time I stood over the basin, staring at my hand. Somehow I 
knew my life was being forever altered. 
         “Shall I go with you to tell the priest?" she asked. 
         "No,"I sighed, "I'll go alone." 
         I turned and looked into her moist eyes. Standing next to her was our 
three-year-old daughter. Squatting, I gazed into her face and stroked her 
cheek, saying nothing. What could I say? I stood and looked again at my 
wfe. She touched my shoulder, and with my good hand, I touched hers. It 
would be our final touch. 

Five years have passed, and no one has touched me since, until 
to day. 
           The priest didn't touch me. He looked at my hand, now wrapped 
in a rag. He looked at my face, now shadowed in sorrow. I've never faulted 
him for what he said. He was only doing as he was instructed. He covered 
his mouth and extended his hand, palm forward. "You are unclean," he 
told me. With one pronouncement I lost my family my farm, my future, my 
friends. 
 My wife met me at the city gates with a sack of clothing and 
bread and coins. She didn't speak. By now friends had gathered. What I 
saw in their eyes was a precursor to what I've seen in every eye since: 
fearful pity. As I stepped out, they stepped back. Their horror of my 
disease was greater than their concern for my heart - so they, and 
everyone else I have seen since, stepped back. 



 Xua ñuoåi moät ngöôøi phung, troâng nhö khaéc nghieät, kho âng caàn 
thíeât. Duø vaäy, Ñoâng phöông thôøi coå khoâng laø neàn vaên hoùa duy nhaát coâ 
laäp nhöõng ngöôøi toån thöông. Chuùng ta khoâng theå thieát laäp nhöõng bieät khu 
hay che mieäng chuùng ta tröôùc maët hoï, song chaéc haún chuùng ta ñaõ xaây 
nhöõng böùc töôøng vaø bòt maét chuùng ta laïi. Vaø con ngöôøi khoâng caàn phaûi 
cuøi phung môùi caûm thaáy bò xua ñuoåi!  
 Ngöôøi ly dò caûm bieát ñieàu naày. Ngöôøi taät nguyeàn cuõng theá. 
Ngöôøi thaát nghieäp coù caûm nghó ñoù, cuøng nhöõng keû thaát hoïc. Moät soá xa 
laùnh nhöõng ngöôøi laøm meï khoâng hoân nhaân. Chuùng ta caùch bieät nhöõng keû 
thaát voïng vaø traùnh khoûi nhöõng ngöôøi bònh nan y. Chuùng ta coù khu laân caän 
cho nhöõng ngöôøi ñònh cö, traïi döôõng laõo cho nhöõng ngöôøi giaø, tröôøng hoïc 
cho nhöõng ngöôøi thieáu hieåu bieát, caùc trung taâm cho nhöõng keû nghieän 
ngaäp, vaø nhaø tuø cho nhöõng toäi nhaân.  
 Phaàn soùt laïi laø nhöõng ngöôøi coá traùnh xa taát caû. Chæ coù Thöôïng 
Ñeá môùi bieát bao nhieâu ngöôøi töï nguyeän löu vong – nhöõng caù nhaân soáng 
nhöõng cuoäc ñôøi thaàm laëng, coâ ñôn, nhieåm ñoäc vì lo sôï bò choái töø vaø bôûi 
nhöõng kyù öùc maø hoï coá thöû laàn sau cuøng. Hoï phaûi choïn, thaø khoâng ñöôïc sôø 
chaïm, hôn laø theâm toån thöông.   
 OÂi, laøm sao toâi traùnh ñöôïc nhöõng keû nhìn thaáy toâi. Naêm naêm 
beänh phung ñaõ khieán tay toâi co quaép. Caùc ñaàu ngoùn tay toâi cuït maát, cuøng 
nhöõng phaàn treân vaønh tai vaø loå muûi toâi. Khi thaáy toâi, nhöõng ngöôøi cha tuùm 
laáy con mình. Caùc baø meï che maët laïi. Nhöõng ñöùa beù chæ troû vaø troá maét 
nhìn.  
 Nhöõng mieáng gieû treân thaân toâi khoâng theå che nhöõng ñau ñôùn. 
Taám baêng treân maët toâi cuõng khoâng che ñöôïc côn ñieân loaïn trong maét toâi. 
Toâi khoâng coøn muoán che ñaäy chuùng. Ñaõ bao nhieâu ñe âm, toâi vung vaåy naém 
tay taøn taät cuûa toâi leân vuøng trôøi im laëng? “Toâi ñaõ laøm gì maø ñaùng chòu 
caûnh naày?” Nhöng, chöa bao giôø ñöôïc giaûi ñaùp. 
 Moät soá nghó raèng toâi phaïm toäi. Moät soá nghó raèng cha meï toâi 
phaïm toäi. Toâi khoâng bieát. Heát thaûy nhöõng ñieàu toâi bieát laø toâi caøng moõi 
meät vì taát caû: nguû trong bieät khu, ngöûi muøi hoâi thuùi, Toâi caøng moõi meät vì 
caùi chuoâng nhuïc nhaõ maø toâi phaûi ñeo quanh coå ñeå caûnh giaùc ngöôøi khaùc 
veà söï hieän dieän cuûa toâi. Nhö theå toâi caàn noù vaäy. Moät thoaùng nhìn, lieàn coù 
nhöõng lôøi rao baùo vang leân: “OÂ ueá! OÂ ueá! OÂ Ueá!” 
 Ñaõ maáy tuaàn qua, toâi lieàu ñi treân ñöôøng veà laøng toâi. Toâi khoâng 
coù yù vaøo laøng. Coù trôøi bieát raèng toâi chæ muoán nhìn laïi nhöõng caùnh ñoàng 
cuûa toâi. Ngaém xem ngoâi nhaø toâi. Vaø may ra, thaáy ñöôïc maët vôï toâi. Toâi 
khoâng thaáy naøng. Nhöng toâi thaáy moät soá treû con roän ròp trong ñoàng coû. 
Toâi naáp sau moät thaân caây vaø xem chuùng chaïy nhaûy, noâ ñuøa. Maët chuùng 
thaät vui töôi vaø tieáng cöôøi cuûa chuùng deã laây ñeán ñoä trong choác laùt, chæ 
trong choác laùt, toâi khoâng coøn laø moät ngöôøi phung. Toâi laø moät noâng daân. 
Toâi laø moät ngöôøi cha. Toâi laø moät con ngöôøi.  

