
 As a grandma there are no sweeter words to hear at the end of the day than 

“Gamma… this has been the best day ever!” Having these words accompanied by a 

great big hug is just the cherry on top. “the best day ever.” 

As a pastor I also have to smile when I hear:  “pastor best worship ever!” and then 

hearing a few days later people still talking about how the music, the participation, and 

God’s Word made that particular worship “the best worship ever!” In these moments I 

find myself pausing and whispering words of gratitude “Thank you Holy Spirit; thank 

you. 

Now imagine if EVERY worship was THAT worship. I can’t help but wonder if every 

worship sparked worshipers in this way; you know put a bounce in our step, and made 

such an impact that all attendees talked about it for days after… well what our 

community and world would be like if that happened? 

Let us pray: Holy Spirit, Thank you for calling us together today to hear God’s 

Word. Awaken our hearts; open our eyes, help us to see the life you want for us. 

And when we leave this place put a bounce in our step excited to be your healing 

touch and love in the world. Amen. 

Can you hear her? Can you hear the woman in today’s story? She has been bent over 

for 18 years… bent over… only seeing dirt for 18 years. Her face hidden from others; 

theirs from her. She could not witness the sunrise or the sunset. She might have heard 

excitement around her but to participate in it would have beyond her reach.  

The pain of being bent over overcame her mind; the position making each breath a 

struggle. Some know how chronic pain can affect the mind … now think about this for 

18 years and the limitations… and then she one Sabbath someone actually saw her. 

Oh yes… I am sure others had noticed her before… but no one actually saw her as a 

person; a person who could be freed from this bondage. And she wasn’t seen by just 

anyone… this woman was seen by Jesus. Jesus initiated the contact. 

As she stared at the dirt she listened to Jesus teach. She could not have seen Jesus 

notice her… she only could hear him. “Woman come here.” I wonder if others had to 

nudge her… You… yes you… Jesus is speaking to you.” And so she made way to the 

voice. The voice that then said “Woman, you are set free from your ailment,” and then 

he touched her. 

How long had it been since she had been touched? How many people had thought she 

was “unclean” because of the position which held her captive. How many people even 

wondered why she bothered to show up to listen… after eighteen years wasn’t it 

obvious she wasn’t worthy to be made well? 

But today was her day. Jesus’ Word and a touch freed  her from being bound in that 

horrible position. Now I have heard, and probably have even joined, people in 



complaining about being stuck in a position for a long period of time… maybe on a 

plane or in a car, or during a medical procedure I also know after these few hours the 

relief of finally being able to stand… how good it feels… now times that relief by 18 

years! This woman could move, the chains that had her bound are GONE… she stood 

up; maybe even stretched her arms; she saw the face of Jesus and with hands out 

stretched, she praised God. 

Can’t you just hear her telling everyone ‘”Best Sabbath ever!” Perhaps for 18 years she 

had been attending Synagogue on the Sabbath as a good Jewish person would do… 

but for 18 years she had not heard a freeing word; she left as bound as she came… 

but on this Sabbath she was made free… I bet she talked about the day she was made 

free for the rest of her life and in my minds eye I can see her radiant smile and the 

gleam in her eye as she tells this story over and over. And I wonder if the story ever 

got old for those who heard it. Really, I can see a child or great grandchild, as she 

begins; roll their eyes … “oh here we go again… the day grandma was freed.” 

Each Sunday, each Sabbath God calls you and I to come together to encounter Jesus. 

We encounter Jesus in the Word; we encounter Jesus in our prayers, we encounter 

Jesus in the meal. It is the same Word the woman heard; the same prayers… yet it is 

not very often that we hear people proclaim “best worship ever!” do we? No, infact in 

our world what we are hearing more of is the number of people who don’t even bother 

to attend worship. 

 Have you ever wondered why? 

Same stories over and over again… there is never anything new. Now I enjoy studying 

scripture and the reason I enjoy it so much is yes, I read the same stories over and 

over again but I never hear them quite the same. It is AMAZING to me how the Holy 

Spirit can teach me something new in the same old story.And, yes, I get excited when 

this happens and I have witnessed the eye roll… here we go again… same old story. 

But I remind people God’s Word is a “living Word” God is always speaking something 

new through God’s Word so don’t just think “Oh I have heard this story before… listen 

for what is new! 

“I leave worship feeling worse than when I come.” What’s that about? Oh the stories I 

have heard about the “gatekeepers” of worshiping communities. Those who are so 

concerned about the “right” and “wrong” way of worship… which really amounts to “the 

way I am comfortable and not comfortable” to worship … that can prevent “the other” 

from encountering Jesus and experiencing being freed from bondage. News flash… 

there are no hard and fast rules about music, about “the way” of worship or even about 

who has the right understanding making him or her “worthy” to assist with worship. 

These are things we might hold on to but the truth is as long as God’s Word is being 

proclaimed rightly the rest is just for us. The problem is  once a worshiping community 



gets established it is often hard to break the old habits. We think everyone will 

encounter Jesus in the way WE do… not realizing not everyone does. 

“They don’t want me here;; they know me or think they know me.” Do you know there 

are some people who believe that hearing God’s Word is for the well and not the sick… 

that it is for the Saint but not the Sinner? Amazing isn’t it? Yet, sadly I have been in 

worshiping communities that have shunned the single mom whose child openly 

admitted there was no “daddy” in her home. I have seen the people notice the tatooes 

and piercings on the young man, but not notice his joy as he took his bible out of his 

backpack to read along in worship. I have witnessed as the long-timers have told a 

newer member that she wasn’t needed to serve on the financial committee… when her 

vocation was that of a forensic CPA.  

They don’t want me here I hear them cry; but obviously God does or you wouldn’t be 

here, I loudly retort. 

So yes, they  may know you and what you have done… but believe me, you just 

haven’t gotten to know them… those hypocrites.  

How can it be the “best worship ever” or the “best Sabbath ever” when not all voices, 

talents and open hearts are truly welcome to participate?  

The only way is to open our hearts to truly absorb and hear the Word.  

I invite you to hear again God’s Word from Isaiah “If you remove the yoke from among 

you, the pointing of finger and the speaking of evil, if you offer your food to the hungry 

and satisfy the needs of the afflicted, then your light shall rise in the darkness and your 

gloom be like the noon day. The Lord will guide you continually, and satisfy your needs 

in parched places, and make your bones strong; and you shall be like a watered 

garden, like a spring of water, whose waters never fail.” 

As I read this I hear the possibilities for the church; the possibilities of a church that 

chooses not to point fingers at the sinners but sees only the saint Jesus made each 

one of us on the cross. The church that sees the afflicted… the person who is held in 

bondage by troubles of the spirit… depression, mental illness, various addictions and 

aliments, and says “we see you, come hear God’s Word with us… we all need Gods 

healing word.”  

A church that sings “All are Welcome” and embodies it in order that all people leave 

praising and thanking God for the “best worship ever” and then leaves to tell others 

about the acceptance and love of Jesus with joy … why? Because it just feels that 

terrific to hear those old, old stories speaking to the heart and changing those hearts 

into wellsprings of life. 

God gives us church. God calls us to a certain church, that we will be healed and our 

talents will be shared. Church is not about me; church is always we. Each person 



whether a long-time attender or first time attendee is called by God, and needed by the 

church to make today ‘the best ever.”  

Thank you for hearing God nudging you to this place and following that nudging. You 

are welcome; you are wanted; may God bless your soul today as you encounter Jesus 

in this place. 


