2 Kings 5:1-14

 1 Now Naaman was commander of the army of the king of Aram. He was a great man in the sight of his master and highly regarded, because through him the LORD had given victory to Aram. He was a valiant soldier, but he had leprosy.

 2 Now bands from Aram had gone out and had taken captive a young girl from Israel, and she served Naaman's wife. 3 She said to her mistress, "If only my master would see the prophet who is in Samaria! He would cure him of his leprosy." 

 4 Naaman went to his master and told him what the girl from Israel had said. 5 "By all means, go," the king of Aram replied. "I will send a letter to the king of Israel." So Naaman left, taking with him ten talents of silver, six thousand shekels of gold and ten sets of clothing. 6 The letter that he took to the king of Israel read: "With this letter I am sending my servant Naaman to you so that you may cure him of his leprosy." 

 7 As soon as the king of Israel read the letter, he tore his robes and said, "Am I God? Can I kill and bring back to life? Why does this fellow send someone to me to be cured of his leprosy? See how he is trying to pick a quarrel with me!" 

 8 When Elisha the man of God heard that the king of Israel had torn his robes, he sent him this message: "Why have you torn your robes? Have the man come to me and he will know that there is a prophet in Israel." 9 So Naaman went with his horses and chariots and stopped at the door of Elisha's house. 10 Elisha sent a messenger to say to him, "Go, wash yourself seven times in the Jordan, and your flesh will be restored and you will be cleansed." 

 11 But Naaman went away angry and said, "I thought that he would surely come out to me and stand and call on the name of the LORD his God, wave his hand over the spot and cure me of my leprosy. 12 Are not Abana and Pharpar, the rivers of Damascus, better than any of the waters of Israel? Couldn't I wash in them and be cleansed?" So he turned and went off in a rage. 

 13 Naaman's servants went to him and said, "My father, if the prophet had told you to do some great thing, would you not have done it? How much more, then, when he tells you, 'Wash and be cleansed'!" 14 So he went down and dipped himself in the Jordan seven times, as the man of God had told him, and his flesh was restored and became clean like that of a young boy. 

MOVERS AND SHAKERS

Sometimes it is said that there are two kinds of people in the world: 
"the movers and shakers" on the one hand, 
and on the other hand…well, there's the rest of us. 
The movers and shakers are the ones who make things happen, they shake things up, change things – they have power. 
In the world of politics, it may be a president, 
or the head of state or perhaps a prime minister, 
but it could also be their right-hand men and women, their advisors, or their military generals 
who tell them what they can accomplish by sheer force. 
I suspect that presidents, prime ministers, and kings 
are grateful for their military generals; if they're really successful ones, because, that's where their own power often comes from – their military might. 
Those presidents and kings would probably do anything for their best generals.

And it must feel good to be the King’s star general, 
to be a celebrity driving around the kingdom 
in a big fancy chariot with some fine horses 
and a really eye-catching uniform.
You've got money and fame and a nice house 
and even some slave girls that you captured last time you led your troops to victory over those poor Israelites. 
Life is good – well almost.
The trouble is, all your winning record on the battlefield 
and the king's gratitude and the admiration of the crowds, all of those count for nothing each night when you come home and take off the fancy uniform and face the fact that you are just one more leper; one more person afraid of the rejection of others when they really see you, or worse, if they start to touch you.
Just another person hurting and sick and powerless 
in the face of your suffering. 
One more person in need of healing.

But then, one day, your wife tells you about something a little slave girl said – what was her name? I don't know. 
Who knows what young foreign slave girls are named?
Anyway, your wife tells you that there is a prophet in Samaria who might be able to help you. 
Hope – a little bit of hope! 
What do you do, big powerful general? 
You do what powerful people do. You go to your king, and ask for his help. And what does he do? He does what powerful people do. He works the system for his star general. 
Does he send you to the prophet for healing as that little girl suggested? What was her name?
No. The king deals with his own kind and sends you to see the king of Israel, along with, of course, a whole bunch of money. Silver and gold and presents and such.
After all, everything can be bought when you live on top of the world, right?  

