SU SO CHAM CUA THUQNG PE
MOT TRAI TIM THUONG CAM

Viéc gi x3y ra, n€u mot ngudi ndo d6 phadi thu mdt phim
tai liéu vé ban tay Ban? Viéc gi x4y ra, n€u mot nha sin xuit
phdi thudt cAu chuyén vé ban tay Ban? Chiing ta s& thdy gi?

HéEt thiy chiing ta déu sdm hoc dugc riing ban tay tién
dung cho nhiéu diéu khdc hon 1a ding cho sy sdng thodt — dé 1a
mot phuong tién bi€u 16 tinh cdm. Ciing mot ban tay, c¢6 thé trg
gitip hay t6n thuong, vuon ra hay si€t lai, nAng mot ngudi 1én hay
ném mot ngudi xudéng.

Né&u Ban phdi trinh chi€u phim tai liéu ndy cho ban be
xem, Ban s& tur hio vé nhitng gidy phit: ban tay Ban dua ra mot
mén qua, dit mot chi€c nhin vio ngén tay ngudi khdc, chim séc
mot vEt thuong, stta soan mot bita iAn, hay chap lai d€ ciu
nguyén. Rdi con nhitng quang cdnh khdc: Hinh d4nh nhitng ngén
tay cdo tdi, nhitng nim tay ha lam. Nhitng ban tay thudng 14y vio
nhiéu hon cho ra, ddi hdi thay vi ding hié€n, tdn thuong hon 1a yéu
thuong. Oi, nidng luc ban tay chiing ta. Khong khéo diéu dong,
ban tay tr§ thanh nhirng vii khi: cAu xé cho quyén luc, bép nghet
dé€ song con, mon trén d€ thda man. Song khéo diéu dng, ban
tay chiing ta trd thanh nhitng dung cu an dién — khong phai chi 1a
dung cu trong tay Thugng P&, ma chinh ban tay Thugng P&,
Hiy cung hi€n ching, thi bd phan nim ngén ndy sé trd thinh ban
tay thi€n thugng.

P6 1a diéu ma Chida Jesus di lam. Pang Cttu d6 ching
ta da cung hi€n tron ven ban tay Ngai cho Thugng D€. Hinh dnh
tai liéu vé ban tay Ngai khong c6 nhitng cdnh bam 1ay tham vong
hay ngén tay chi trich. Dut vdy, nhi€u hinh 4nh khéc lién ti€p hién
ra, nhitng con ngudi chd dgi ban tay cdm thuong cia Ngii s&
cham: cdc phu miu bdng con tré, ké nghéo mang nhitng lo sg, toi
nhin gdnh vdc du sdu. Ngudi nio dén thi duge s§ cham. Va ngudi
nio dugc s& cham thi bi€n ddi. Nhung khong ai dugc sd cham hay
bi€n d6i hon mot ngudi phung vo danh trong sich Phic 4m
Matthew 8:

Khi Chiia Jesus di xudng khéi doi, nhitng ddm dong on theo
Ngai. Sau dé, mot nguoi mang chitng binh ngoai da dén cung Chiia Jesus.
Nguoi sdp minh xuéng trude Ngai, roi néi: “Thua Chiia, Ngai cé thé
chita lanh cho téi, n€u Ngai muén.”

Chiia Jesus gio tay ra, s vao ngudi, réi phin: “Ta muén,
hay dugc lanh!” Tiic thi, nguoi dy dugc lanh binh. Xong, Ngai phdn vdi
ngudi: “Ché thuat chuyén ndy véi bat ci ai. Song hay di va
trinh dién chinh nguoi cung thiy t& va ding mot cia 1& nhu
Moses di truyén cho nhitng nguvi dugc lanh bénh. Piéu nay
sé cho dian chiing thiy viéc Ta da 1am.” (Mat. 8:1-4)

Céc Thanh dd Mark va Luke ciing thuit cdu chuyén ndy.
Nhung, xin dudc ta 161 cing ba Nha Ky thuit, tdi phdi néi ring khong
ngudi nao thuat lai diy da. Oi, ching ta biét chitng bénh ciia ngudi ndy
va quyét dinh cda anh ta, song phin con lai nhu th& nao? Chiing ta bi bé
Ittng v6i nhiéu dau hdi. Nhitng ngudi viét khong cho biét tén, khong ti€u
stt, khdng md td nao khéc.

