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TEXT: Luke 17:15-17 "Then one of them, when he saw that he was healed, turned
back, praising God with a loud voice; and he fell on his face at Jesus' feet, giving
him thanks. Now he was a Samaritan. Then said Jesus, Were not ten cleansed?
Where are the nine?'"

Although this morning's scripture is a common Thanksgiving theme, this
is the first time that I have ever used it here. And I think the reason is that,
whenever I read this story, my reaction is always the same. I just can not believe
that people could ever have been so ungrateful. Of all the diseases known to man,
leprosy was more feared than any other. For those who had it not only could
become terribly disfigured, but, because of fear and superstition, they were also
cut off from any kind of human companionship -except, of course, from other
lepers. They could not even enter a town or a city, and wherever they went they
had to cry out with a loud voice, "Leper! Leper!" so that others could avoid them.
As terrible as the physical problems could be, the shame and isolation were
almost worse. >

Yet, here were ten lepers, all of whom Jesus had healed from their hideous
disease, but only one of them, a Samaritan, had the common decency to return
and show his gratitude. It is hard to believe. And, yet, I remember a story
Winston Churchill used to tell about a sailor who dived into the waters off
Plymouth Harbor to save the life of a little boy. Some time later, the sailormet the
boy and his mother on the street. As they approached, he saw the boy nudge his
mother:and say something to her; Then the mother stopped the sailor and asked,
"Are you the man who pulled my little boy out of the water?" Expecting some kind
of gratitude, the sailor smiled, saluted, and said; "Yes/Madame. That's me!" But
instead of gratitude, the woman growled, "Then, where's 'is cap?"

I think most of us can be like that at times. We have so much for which to be
grateful, but the simple truth is that too often we are not. We experience the most
wonderful blessings with such great constancy that sometimes we do not even
think of them as blessings. We are like the cartoon character, Dennis the Menace,
who came down the stairs one Christmas morning to a tree piled high with all
sorts of presents and toys. Frame after frame showed him opening the most
wonderful gifts until, finally, surrounded by all his presents and a veritable
mountain of Christmas wrappings, he looked up at his parents and asked. "Is
thisall?"

We are probably grateful for the big things, like when a loved one is sick and
gets well or when we are out of a job and find just the kind of work we have always








