
Follow Me

2 Samuel 1:1, 17-27; Psalm 130; 2 Corinthians 8:7-15; Mark 5:21-43

In the Methodist stream of our history, prior to the formation of The United Church of Canada,

“testimonies” were a regular part of Sunday worship. A testimony is presented by someone who is

usually an eye-witness to an event who makes a statement under oath but it can also be a time when

one stands up in front of other people at a church service and publicly testifies to what God has done

for him or her. It is sort of a spiritual autobiography. 

In many churches, testimonies are still a part of Sunday morning worship. Sometimes

testimonies are confined to smaller groups. 

Over the years I have heard a number of faith testimonies, and I have always been interested

in other people’s testimonies. Telling one another our life stories is usually illuminating. But what

amazes me is that in nearly every testimony I have heard, there has been invariably emerged a

typical, predictable pattern. Often, the pattern goes something like this: 

I was miserable. I was lost and tormented by guilt over the way I had been living. I had tried

everything, and nothing seemed to work. Then I found Jesus, asked him to come into my life, and

since then my life has been filled with joy. 

It is not surprising that such an experience might happen to a person. The New Testament

contains a number of stories of tormented people whose lives were transformed by a new

relationship with Christ. In this Sunday’s Gospel, for instance, a terribly worried parent comes to

Jesus asking him for help with his terribly sick daughter, a woman reaches out in a crowd to touch the

hem of his robe. Jesus responds with a miraculous act of compassion and restores the little girl and

the woman to life. 

The message we hear? You have some challenge in your life that’s beyond your ability to fix?
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Then come to Jesus. He is the embodiment of God’s compassionate care in action. Jesus will set

right what you can’t. 

What is surprising to me is when this pattern of testimonial (“I was in a mess, and then Jesus

fixed it for me”) is made the chief pattern for everyone. 

While this morning’s scripture clearly has a desperate father seeking help for his desperately ill

daughter, not all the people who are attracted to Jesus are desperate. None of  the disciples are

called to Jesus when they are at their wits’ end. 

If you search the Gospels, I think you will be hard pressed to find many examples of the “I was

miserable, and then I found Jesus” type of conversion experience. Look at the many ways people are

called by God in the Bible. Abraham, a rich and contented desert sheikh, was out gazing at the stars

one night. Moses was a murderer hiding out  in the wilderness. Isaiah was at prayer in the temple.

Peter was fishing. The little man in the tree was curious. Matthew was at the office counting money.

Paul was on a pious errand. 

We all have different names and faces and different strengths and weaknesses. The Bible

shows that we are always called by our very own names in the particular way God chooses to touch

us. The Bible seems to say that there is no one way to be called.

Testimonies can cause other problems as well. Personally speaking, my life story never

seemed as interesting as most of the people who stood up and told theirs. I have been a sinner, but

never a very spectacular sinner, never a very glamorous sinner. My past contains a number of

stumbles and actions for which I am not too proud, but I can boast of  no juicy, dark episodes during

which I wallowed in sin and utter depravity. 

From what I know of the Bible, the story there is that few of us can boast of finding Jesus; he

finds us. And the important thing is not what I decide about God but the fact that in Christ God has
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decided for me. My inevitably halfhearted acceptance of Christ is always overshadowed by God’s

prior, wholehearted acceptance of me. 

Secondly, I am uncomfortable with the subtle selfishness which makes Christianity as a kind of

payoff. I don’t see how I can come to God asking for the curing of all my headaches and heartaches,

doubts and depressions, sadness and sorrows, and then move from this essentially self-centered

and self-serving religion to a religion centered upon the praise and service of God. I don’t see how

one comes to the faith out of selfishness (“God, make me unmiserable, make me happy, make me

fulfilled”) and ends up with the kind of selflessness which I see in the life and teachings of Jesus. It’s

little wonder that many people seem surprised and a bit baffled when the Word dares to mention

some of the ethical demands of the Gospel. Many have signed on to the faith with only the

expectation of rewards and are thus baffled with all this talk about responsibilities. 

How much greater credit to the power of the Christian gospel it is for a person to be able to

testify: 

Jesus showed me how much greater my joy in life could be when I rose above the selfish

pursuit of my own happiness and the preoccupation with my own problems. In losing my life for

others and for him and his work, in using my blessings for something greater than myself, I found my

true life. 

Granted, we have a faith which has a uniquely comforting word to speak to the sad. We have

a Leader who proclaims healing for the sick, freedom for the enslaved, hospitality for the outcast. But

are those the only people for whom we have a place? Jesus had compassion for the weak. He

healed the sick just like this Sunday’s Gospel. But he did not ignore persons of strength—rich people

like Zacchaeus; big, husky hotheads like Peter; intellectuals like Paul. Luckily, Jesus was too good a

physician to offer everyone the same medicine! He told the rich young ruler to give it all away, but he
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let Zacchaeus use his wealth as his faith demanded. He gave a more detailed exposition of the faith

to Nicodemus but tossed a simple “Follow me” at Peter the big fisherman. 

Which is to say, the main thing with Jesus is not, “What can I do for you in your desperate

need?” The main thing is the “Follow me.” Jesus calls us not simply to fix us, to heal us, but to save

us by making us part of his movement of salvation of the world. In whatever state we find ourselves,

we are to follow as his disciples. We follow not as “whole” but “broken” seeking to bring justice and

love to a broken and hurting world.

As we move into the depths of the tragedies of recent weeks at first at Kamloops and now at

Marieval on Cowesses First Nation, that reveals the true darkness of the residential school system,

we can see Jarius’ daughter as a symbol of all the children who suffered so horribly in a system

perpetrated by people who thought they were doing the “right” thing. Those children who were dead

have been raised to life once again and their voices call out for justice. We can’t ask Jesus to fix it all

for us. In our commitment to following in Jesus way we have to claim it, we have to enter into the

depths of it, even the darkness of the valley of the shadow of death, and to follow by walking with our

indigenous brothers and sisters through it. They have given us their testimony and it is our

responsibility to listen if we are to attain the true path of reconciliation, so that we can all heal.

So remember that even if this day you are wounded, you are still a disciple. If you are so

wounded you can’t walk with him and serve him for a time, he responds to us with compassionate

love. But you can be well assured, before he is done with us he will say to us, wounds and all,

“Follow me.” Thanks be to God. Amen.
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