SU RUONG BO TOT CUNG.

Dai khi tinh hi€u k¥ cda t6i vot 1én tuyét dinh, va tdi la ling
kéu lén. Vay toi sip lam gi didy — la ling kéu 1én vé con ngudi nhan
dugc sy sd cham cidm thuong tir Chia Jesus. Ngudi xuat hién mot 1an,
mot 15i thinh ciu, va nhin mét s§ cham. Nhung mot 1an s& cham d6 thay
d6i vinh vién cudc ddi ngudi. Va tdi la ling néu ciu chuyén clia ngudi
dién ra nhu 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.14)

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:



Pd ndm ndm khéng ai so dén t6i. Khéng ai. Khéng mot ngudi
nao. Vg 16i, khéng. Con t6i, khong. Ban bé ciing khong. Khong ai so dén
t6i. Ho thdy tbi. N6i chuyén véi toi. Toi cam biét tinh thuong trong tiéng
néi ciia ho. Téi thdy su quan tdm trong déi mdt ho. Nhung t6i khong thdy
ho s& cham. Khong mét so cham nao. Mot lan ciing khong. Khong ai so
dén téi.

Téi ao wéc, nhitng gi Ban thuong lam? Nhitng bdt tay. Nhiing
vong tay dm dp. Mot vé vai cho téi chii ¥. Mt nu hon trén méi dé chiém
mot trdi tim. Nhiing gidy phut dé dd roi khéi thé gidi toi. Khong ai so dén
16i. Khong ai cham vao téi. Cdi ma téi cé thé sin sang dé dvoc dung tdi,
dé nhan dugc trong ddm dong, la vai téi dugc co vai ngudi khdc. Nhing
dd ndm ndm, diéu doé khéng hé xdy ra. Sao vdy? Toi khong duoc phép di
trén duong phd. Thdm chi cdc dao sT ciing trdanh xa t6i. Téi khéng dugc
phép vao nha héi ciia t6i. Ciing khong dugc tiép don trong chinh nha 16i.

Toi la nguoi khong thé so cham. Toi la mot nguoi phung. Va
khong ai so dén t6i. Cho téi ngay nay.

To6i la lung vé ngudi ndy, bdi trong thdi Tan Udc, cui
phung 13 mo6t bénh ghé tdm nhi't. Bénh trang bi€n thin ngudi
thanh mot khdi 18 loét va ung thdi. Nhitng ngén tay cong veo, gb
ghé&. Nhitng u mut trén da bac mau, hoi ham.

Trong Kinh Thdnh, ngudi phung la tugng trung cho su
rudng bd tot cling: nhiém ddc bdi mot tinh trang ma ngudi khong
tim, bi tif chdi boi nhitng ngudi tirng bi€t, bi xa ldnh bdi nhitng ké
khong hé quen, bi két 4n vao mdt tuong lai ma ngudi khong chiu
ndi. Va, ky tc ciia mdi ngudi bi rudng bd, 12 ngay ngudi budc
phai ddi dién vdi sy that: ddi song s& khdng con nhu thé.

Mot ndm kia, sudét mita gdt, tay cam ludi hdi ciia t6i duong nhu
yéu di. Cdc ddu ngon tay téi té ciing. Ban ddu mot ngon, roi mot ngon
khdc. Trong mdt thoi gian ngdn, t6i cé thé ndm 14y dung cu, song it khi
cdm gidc. Pén cudi mia gdt, 16i khong con cdm gidc nita. Ban tay ndm
cdn ludi hdi, nhu thudc vé ké khdc — cdm gidc khong con nita. Téi khong
néi gi vdi vy t6i, song toi biét nang nghi mét diéu gi. Sao nang khong the’
biét dugc? Toi 6m tay vao ngudi toi nhu mét con chim bi thuong.