Tan chaûy trong nieàm vui cuûa chuùng, toâi böôùc ra töø phía sau thaân 
caây, toâi ñöùng thaúng leân, thôû moät hôi daøi... vaø chuùng thaáy toâi. Tröôùc khi toâi 
coù theå laån traùnh, chuùng ñaõ thaáy toâi. Chuùng keâu theùt leân. Roài chuùng taûn 
laïc. Tuy nhieân, coù moät ñöùa chaàn chôø, phía sau nhöõng ñöùa kia. Noù döøng laïi 
vaø nhìn veà höôùng toâi. Toâi khoâng bieát. Toâi khoâng theå noùi chaéc, song toâi 
nghó, toâi thaät söï nghó raèng, coâ beù aáy laø con gaùi toâi. Vaø toâi khoâng bieát, toâi 
thaät söï khoâng theå noùi chaéc. Nhöng toâi nghó raèng coâ beù aáy ñang tìm cha 
noù.  

Caùi nhìn ñoù laø ñieàu khieán toâi böôùc tôùi nhöõng böôùc hoâm nay. Taát 
nhieân, ñieàu ñoù thaät lieàu lónh. Taát nhieân ñieàu ñoù thaät maïo hieåm. Nhöng, toâi 
phaûi maát maùt gì? Ngaøi töï xöng laø Con Thöôïng Ñeá. Hoaëc Ngaøi seõ nghe lôøi 
than phieàn cuûa toâi vaø gieát toâi, hay chaáp nhaän lôøi yeâu caàu cuûa toâi vaø chöõa 
laønh cho toâi. AÁy laø nhöõng yù nghó rieâng toâi. Toâi ñeán vôùi Ngaøi nhö moät 
ngöôøi thaùch thöùc. Ñöôïc thuùc giuïc khoâng bôûi ñöùc tin, song bôûi caêm hôøn 
tuyeät voïng. Thöôïng Ñeá ñaõ giaùng hoïa naày treân thaân toâi, thì Ngaøi seõ hoaëc 
söûa chöõa noù hay chaám döùt noù.  
 Nhöng sau ñoù toâi thaáy Ngaøi, vaø khi toâi thaáy Ngaøi, toâi ñöôïc thay 
ñoåi. Baïn phaûi nhôù, toâi laø moät noâng daân, khoâng phaûi moät thi só, vaäy toâi 
khoâng theå tìm ñuû lôøi ñeå dieãn taû ñieàu toâi thaáy. Heát thaûy ñieàu toâi coù theå noùi  
laø nhöõng buoãi saùng treân ñaát Judea ñoâi khi thaät maùt meû, vaø khi aùnh döông 
leân thaät huy hoaøng ñeán ñoä nhìn ñeán chuùng thìø queân heát söï noùng naûy cuûa 
ngaøy hoâm  qua vaø söï toån thöông trong thôøi quaù khöù. Khi toâi nhìn maët Ngaøi, toâi 
thaáy moät buoãi saùng Judea.  

