
Mark 5:1-20 Philip A- Muth

THE GIFT OF WHOLENESS"

November 10, 1985

TEXT: Mark 5:9 "And Jesus asked him, 'What is your name?'
He replied, 'My name is Legion; for we are many."

Some years ago, in another church, a strange thing
happened to me one Sunday. As I was greeting people after
the service, I noticed a young boy I had never seen before.
As I shook his hand he looked up at me with a great big
smile and said with obvious pride, "My name is in the
Bible." Expecting something like Peter, or Paul, or Mark, I
replied, "That's nice! What is it?" And he stunned me when
he answered, "Legion." Fortunately, I had not been preaching
on this morning's scripture lesson.

To this day I can not understand what his parents had
in mind when they gave him a name like that. Perhaps they
already had several children and were like the southern lady
who named her children "Eeny", "Meeny", "Miny", and
"Charles" because she didn't want any "Mo." Maybe they just
liked the sound of it, I don't know. But I have a pretty
good idea of what that name meant to the man in today's
scripture reading.

A Roman Legion consisted of six thousand infantry and
120 cavalry. Here, then, was a man who found himself pulled
and torn by a great many problems and emotions, all
struggling and fighting within him like so many armed
soldiers. In fact, he was so confused and so disoriented
that he could no longer remain in ordinary society. Instead
he lived by himself out among the tombs. And in his
frustration and despair, he would cry out day and night and
bruise himself with stones.

Perhaps it was even there among the graves that he
decided upon his name. Sir George Adam Smith once wrote that
at Gerasa he saw some peasants who had just unearthed an
ancient tombstone bearing the inscription, "Publius Aelius,
a soldier of the 14th Legion, 40 years old, 19 years in the
army." Perhaps the demoniac had seen that very tombstone,
or at least one like it, for many a Roman soldier died in
that fever-ridden region. At any rate, in his wild and
distracted mind, that word, Legion, somehow seemed to
describe his own inner torment.

But what does that have to do with us? Many of us would
probably consider this passage more appropriate as an
episode of "The Twilight Zone" or as perhaps a screen play
by Stephen Spielberg than for a Sunday morning sermon. All
that talk about demons and such is pretty foreign to most of