So you go off in your grand chariot and mighty horses. With your troops marching along beside you and your treasure in the carts they're protecting. You travel to the land of people you look down on, people you have defeated. Losers, really.
But they may just have something you need, something more than victory or fame or money: They may have the gift of healing and wholeness. They may be able to restore you to health. 
But things don't go so well once you present the letter from your king. The letter that's supposed to open doors, 
fix things and make things happen.
No. The king of Israel, for all his power, realizes that he can't cure leprosy. And then he suspects that it may be a trick, a threat, something that will give your king an excuse to attack. So he tears his robe and cries out in his fear: "Who am I to cure leprosy?"

So how does the story stand at the moment?

We've got two kings and one mighty general, a great man, the story says. A huge treasure of gold and silver, 
and a bunch of army troops with their chariots and horses. And so far, all the moving and shaking in the halls of power hasn't got the general one inch closer to being healed. 
The only mover in this story so far is the little girl. What was her name? The little slave girl who spoke of her faith and trust in the power of God to heal her master general.

Just as you’re about to head home in real defeat, you get a message to turn and visit the house of the prophet Elisha. A singularly unimpressive little place.
You pull up in your big chariot with the horses stamping the ground and the soldiers standing in formation. The carts still bulging with gold and silver. 
Surely Elisha will come out and bow down before you, welcome you and thank you for your gifts? Then he'll say a word or two over you, and just like that, you'll be healed! 
That's how things work for the high and mighty, right? 
Wrong!

This little prophet Elisha, who does he think he is?

He sends a lowly messenger who tells you to go to the river Jordan and wash seven times and then you'll be healed. 
Doesn't he know who you are? 
You are Naaman, mighty general, conqueror and victor, look at all your troops and all that treasure! 
That prophet needs to drop whatever he's doing, come out here right now and greet you like you deserve to be greeted. Greeted like the important person that you are! 
And what about the river Jordan? It's disgusting! Too shallow to do anything but wade in, and it’s muddy and dirty. Not like the grand rivers back in Damascus. Those would be rivers worthy of a general like you. 
If the Jordan is the best you can do, I’m off home! 
But then something else happens. Your attendants, your servants, the ones without names, they watch your suffering and they see your rage. It frustrates them and they try to calm you down.

They're really quite clever, and appeal to your pride 
If the prophet had asked for all this silver and gold and told you to do something really hard, like fast for a year or sacrifice a thousand rams, you would have done it, right? 
You would have done anything to be clean again,
to be whole again.
And right there, in that moment, the story turns. 
Pride steps back, power steps down into the mud of a dirty old river, off comes the splendid uniform and there, in front of your troops, you become like a little baby. Born again, all new and fresh. Stepping out of the river whole and clean and pink, with the skin, they say, of a young boy. Not a sick, leprous, worn-out general. You are new again, healed and whole.

Did you notice that there are a lot of people in this story who have no names? 
It’s fascinating to see how God works through the most ordinary of people. Those nameless servants who have no real power to make things happen, but they are wise enough not to stand in the way of the power of God, which is what Naaman and the kings seem to do. 
This healing wouldn't have happened if the "little" people, the ones without names, hadn't spoken up and helped Naaman to see the truth, to let himself be both humbled and healed.

Naaman’s story is a great encouragement to us all, because it’s a great leveller.

I believe that God still speaks in, and from, the most unexpected places and through the most unexpected people. 
Perhaps it’s a word of hope, like the words of the young slave girl. 
Perhaps it’s a word of clear command, like the instruction from Elisha, that makes us face our sense of self importance.
Or perhaps it’s a word of reason, a word that re-directs us and puts us on the path toward healing and wholeness. 
So, to those who think that they are important, essential and irreplaceable. Beware! 

God may bring you to your knees, through the words he gives to those you look down upon.
To those who think that they have no ministry to perform.
Be prepared to be surprised!
God may just have a few small words for you to say 

Which may change the course of someone’s life, from selfish pride, to repentance and rebirth.

Let us pray that we may have the ears to hear and the courage to speak God’s word, into the hearts of our friends and neighbours. 
Amen.

