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I am yoursâ�¦ Whom else would I belong to? In which other hands would I place myself? Which eyes would
look at and know me all? Whose voice can tell the words calming my soul? I am yoursâ�¦

Naaman gives expression to the only possible answer we can give to God's grace: I am yours.

Naaman is introduced in the Biblical text by his military status and his foreign nationality. He is the head of
the Aramean army. He is "a great man before his lord", that is, the king of Aram. He is in "high favour with
his master" because he had won victories `for his king.

But his introduction concludes with what becomes the major problem in the story: he suffers from a skin
disease. Most often, the skin disease is translated as "leprosy," but that translation is debatable, especially
when we notice that Naaman's particular disease does not prevent him from interacting with others in a variety
of social contexts. However, even if Naaman was not a social outcast, his greatness is marred by his disease.
What to do?

A little girl, a slave has an answer. She knows about the prophet. She gives Naaman an address, the place
where he can find cure. He wants to be cured. He travels to a foreign country. He goes as a warrior, with his
horses and chariots. But what a deception; the prophet doesn't even come out to receive him. The prophet
sends a messenger: "go, wash in the Jordan seven times, and your flesh will be restored". What? A
messenger? Naaman was an intelligent and strategic man, he had a clear goal, he wanted to be healed, and he
knew exactly how the prophet should proceed in order to heal him. "I thought that for me he would surely
come out, and stand and call on the name of the Lord his God, and would wave his hand over the spot, and
cure the leprosy!" Naaman had delineated in his mind how the prophet would act in relation to him.

Doesn't Naaman sound like us sometimes? We ask questions expecting that certain answers are given. We
search for an alternative but we know already what our choice will be. So in fact, our questions are not really
questions, and our search is not a search.

Things didn't happen as Naaman expected. So, he turned and went away in a rage.

Three weeks ago Terry spoke about being in a rage when making reference to the prophet Amos. Sometimes,
we have plenty of reasons for being in a rage. Do you have one today? Maybe the accident in Hungary last
Thursday (October 7) when a toxic red sludge burst out of an aluminum factory's reservoir and entered the
Danube, threatening an ecological disaster? Perhaps the fact that river Marcal actually died and the village of
Kollontar was devastated? Perhaps you are in a rage because of the injustice in terms of food trade and food
security. Today is the beginning of the Churches' Week of Action on Food. Hopefully churches all over the
world will join their voices in an effort to affirm that food is for all and that justice has to be achieved in terms
of food distribution.

But, to be in a rage is not a good place to be. We might be there sometimes, but we cannot remain there. Rage
perpetuates itself. It destroys relationships; it undermines the future. It blinds us for seeing options and
possibilities not yet seen. Rage, if not overcome, cause us to loose ourselves; we don't know who we are
anymore after a while.

Naaman was able to overcome his rage when his servants approached him and said, "Father, if the prophet
had commanded you to do something difficult, would you not have done it? How much more, when all he
said to you was, 'Wash and be clean'?"
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Does this sound familiar? Sometimes what we are asked to do is so simple. But we just don't do it. Sometimes
it is just a word, "Thank you" or "I am sorry". It is all what it takes to have a relationship mended, the will to
trust again restored, the courage to disarm oneself, the energy to continue being a community together.
Sometimes it is so simple. But simplicity is not always easy. However, we reach no new beginnings if we
don't try it.

I told my new group of confirmation students this week that being a confirmand is very simple. They just
have to come every week on Wednesdays, spend two hours with me, be attentive to the lessons, do the
homeworks, come to worship, help to prepare a few services, help with the different tasks of the servicesâ�¦
and when I am boring, they have to let me know because after all, I was 12 long time ago. Very simple, don't
you think? Are my confirmation students present this morning?

Finally Naaman decided to do the simple thing he was asked to do; he immersed himself seven times in the
Jordan and was healed. This was not an easy decision. Perhaps this decision challenged his perception of
himself, it stretched his sense of whom he was. But he did it, and he was healed. He returned to the man of
God with all his 'company' and said, "Now I know that there is no God in all the earth except in Israel; please
accept a present from your servant". Naaman surrendered himself to the One who gave the prophet power to
heal him; the One who restored him. He had never experienced God in such a way before. The present he
offered is a symbol of he offering himself. Here is who I am. I am yoursâ�¦

I finish with a poem by Dietrich Bonhoeffer:
Who am I? They often tell me
I stepped from my cell's confinement
Calmly, cheerfully, firmly,
Like a squire from his country-house.
Who am I? They often tell me
I used to speak to my warders
Freely and friendly and clearly,
As though it were mine to command.
Who am I? They also tell me
I bore the days of misfortune
Equally, smilingly, proudly,
Like one accustomed to win.

Am I then really all that which other men tell of?
Or am I only what I myself know of myself?
Restless and longing and sick, like a bird in a cage,
Struggling for breath, as though hands were
compressing my throat,
Yearning for colors, for flowers, for the voices of birds,
Thirsting for words of kindness, for neighborliness,
Tossing in expectation of great events,
Powerlessly trembling for friends at an infinite distance,
Weary and empty at praying, at thinking, at making,
Faint, and ready to say farewell to it all?

Who am I? This or the other?
Am I one person today and tomorrow another?
Am I both at once? A hypocrite before others,
And before myself a contemptibly woebegone weakling?
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Or is something within me still like a beaten army,
Fleeing in disorder from victory already achieved?
Who am I? They mock me, these lonely questions of mine.
Whoever I am, Thou knowest, 0 God, I am Thine!
(March 4,1946)

Brothers, sisters, in times of uncertainties and rage; in times of difficult decisions; in times when we search for
understanding and healing, remember: we are God's.
Amen.
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