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February 12, 2012 – God’s Maze – 2 Kings 5:1-14
Mazes can be fun.  My health in early childhood often kept me in bed.  My dad shortened the legs of a folding table so I could play on a flat surface.  Among my favorite pass times were coloring books and paper dolls.  Dot to dot numbered puzzles weren’t much fun.  It was too easy to see what the image was going to be and the finished product didn’t look very artistic with those little numbers all over the page with straight lines where curves should be.  But…
Mazes were more fun.  Just when you thought you were heading in the right direction a wall popped up and you had to back track.  One quick clue, if you are the type of person that prefers their mistakes not show…use a pencil with a good eraser and draw your lines lightly at first!  You can always go back and darken the path to make it look like you’re a pro at finding your way.  (
Corn mazes are popular in the fall.  Many farmers have discovered that they can further capitalize on their fields by letting people pay to walk the acreage.  If you view the maze from the air, or a hand held brochure, the paths seem very logical and easy to follow.  But when you find yourself in the midst of a maze, your whole perspective changes.

How many here have ever walked a prayer maze or labyrinth?  (show of hands) You are encouraged to enter the maze in quiet contemplation.  As you walk the path in clear view of the central goal you find yourself coming ever so close and then suddenly the path turns to send you back to the outer edge.  No one enjoys being tricked or confused when our life’s path takes an unexpected turn, but as we walk the maze, our soul begins to grasp that God’s presence is with us in the journey, whether we wander from the center of the maze, or draw ever so close to that God center.  Once the center is reached there is a comfort in spiritual communion with God, but we can’t stay in the center forever, we must leave again, taking God back into the world with us.  
Sometimes the direction we need to go is right in front of us.  Namaan found himself in a maze.  As he enters, it is difficult to Namaan to swallow his pride – led by a servant girl, humbled by a prophet, instructed by his servants.  He finds himself hopelessly lost in a human maze that we often call a human dilemma.  Namaan is responsive to God’s leading in the end.  Despite unexpected encounters, he is healed and finds God as he exits the maze.
Namaan is the commander of a great army under the king of Aram.  This is the fifth son of Noah’s son Shem.  The sons of Aram, or the Arameans, are part of the branches of people we call Semitic.  They are not tied to a specific geographical area but are strewn throughout the Fertile Crescent.  There are many paradoxes in this passage from the Old Testament.  Namaan is described as a “Great man and in high favor with his master, because by him the Lord had given victory” to his king.  The paradox…though a mighty warrior “(he) suffered from Leprosy”.  Namaan is mighty in one area, but weak and broken in another.  He is victor over his enemy, but vanquished by the war within his own body.
The first character to confront Namaan is a young girl taken captive and is a servant of Namaan’s wife.  This servant girl knows of a prophet who is in Samaria that can cure him.  Because a mighty commander isn’t apt to take advice from a mere girl, she puts a word in his wife’s ear about this prophet.  “If only my lord were with the prophet who is in Samaria!” she hints.  Of course being a loving wife, she takes the cue and urges her husband to speak to the king about permission to seek out this prophet.

What’s a husband to do?  Namaan enters the chambers of the king and tells him that there just might be a cure for what ails his most trusted military leader.  The king is probably more delighted at the news than the weary Namaan.  The king is so supportive that he intercedes for Namaan by writing a letter to the King of Israel, erroneously expecting this king to be the prophet the servant girl spoke of.  The king also sends generous gifts of silver, gold, and garments; hoping to buy the blessing of God’s saving presence for his commander.

Namaan packs up and sets off with high hopes only to have them quickly dashed as the King of Israel, Joram, tears his garments in panic.  Joram is afraid the entire incident is a trick to create a declaration of war amid the uneasy peace between the two nations.  He says, “Am I God, to give death or life, that this man sends word to me to cure a man of leprosy?”

The king has a good point!  Only God can heal.  We can imagine poor Namaan, thinking he was nearing the center of his maze only to discover he is farther away than ever.

