
 I’d like to tell you a story (I shared it with my staff and the RCIA 

last week). On the afternoon of Friday, September 27 I was recording a 

radio show at Sacred Heart Radio in downtown Kirkland. I always leave 

my phone in my pickup when I do that because even if a get an 

emergency call there’s nothing I can do until the recording is over. Well, 

at the end of the recording I got back to my pickup only to find I had an 

emergency call. It had come in just after I left the car – an hour and a 

half ago. There was a man at Evergreen Hospital in ICU. He could die at 

any moment and needed to be anointed. And that was 90 minutes ago 

– and they hadn’t had any return call from me: it was a worst-case 

scenario. I called and let them know I as coming and headed up Central 

Way towards 405 North. But it was Friday afternoon. The traffic was 

sure to be horrible. I was praying this guy was holding on.  

 But then came the weird thing. Once I got through the on-ramp 

light, the traffic opened up for me. I had no problem merging into the 

right lane. And that lane was moving at almost normal speed, while the 



“faster” lanes weren’t. And then when I got off at the 124th exit the 

light was green. I didn’t slow down. Then the next light was green – no 

slowing, then the next light was green. No brakes. By this time, I was 

feeling like, “Whee! I am under divine escort with silent angelic sirens 

blaring!” So, I just knew that I would find a parking place at Evergreen 

(almost impossible at 4:45 in the afternoon). Yep, there it was: the only 

free parking place in the lot just as I drove up. I hurried into the ICU and 

asked about the man and the nurse said, “Yes, he’s in the room right 

behind you.” Alive. Whew. 

 One could certainly explain this as mere coincidence – a random 

series of occurrences. This wasn’t a miracle. But the events – and my 

experience of them, left me with a different impression. This was a 

blessing – and a blessing from God even I couldn’t miss.  

Today I want to preach about the Ten Lepers, especially about the 

Samaritan Leper who glorified God in a loud voice and fell at the feet of 

Jesus and thanked him. The other nine were healed, but they didn’t 



“see” the work of God in their healing. Jesus hadn’t actually touched 

them – or even said, “Be healed!” Maybe it was all just a coincidence, 

or maybe it was something they ate, or whatever. But, in any case, they 

didn’t think Jesus needed to be thanked. 

 I suspect I’m like those nine lepers about most of the blessings 

God gives me. My divine escort to the hospital was just one of the 

relatively rare occasions when I recognized the hand of God directly 

guiding my life. Most of the time I just assume I’m doing it all myself. 

But if God was blessing me that Friday afternoon, why wouldn’t He be 

blessing me at other times? The truth is, as St. Therese said to her 

sisters on her deathbed, “All is grace.” 

And here’s another truth this Gospel brings out, the more 

materially comfortable and powerful we are, the harder time we have 

in giving God the credit for our blessings from Him. Notice: it’s the 

outsider, not one of the Chosen People, who sees the hand of God at 

work. The Samaritan alone is humble enough. Looking at the larger 



picture of this lesson of Jesus, I suspect that we in America, whom 

Abraham Lincoln once called an “almost Chosen People,” are so 

powerful and rich that we give ourselves too much credit for our 

blessings. The more blessed we are, the more we’re likely to think we 

accomplished or earned the goods we have all on our own – and that 

we deserve them all. Woe to us when we don’t give God the credit. 

If we, as a people or as individuals, fail to see God’s hand in our 

blessings we can become arrogant and proud. But even worse, we fail 

to grow in faith. What were the fruits of the encounter that day 

between Jesus and the Ten Lepers? All ten enjoyed a renewed health 

and return to, and acceptance by, the community. And that’s good. But 

the Samaritan alone received a further, greater blessing. He was able, 

not only to give thanks for his health, but also to give thanks for the 

Giver of the gift. He could be grateful for Jesus coming into his life in 

this way, where the other nine seemingly never encountered Jesus 



again. This is the growth in faith that we miss when we fail to see the 

hand of God in our blessings. 

In describing my trip to the hospital two weeks ago, I’ve made it 

sound easy to recognize the hand of God in that clearing of the way for 

me (He must have really wanted that man anointed – I wonder who 

was offering up prayers for him?). But, honestly, I can see myself on my 

bad days missing even that clear of a signal. Here’s what that sounds 

like --“Boy, it sure is lucky the traffic is light today!”.  

Let us consider: what are some of the blessings (material and 

spiritual) that we have received recently? What are the blessings in our 

life that we haven’t yet laid at Jesus’ feet? How many times this past 

week have we thought, “I sure am lucky!” rather than “blessed”? And 

how could we praise Jesus for those newly recognized blessings and fall 

at His feet so those blessings might increase our faith, as God desires, 

and so bring us all the fruit God wishes them to have in our lives? 