Mt budi chiéu, téi nhiing tay vao chdu niéc rita mdt. Nudc tré
mau dé. Ngén tay tdi chdy mdu, mdu chdy khéng ngirng. Téi van chua
biét ring t6i bi thuong. Lam sao t6i tw cdt minh? Bing mét ludi dao?
Phdi chdng tay t6i da luot trén mot canh sdt bén? C6 1é vdy, nhung t6i
khong cam thdy gi cd.

“Mdu ciing dinh trén qudn do anh,” tiéng néi diu dang ciia vo téi.
Nang ditng sau lung téi. Trudc khi nhin nang, t6i nhin xuéng nhiing chdm
dé thdm trén do toi. Trong mdt thoi gian dai nhdt, t6i ding bén canh
chdu, ddam nhin tay t6i. Dit sao, toi biét doi t6i tan ta vinh vién.

Vo t6i héi: “Em sé di vdi anh dé trinh ciing thdy t&7?”

T6i thé dai: “Khdong, Anh sé di myt minh.”

T6i quay lai, nhin vao mdt ddm udt ciia nang. Pita con gdi ba
tudi ciia chiing toi ditng canh me né. Téi ngdi bep xudng, ngdm nhin mdt
nd, vudt ve trén md nd, khéng néi loi nao. Téi c6 thé ndi gi? Téi ding
Ién, roi lai nhin vo t6i. Nang so vai t6i, va vdi ban tay con lanh manh, téi
50 tay nang. P6 la lan so cham cudi ciing ciia chiing toi.

Ndm ndm qua, tir d6 dén nay, khéng nguoi nao so dén téi.

Thdy té khong so 16i, Ong nhin tay 16i, bdy gio qudn trong mot
miéng gié. Ong nhin mdt 16i, bdy gio tam 167 trong u budn. Téi khong bao
gio odn trdch diéu Ong néi. Ong chi im diéu Ong dugc day. Ong che
miéng lai va gio tay ra, long ban tay huéng vé truéc. Ong ndi véi
16i:“Nguoi bi 6 ué.” Chi mot loi tuyén bo, tdi mdt cd gia dinh, trang
trai, tuong lai, va ban be toi.

”

Vo toi cho t6i tai dng thi trdn véi mot tii quan do, banh va
nhitng dong tién. Nang khong ndi gi. B4y gio ban be da tu lai. Piéu téi
thdy trong mdt ho cé thé tién dodn la diéu ma t6i thdy duoc trong moi
cdp mdt: su thuong hai trong ghé so! Khi téi budc ra, ho livi lai. NOi kinh
hoang ciia ho vi chitng bénh ciia téi, Ién hon sy quan tdm ciia ho cho trdi
tim t6i — v@y nén tir dé, ho ciing nhut moi nguoi khdc ma téi gdp, déu lii
budc.

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, 1 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 1 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 [
knew my life was being forever altered.

“Shall I go with you to tell the priest?" she asked.

"No, "l sighed, "I'll go alone."

1 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 1
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 dudi mot ngudi phung, trong nhu khic nghiét, khéng cin
thiét. Dt viy, Pong phuong thdi ¢ khong 13 nén vin héa duy nhit co
14p nhitng ngudi tdn thuong. Chiing ta khong thé thi€t 14p nhitng biét khu
hay che miéng chiing ta trudc mit ho, song chic hin ching ta di xay
nhitng bitc tudng va bit mit ching ta lai. VA con ngudi khong cian phai
clii phung mdi cdm thay bi xua dudi!

Ngudi ly di cdm biét diéu ndy. Ngudi tit nguyén ciing thé.
Ngudi thd't nghiép c6 cdm nghi d6, ciing nhitng ké thi't hoc. Mot s& xa
lanh nhitng ngudi lam me khong hon nhan. Ching ta cdch biét nhitng ké
that vong va trdnh khdi nhitng ngudi binh nan y. Chiing ta ¢6 khu 1an cin
cho nhitng ngudi dinh cu, trai dudng 1ao cho nhitng ngudi gia, trudng hoc
cho nhitng ngudi thi€u hi€u bi€t, cdc trung tim cho nhitng k& nghién
ngap, va nha tu cho nhitng t6i nhan.