          The banishing of a leper seems harsh, unnecessary. The 
Ancient East hasn't been the only culture to isolate their wounded, 
however. We may not build colonies or cover our mouths in their 
presence, but we certainly build walls and duck our eyes. And a 
person needn't have leprosy to feel quarantined. 
                                                
               The divorced know this feeling. So do the handicapped. 
The unemployed have felt it, as have the less educated. Some 
shun unmarried moms. We keep our distance from the depressed 
and avoid the terminally ill. We have neighborhoods for immi 
grants, convalescent homes for the elderly, schools for the simple, 
centers for the addicted, and prisons for the criminals. 
          
 
               The rest simply try to get away from it all. Only God 
knows how many are in voluntary exile -  individuals living  quiet, 
lonely lives infected by their fear of rejection and their                  
memories of the last time they tried. They choose not to be                   
touched at all rather than risk being hurt again. 
                Oh, how I repulsed those who saw me. Five years of leprosy had 
left my hands gnarled. Tips of my fingers were missing as were portions of 
an ear and my nose. At the sight of me, fathers grabbed their children. 
Mothers covered their faces. Children pointed and stared. 
          
          The rags on my body couldn't hide my sores. Nor could the wrap 
on my face hide the rage in my eyes. I didn't even try to hide it. How many 
nights did I shake my crippled fist at the silent sky? "What did I do to 
deserve this?" But never a reply. 
          
            Some think I sinned. Some think my parents sinned. I don't know. 
All I know is that I grew so tired of it all: sleeping in the colony, smelling 
the stench. I grew so tired of the damnable bell I was required to wear 
around my neck to warn people of my presence. As if I needed it. One 
glance and the announcements began, "Unclean! Unclean! Unclean!" 
          
           Several weeks ago I dared walk the road to my village. I had no 
intent of entering. Heaven knows I only wanted to look again upon my 
fields. Gaze again upon my home. And see, perchance, the face of my wife. 
I did not see her. But I saw some children playing in a pasture. I hid 
behind a tree and watched them scamper and run. Their faces were so 
joyful and their laughter so contagious that for a moment, for just a 
moment, I was no longer a leper. I was a farmer. I was a father. I was a 
man. 
 Infused with their happiness, I stepped out from behind the tree, 
straightened my back, breathed deeply…  and they saw me. Before I could 
retreat, they saw me. And they screamed. And they scattered. One 
lingered, though, behind the others. One paused and looked in my 
direction. I don't know and I can't say for sure, but I think, I really think, 
she was my daughter. And I don't know I really can't say for sure. But I 
think she was looking for her father. 

That look is what made me take the step I took today. Of course 
it was reckless. Of course it was risky. But what did I have to lose? He 
calls himself God's Son. Either he will hear my complaint and kill me or 
accept my demands and heal me. Those were my thoughts. I came to him 
as a defiant man. Moved not by faith but by a desperate anger. God had 
wrought this calamitv on my body, and he would either fix it or end it. 
               But then I saw him, and when I saw him, I was changed. You 
must remembei; I'm a farmei; not a poet, so I cannot find the words to 
describe what I saw. All I can say is that the Judean mornings are 
sometimes so fresh and the sunrises so glorious that to look at them is to 
forget the heat of the day before and the hurt of times past. When I looked 
at his face, I saw a Judean morning. 



