
Sermon for 14 June 2020 on Luke 5:12-16 and Mark 8:22-26 

JESUS’ HEALING TOUCH – REV GLENDA HICKS 
 

HEALING TOUCH 
 
Reflections on hands during Covid restrictions 

Amongst the other crazy aspects of our lives in “lock down”, I have been reflecting on 
the way touch suddenly became a “No No.” - Hands became suspect as purveyors of 

the dreaded virus: Don’t touch your face, Don’t touch anyone (unless they happen to 
be in your bubble), Don’t touch playground things, Don’t pat other cats and dogs, 

Don’t finger things in the supermarket … etc. And of course, “Wash your hands, wash 
your hands, wash your hands!”  It changed our whole attitude towards touch, and 

thereby what we did with our hands.  - Have you heard this song? “I gotta wash my 
hands” :  

The Beatles: I gotta wash my hands  (to the tune of I gotta hold your hand) 

 
Oh yeah I touched that somethin’ 

I think you understand 
Now I need a scrubbin’ 

I gotta wash my hands! 
I gotta wash my hands! 

I gotta wash my hands! 
 

Don’t sneeze next to me 
Watch where those droplets land 

To freeze this disease 
I gotta wash my hands! 

I gotta wash my hands! 
I gotta wash my hands! 

 

'Cause if I catch it I’ll feel crappy inside 
I even want my latex gloves 

Sanitized 
Sanitized 

Sanitized 
 

Yeah I learned this one thing  

The 20-second plan 
Now my water’s running 

I gotta wash my hands! 
I gotta wash my hands! 

I gotta wash my hands! 
 

'Cause if I catch it I’ll feel crappy inside 
I even want my latex gloves  

Sanitized 
Sanitized 

Sanitized 
 

Yeah I touched that somethin’ 

I think you understand 
Now I need a scrubbin’ 

I gotta wash my hands! 
I gotta wash my hands! 

I gotta wash my hands!

But then I started thinking in the opposite direction. – Where would we have been 
without the many people who did continue using their hands on our behalf: People in 

the food chain, from pickers and harvesters, packers, stackers, drivers, unpackers, to 
supermarket and dairy staff. People who put tape on pavements and floors. Pharmacy 

staff who dispensed medication. Aged care workers and cleaners. Health workers who 
continued tending to people’s medical needs, some at risk to their own wellbeing. 

Some who did their best to stand in for families when they were not permitted to visit 
ill loved ones. Newspaper staff who typed, edited, printed and distributed updates of 

our daily news. And on it goes…  

When you think about it, our dependence on hands is rather amazing, isn’t it? 
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Jesus’ use of hands 
Today is usually the week of the month when we focus on healing prayer. 

More often than not, Jesus’ miracles of healing involved him using his hands to touch 
people. For Jesus, touch was very important. His touch conveyed not only healing, 

but affirmation, acceptance and blessing. “He laid his hands on them and blessed 
them” (eg the children whom the disciples wanted to send away). He allowed 2 

women considered ‘unclean’ to touch him!  In our first reading today, a man afflicted 
with the disease of leprosy comes to Jesus and says, “If you want to, you can make 

me clean.” Jesus reaches out his hand and touches him, and says, “I do want to. Be 
clean.” – A physical, social and spiritual restoration in which Jesus’ touch was so 

crucial. We can think of many instances where caring touch makes a transforming 
difference. I offer these pictures from recent days: 

                                  
 

 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 

 
 

 
 

 
 

Do pray for all involved in the revolution that is taking place following the murder of 
George Floyd by a policeman in Minneapolis. 

 
Jesus heals a blind man in Bethsaida.  Mark 8:22-25 

This is an interesting story in that Jesus seemingly needed to give the blind man a 
second touch. Note that “some people brought a blind man to Jesus and begged 

him to touch him.”  
Jesus firstly took the man by the hand and led him out of the village (for privacy?). 

Then he put saliva on his fingers and put it on the man’s eyes and “laid his hands on 

him”  
 (presumably on his eyes). Why on earth saliva we are not told! Was there a medical 

reason?  
Then he asked him if he could see anything, and the man replied, “I can see people, 

but they look like trees walking around.” Ie, they were blurry.  
So Jesus touched his eyes a second time, and as he peered intently he began to see 

clearly.  

Black Lives Matter hosts 'Healing 
Ceremony' amid unrest in Louisville 

Local law enforcement and event 
organizers bump elbows Sunday, 
May 31, 2020, before a Black Lives 
Matter healing rally in front of KFC 
Yum! Center in downtown Louisville.      
 (Max Gersh) 
 



What does “seeing clearly” mean? I recalled a book I first came across back in the 
1970’s. Maurice Goodall was recommending books by Keith Miller to the City Mission 

staff and voluntary workers. One of them was called “A Second Touch.” Miller names 
the book from this story in Mark’s gospel, and he translates the last verse: “So Jesus 

touched his eyes a second time – and then he saw people as Christ saw them.” He 
goes on to describe his journey of renewal through opening himself to a new 

perspective – seeing the world through the eyes of Jesus Christ.  
 

I want to suggest that this insight is highly relevant, as we come together physically, 
as Christians all over our country, after an unprecedented period of doing what we’re 

told in order to prevent the spread of coronavirus. We’ve been given a chance to look 
at our lives, our neighbours, our community, our country, our world differently – to 

hone our perspectives on what’s really important, and how we need to be responsible 
for one another’s welfare. As we come to our time of prayer for healing, and to join in 

Holy Communion later, can we all be so brave as to ask Jesus for that “second touch”, 

that we might see people and the world with his eyes. 
 

To finish, one of Joy Cowley’s Psalms: 
Hands    Aotearoa Psalms 6   

 
This morning, Lord, 

These hands planted silver beet, 
Fed chooks, children, cat, sparrows, 

And skimmed pips off a batch of plum jam. 
This morning, like any other day, 

There were beds to make, washing to be done, 
And a patch sown on the knee of a child’s jeans. 

 
This afternoon Lord, 

One of these hands got a blister from the axe handle 

And the other, a splinter from kindling wood, 
But the afternoon brought deeper pain 

When my hands closed tight to hide anxiety 
Then later opened to brush away tears 

Before anyone could notice. 
It’s been a day of ups and downs 

With not much quiet in between. 
 

Now, this evening, Lord, 
I come forward to receive you 

And hold out these hands like a cup 
For the bread of your sacred body. 

 
And I discover 

That as you bless my hands with your presence, 

So do you bless all their efforts. 
All the planting, baking, cleaning, mending, 

Everything touched, everything tended, 
All my fears and tears, my loving, my hurting, 

The whole-up-and-down day, Lord, 
Is suddenly Eucharist.



 