Phan sét lai 13 nhitng ngui ¢d tranh xa tit c. Chi c6 Thugng
D& méi bi€t bao nhidu ngudi ty nguyén lvu vong — nhitng c4 nhin sdng
nhitng cudc ddi thaim ling, c6 don, nhi€m ddc vi lo sg bi chdi tir va bdi
nhitng ky ttc ma ho c6 thif 1an sau cling. Ho phdi chon, tha khong dugc sd
cham, hon 13 thém t8n thuong.

Oi, lam sao téi trdnh dugc nhitng ké nhin thdy téi. Nam nam
bénh phung da khién tay téi co qudp. Cdc ddu ngén tay téi cut mdt, ciing
nhitng phdn trén vanh tai va 16 mili t6i. Khi thdy t6i, nhitng nguoi cha tim
14y con minh. Cdc ba me che mdt lai. Nhitng dita bé chi tré va tré” mdt
nhin.

Nhitng miéng gié trén than t6i khong thé che nhitng dau don.
Tdm bdng trén mdt téi ciing khong che duoc con dién loan trong mdt toi.
T6i khong con mudn che ddy chiing. Pa bao nhiéu dém, téi vung vdy ndm
tay tan tdt cua toi lén vung troi im lgng? “Téi da lam gi ma ddng chiu
cdnh ndy?” Nhung, chita bao gio duoc gidi ddp.

Mot s6” nght rdng téi pham téi. Mot s6 nghi rdng cha me toi
pham tdi. Toi khéng hét. Hét thdy nhitng diéu toi biét la téi cang moi
mét vi tdt cd: ngu trong biét khu, ngiti mii hoi thii, Toi cang méi mét vi
cdi chudéng nhuc nhda ma téi phdi deo quanh cé dé canh gidc ngudi khdc
vé sy hién dién ciia 16i. Nhu thé t6i cdn né vdy. Mot thodng nhin, lién c6
nhitng 10i rao bdo vang 1én: “O ué! O ué! O Ué!”

DPad mdy tudn qua, t6i licu di trén duong vé lang téi. Toi khong
c6 ¥ vao lang. C6 troi biét ring téi chi mudn nhin lai nhitng cdnh dong
ciia toi. Ngdm xem ngdi nha t6i. Va may ra, thdy dugc mdt vo toi. Téi
khong thdy nang. Nhung t6i thdy mot s6 tré con rén rip trong dong cé.
Téi ndp sau mot than cdy va xem ching chay nhdy, né dua. Mdt chiing
thdt vui tuoi va tiéng cuoi ciia chiing dé ldy dén do trong chéc ldt, chi
trong chéc lat, toi khong con la mot nguoi phung. Toi la mot néng dan.
T6i la mdt nguoi cha. Toi la mdt con nguoi.

Tan chdy trong niém vui ciia chiing, téi budc ra tir phia sau thdan
cdy, t6i ditng thdng lén, thé mét hoi dai... va chiing thdy téi. Trudc khi téi
c6 thé ldn trdnh, chiing da thdy tbi. Chiing kéu thét lén. Roi chiing tdn
lac. Tuy nhién, c6 mét dita chdn cho, phia sau nhitng dita kia. N6 dirng lai
va nhin vé hudng toi. Téi khong biét. Téi khéng thé néi chdc, song ti
nghi, t6i thdt sy nght rdng, cé bé Ay la con gdi téi. Va t6i khong biét, toi
that su khong thé néi chdc. Nhung téi nght rdng cé bé dy dang tim cha
no.

Cdi nhin dé la diéu khién t6i budc tdi nhitng budc hom nay. Tat
nhién, didu do thdt liéu linh. T4t nhién diéu dé that mao hiém. Nhung, toi
phdi mat mdt gi? Ngai tw xung la Con Thugng Dé. Hodc Ngai sé nghe 10i
than phién ciia t6i va giét téi, hay chdp nhdn 1oi yéu cdu ciia t6i va chita
lanh cho toi. A’y la nhitng ¥ nghi riéng t6i. Téi dén véi Ngai nhu mot
nguoi thdach thitc. Pugc thiic giuc khong bdi diic tin, song bdi cam hon
tuyét vong. Thuong D& da gidng hoa ndy trén than toi, thi Ngai sé hodc
sita chita né hay chdm diit né.