Well, the news of the poor king’s distress finally reaches the prophet Elisha.  He sends word to the king to have Namaan come to him.  Namaan complies, but he doesn’t slip quietly in the back door of the clinic.  He comes to Elisha’s house with a full complement of horses and chariots!  It’s about like the President pulling up to the local CVS minute clinic complete with secret service and limos expecting the red carpet treatment he would get at Walter Reed, or at least Beaumont.

Elisha isn’t about to become part of the big theatrical production and sends a messenger out to Namaan with specific instructions of what he is to do: “Go, wash in the Jordan seven times, and your flesh shall be restored and you shall be clean.”

Namaan is furious!  Not only is he suffering from the debilitating effect of his disease, and probably quite uncomfortable from all this time and travel, but is now humiliated by this prophet in front of all his soldiers.  What kind of “cure” is this!  This is ridiculous.  The Jordan was a mud hole.  How could anyone come clean in a mud hole?  Why not the Damascus river?  And seven times?  There may be those who believe in this voodoo mumbo jumbo, but Namaan wasn’t about to buy into this nonsense!  He leaves in a rage.
We see him now pacing back and forth in his temporary quarters, still fuming at the indignities of this whole trip.  A number of his servants approach him.  “Father,” they say, trying to calm his agitation, “if the prophet had commanded you to do something different, would you have not done it?  How much more, when all he said was, ‘wash and be clean’?”  

Sometimes it takes hearing things from a new perspective for a message to make sense.  “Do you want to be healed or not?  Elisha has given the prescription.  For God’s sake and your own life, at least try it!  What have you got to lose?”

Being healed is a choice.  What choice will Namaan make?  He finally concedes and goes to the Jordan to wash.  And, “according to the word of the man of God, his flesh is restored like the flesh of a young boy, and he was clean!”  He returns to his servants and requests an audience with Elisha.  He testifies, “Now I know that there is no God in all the earth except in Israel; please accept a present from your servant.”

There is no gift of repayment necessary except to praise God.  Elisha did not heal him for monetary gain, but to bring glory to God.  Namaan is overwhelmed.  “If I can’t give you something then let me take something back with me – how about a piece of the ground you walk on so that I might have a holy place to worship on.”  Namaan still didn’t quite understand, but Elisha knew and sent him home to his pagan world with a new understanding of the power and presence of God.

Namaan’s journey isn’t too dissimilar to ours.  We find ourselves on a journey, not a straight path, but one that wanders like a maze, with good days and terrible nights, and a journey with many people along the way trying to help us find our way.  Do you want to be healed?  Seems like a stupid question, of course we do.  Then accept Christ as your Lord and Savior, be obedient to God’s direction and you will find life.

Just walking in the doors of a church isn’t going to do it.  If Namaan only had to dunk into the Jordan once, it wouldn’t have taken much faith.  Even twice, three times, four times….Elisha said seven times.  And with each washing we can feel Namaan focusing more on the act than on the action, more on the why than the how.  Namaan’s thoughts may have run something like this:

1. Is it possible that these people really do care about me and my dis-ease?

2. Do I dare submit to such humiliation?

3. Why reach deeper into myself for healing, can’t someone just give me a simple remedy, a cure-all pill?

4. Why give myself over to this God…to Christ?
5. Dear God, will Your healing really come true?

6. How is it that something that seems so dirty like this mud hole…like the crucifixion…make me clean?

7. How can I ever repay God for this miracle?

We all become Namaan’s at some point along this maze of healing, along the journey to a fuller life in Christ.  We may still be pacing around in our earthly tents wondering what this foolishness of accepting Christ is all about.  We may have dipped ourselves just once into the Jordan in accepting our baptism and stand drying off on the shore wondering why things don’t seem to have changed.  We may even have discovered the fullness of cleansing and stand before God puzzled at the repayment expected of such an awesome healing.  And like Elisha, God sends us back home to our pagan world to discover a new understanding of the power and presence of God.


It takes very little effort to feel lost.  We can, however, make another choice.  We can view unhappy experiences as an opportunity for a new beginning.  Faith is a leap into the unknown and a refusal to succumb to the despair that always accompanies uncertainty.  No matter where we find ourselves in life’s maze, of this we can be sure, God is with us.  Immanuel.  Our very essence is imprinted on God’s hand.