 Tröôùc khi toâi noùi, toâi bieát Ngaøi chaêm soùc. Duø sao, toâi bieát Ngaøi 
raát gheùt beänh naày – khoâng khaùc naøo toâi thuø haän noù. Côn ñieân loaïn cuûa toâi 
trôû thaønh troâng caäy, vaø côn giaän döõ cuûa toâi trôû thaønh hy voïng.  
 Nuùp sau moät taûng ñaù, toâi nhìn Ngaøi ñi xuoáng moät ngoïn ñoài. 
Haèng daõy ngöôøi luõ löôït theo sau Ngaøi. Toâi chôø ñeán khi Ngaøi caùch toâi maáy 
böôùc, roài toâi böôùc ra: “Thöa Thaày!” 
 Ngaøi döøng laïi vaø nhìn veà höôùng toâi, cuõng nhö haèng taù ngöôøi 
khaùc. Moät luoàng kinh haûi traøn qua ñaùm ñoâng. Nhöõng baøn tay bay leân 
tröôùc nhöõng göông maët. Treû con chaïy nuùp sau löng cha meï. Moät ngöôøi 
naøo ñoù keâu leân: “OÂ ueá!” Laïi moät laàn nöõa, toâi khoâng buoàn traùch hoï. Toâi 
laø moät khoái hoãn ñoän töû thi. Nhöng toâi ít khi nghe chuùng. Toâi ít khi nhìn 
chuùng. Toâi töøng thaáy söï kinh khieáp cuûa chuùngï caû ngaøn laàn. Duø vaäy, loøng 
thöông caûm cuûa Chuùa, toâi chöa heà thaáy. Moïi ngöôøi luøi laïi, ngoaïi tröø 
Ngaøi. Ngaøi böôùc ñeán toâi. Ñeán cuøng toâi.  
 Naêm naêm qua, vôï toâi ñaõ böôùc ñeán toâi. Naøng laø ngöôøi cuoái cuøng 
laøm theá. Baây giôø Ngaøi laøm ñieàu ñoù. Toâi khoâng di ñoäng. Toâi chæ noùi: “Laïy 
Chuùa, Ngaøi coù theå chöõa laønh toâi, neáu Ngaøi muoán.” Phaûi chaêng Ngaøi 
chöõa laønh toâi baèng moät lôøi noùi, toâi thaät sung söôùng. Phaûi chaêng Ngaøi 
chöõa laønh toâi baèng söï caàu nguyeän, toâi thaät vui möøng. Nhöng Ngaøi khoâng 
thoûa loøng ñôn sô noùi chuyeän vôùi toâi. Ngaøi ñeán gaàn toâi. Ngaøi sôø ngöôøi toâi. 
Naêm naêm tröôùc, vôï toâi ñaõ sôø ñeán toâi. Töø luùc ñoù, khoâng ai chaïm ngöôøi toâi. 
Cho tôùi ngaøy nay.  
 “Ta muoán.” Nhöõng lôøi cuûa Ngaøi dòu daøng nhö söï sôø chaïm cuûa 
Ngaøi. “Haõy ñöôïc laønh!”  
 Naêng löïc tuoân traøn trong ngöôøi toâi, nhö nöôùc chaûy qua nhöõng 
luoáng caøy trong moät thöõa ruoäng. Trong giaây phuùt, trong choác laùt, toâi caûm 
thaáy hôi aám nôi ñaõ töøng teâ coùng. Toâi caûm thaáy söùc löïc nôi ñaõ töøng moøn 
moûi. Löng toâi thaúng ñöùng, vaø ñaàu toâi ngaång leân. Nôi maø tröôùc kia taàm maét 
toâi chæ nhìn ngang thaét löng hoï, nay toâi ñöùng leân, taàm maét toâi ñoái  dieän 
Ngaøi. Göông maët töôi cöôøi cuûa Ngaøi.  
 Hai loøng baøn tay Ngaøi oâm laáy goø maù toâi vaø keùo toâi laïi gaàn ñeán 
ñoä toâi coù theå caûm thaáy aám aùp trong hôi thôû Ngaøi, vaø nhìn thaáy ñoâi maét 
Ngaøi long lanh: “Chôù noùi vôùi baát cöù ai veà vieäc naày. Song haõy ñi 
vaø trình dieän chính ngöôi cho thaày teá, roài daâng moät cuûa leã nhö 
Moses ñaõ truyeàn cho nhöõng ngöôøi ñöôïc chöõa laønh. Ñieàu naày 
seõ cho daân chuùng thaáy vieäc Ta ñaõ laøm.” 
   
          
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

          Before he spoke, I knew he cared. Somehow I knew he hated this 
disease as much as, no more than I hate it. My rage became trust, and  my 
anger became hope. 
         From behind a rock, I watched him descend a hill. Throngs of people 
followed him. I waited until he was only paces from me, then I stepped out: 
“Master!" 
         He stopped and looked in my direction as did dozens of others. A 
flood of fear swept across the crowd. Arms flew in front of faces. Children 
ducked behind parents. “Unclean!" someone shouted. Again, I don't blame 
them. I was a huddled mass of death. But I scarcely heard them. I scarcely 
saw them. Their panic I'd seen a thousand times. His compassion, 
however, I'd never beheld. Everyone stepped back except him. He stepped 
toward me. Toward me. 
          
         Five years ago my wife had stepped toward me. She was the last 
to do so. Now he did. I did not move. I just spoke. “Lord, you can heal me 
if you will." Had he healed me with a word, I would have been thrilled. 
Had he cured me with a prayer; I would have rejoiced. But he wasn't 
satified with speaking to me. He drew near me. He touched me. Five  years 
ago my wife had touched me. No one had touched me since. Until today. 
         
 
  
       “I will."  His words were as tender as his touch. “Be healed!” 
            Energy flooded my body like water through a furrowed field. In an 
instant, in a moment, I felt warmth where there had been numbness. I felt 
strength where there had been atrophy. My back straightened, and my 
head lifted. Where I had been eye level with his belt, I now stood eye level 
with his face. His smiling face. 
          
       
    He cupped his hands on my cheeks and drew me so near I could 
feel the warmth of his breath and see the wetness in his eyes. “Don’t tell 
anyone about this. But go and show yourself to the priest and 
offer the gift Moses commanded for people who are made 
well. This will show the people what I have done.” 
 
(Excerpt from Just Like Jesus by Max Lucado)   
         
                      
          
          
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 