Nhiing sau dé téi thdy Ngai, va khi téi thdy Ngai, téi dugc thay
ddi. Ban phdi nhé, t6i la mot ndng dan, khong phdi mot thi si, vay toi
khong thé tim dii 1oi dé dién ta diéu toi thdy. Hét thdy diéu t6i c6 thé ndi
la nhitng budi sdng trén ddt Judea doi khi thdt mdt mé, va khi dnh duong
lén hdt huy hoang dén dé nhin dén chiing thi quén hét sy néng ndy ciia
ngay hém qua va sy tén thiuong trong thoi qud khit. Khi t6i nhin mdt Ngdi, toi
thdy mot budi sdng 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 1 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 eitering. 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. 1 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, 1 saw a Judean morning.



Trudc khi t6i néi, téi biét Ngai chim séc. Dit sao, t6i biét Ngai
rdt ghét bénh ndy — khong khdc nao toi thit hin né. Con dién loan ciia téi
trd thanh trong cdy, va con gidn dit cia téi tré thanh hy vong.

Niip sau mét tdng dd, t6i nhin Ngai di xudng mét ngon doi.
Hiéing day nguoi I lugt theo sau Ngai. Toi chd dén khi Ngai cdch toi mdy
bude, rdi toi bude ra: “Thua Thdy!”

Ngai ditng lai va nhin vé huéng téi, ciing nhu hdng td nguoi
khdc. Mot ludng kinh hdi tran qua dam dong. Nhiing ban tay bay lén
trudc nhitng guong mdt. Tré con chay nip sau lung cha me. Mt nguoi
nao dé kéu lén: “O ué!” Lai mét ldn nita, t6i khong buén trdach ho. Téi
la mot khéi hdn dén it thi. Nhung téi it khi nghe chiing. Téi it khi nhin
chiing. Toi titng thdy su kinh khiép ciia ching cd ngan ldn. Dix vdy, long
thuong cdm ciia Chiia, t6i chua hé thdy. Moi nguoi lii lai, ngoai triv
Ngai. Ngai budc dén téi. Dén ciing toi.

Ndm ndm qua, vo t6i da budc dén toi. Nang la nguoi cudi cing
lam thé. Bay gio Ngai lam diéu dé. Téi khong di dong. Téi chi néi: “Lay
Chiia, Ngai c6 thé chita lanh t6i, néu Ngai mudn.” Phdi ching Ngai
chita lanh t6i bdng mot 19i néi, t6i thdt sung sudng. Phdi chdang Ngai
chita lanh t6i bing sy cdu nguyén, téi that vui mitng. Nhung Ngai khong
théa long don so néi chuyén véi téi. Ngai dén gan t6i. Ngai s& ngudi toi.
Ndm ndm trudc, vo toi da so dén t6i. T liic d6, khdng ai cham nguoi téi.
Cho tgi ngay nay.

“Ta mudén.” Nhitng 10i ciia Ngai diu dang nhu sy s¢ cham ciia
Ngai. “Hay dugc lanh!”

Ndng lyc tubn tran trong nguoi toi, nhu nudc chdy qua nhitng
ludng cay trong mét thita rudng. Trong gidy phiit, trong chéc ldt, t6i cam
thdy hoi dm noi dd ting té céng. Toi cam thdy siic luc noi da ting mon
méi. Lung toi thdng ditng, va ddu téi ngdng 1én. Noi ma trudc kia tdm mdt
t6i chi nhin ngang thdt lung ho, nay toi ditng lén, tdm mdt t6i doi dién
Ngai. Guong mdt tuoi cuoi cia Ngai.

Hai long ban tay Ngai 6m Idy go md t6i va kéo téi lai gdn dén
do 16i c6 thé cdm thdy dm dp trong hoi thé Ngai, va nhin thdy doi mdt
Ngai long lank: “Ché néi véi ba't cif ai vé viéc ndy. Song hay di
va trinh dién chinh ngudi cho thdy t&, réi ding mét cia 1& nhu
Moses da truyén cho nhitng ngudi dugc chita lanh. Piéu nay
sé cho dan chiing thay viéc Ta da lam.”

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 1'd seen a thousand times. His compassion,
however, 1'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, 1 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, 1 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)



