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 “Wounded Healers” 

 

If you have had a chance over these last weeks of March, 

In between shovels of snow, to read the monthly theme for 

Spiritual practice – the one that says Salvation: the Practice of Healing 

At least one of the following is probably true about you as you have read: 

 You read the word ‘Salvation’ and you think: saved from what 

And for what, exactly?  

 You think: Saved…me, here, this church?  Sounds a little ‘born-again-

ish” don’t you think? I don’t think I need to be saved!  I don’t need to 

be born again.  I was born right the first time! 

 Despite whatever words allergies you have, you know what it feels 

like to not quite be the parent, the spouse, the child, the professional, 

The student you want to be. 

 You are by all outward appearances successful and healthy and 

strong and capable and relatively happy, but sometimes on the inside 

you are insecure, brittle with doubts, more lonely than you care to 

admit. 

 You are threatened by your faults, your wounds, your vulnerabilities, 

So threatened, in fact, that you believe that in order for you to be of 

any use to yourself or the world around you what you need to do is  

Pretend they’re not there. 

 

But it’s not all depressing; this is also true about us: 

 

 You have an enormous capacity to heal and be healed. 
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 The worst that is said about you and that you say to yourself about  

Yourself  – ‘you’re hopeless, you’re no go good, etc. – is not to be 

believed. 

 You have more light and joy inside you than you realize. 

 And, finally, to bring in our title, your wounds, your hurts, 

Your scars, are not an obstacle to your growth, but instead 

Are where your growth begins. 

 

This much is also true, that even though you hear Stephanie and I preach 

About the second half of our faith, the Universalist side, that promises  

Salvation for all and no hell, no hell, no hell, no hell! 

And that we are all worthy of love right from the start,  

no matter what class we come from or how much money we make 

Or how ‘successful’ we are, 

I sometimes feel that our pulpit is so impossibly small and our voices 

So impossibly quiet when compared to the other sermon we’re hearing, 

A uniquely American sermon, 

That says ‘God helps those who helps themselves’ 

And ‘I deserve everything I have!’  

And ‘every person for themselves’ 

And ‘there are the takers (47%!) and then they are the givers (53%!) 

Sound familiar? 

 

And lest we think we only hear this message and don’t preach it ourselves, 

Yours-truly included, 

Let’s acknowledge that more often than not we like to see ourselves 

As ‘the givers,’ the benefactors,  
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the bestow-ers of blessing rather than the recipients, 

Because who wants to appear needy, who wants to be show up vulnerable, 

Who wants to admit that we might just need a little bit of saving? 

Not me.  Not you.  At least not publicly.  

I mean that’s why we have therapists, right? 

And that’s why we have doors we can close. 

I sometimes wonder how different we might feel if the roofs 

Was taken off the buildings and the doors of the offices opened, 

So we could actually see each other in all of our wounds and warts 

And hurts and hopes. 

How different might we be to know that we’re not alone,  

Not at all? 

 

But all this is really a pre-sermon to the sermon. 

The real sermon started for me last Saturday in the basement 

Of St. Paul’s Episcopal Cathedral in downtown Boston  

with our youth group, 

The stone walls so old that one of the old-timers pointed to a wall 

Where the stones were paved in a half-circle, 3ft.by 3ft, 

And said that this where they used to put the bodies when 

The church also served as a morgue.   

‘Cool’ said one of the kids, proving once again just how different 

Our generations can be, because what I’m wondering is: 

Do you think they put the minister in there? 

 

As you heard last Sunday if you were here, 

We had spent the morning stationed at tables near the door, 
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Handing out one pair of white tube socks (sorry, only pair per person!) 

to each homeless person who came through the door in those two hours  -  

something like 172 in total –  

And after they grabbed their pair of white tube socks, 

Others of us made sure they got a cup of the hot coffee 

And a brown bag lunch filled with PB&J on white bread 

Or ham and yellow cheese, 

With a snack and piece of fruit. 

“You can’t go hungry in Boston,” said one of the guests to me,  

‘but that doesn’t mean we eat well, if you get my drift.’ 

Imagine how we would feel if all we ate were processed foods 

Day after day and we might get his drift exactly. 

 

After getting the guests lunch 

It was our job to sit down with them at the round tables, 

Smile, make small talk – ‘hey, how you doing today? 

Good to see you!  You warm?’ 

As they waited to be called up to choose from huge, 

Heaping piles of pants and shoes and sweaters and belts 

And hats and gloves. 

 

Said one of the kids from another congregation stationed 

At the pants pile after the morning was over 

– “I was surprised how choosy they were about the style, 

The color, the fashion” –  

Which led the minister of this program to challenge the assumption 

We all make that says ‘beggars can’t be choosers.’ 
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“Choice is an expression of human dignity,” she said, 

And even though these people might not have a home,  

don’t they still have dignity enough to choose, 

Even if that choice is only about the color of their pants?’ 

And I will be the first to admit that right then I felt put in my place, 

Because I will admit I had never thought of it that way before, 

Because maybe like most of you I’ve never really ever had to ask for much, 

And, like you, I’ve taken my ability to choose for granted. 

 

The guy that ended up finally choosing the pants he wanted 

did choose well –  

he brought the pair of what looked like skinny jeans back to the table 

Where his buddies were sitting and draped them across the table 

The way a tailor might at a Brooks Brothers Store – sweeping his hand 

Up and down and gesturing with wide eyes that said “Nice, eh?” 

 

Even still, this much I need to acknowledge: these guys looked rough –  

Missing teeth, neck tattoos, scars from some midnight fight, 

Smokey breath, some visibly drunk even though it was only 10a.m. 

And then there was us – white teeth, washed hair, clean fingernails, 

Pants and shirts we clearly got to choose,  

And me feeling scuzzy because -  

Can you believe it? – because I hadn’t showered that morning like usual. 

I actually have no idea what feeling scuzzy is really like;  

Few of us do. 

 

But this is point.  If someone came in and wanted to draw a line  
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Based on appearances alone between 

The wounded and the healers, 

The givers and the takers, 

The ‘saved’ and the ones in need of ‘saving’ 

I bet we all know who would get put where. 

Right? 

We all know. 

 

So imagine my humility – the kind of humility that slaps you in the face, 

Leaving your cheek tingling –  

When later that day in response to a question about what 

lesson we will leave with one of our youth – Will –  

says that today what he learned about most was ‘bravery.’ 

 

You will be forgiven, I was, to think that the bravery he was referring to  

Was his bravery or my bravery or the group’s bravery  

For coming down into the city and be willing to get off the Freedom Trail 

And visit some truly uncomfortable realities that you just won’t see  

On one of those Duck Tours. 

 

“No,” will said, “I just keep thinking about how much bravery it must 

Take to come down those steps….and be a grown man, 

And ask some kid like me he doesn’t know…’can I please have some 

Socks?’ 

It takes bravery to ask for help.” 

And even though Will didn’t say it, I could hear what we all were thinking: 

Could I be that brave?  Could you? 
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How long would our pride and our sense of ourselves as givers rather than 

takers 

And healers instead of among the wounded keep us from being brave? 

 

So maybe now is a good time to remind us the definition of salvation, 

Which I have told us about before, but which I know we forget because 

Over time our reactions to this word and other how others use 

This word have a way of blinding us to its actual meaning: 

 

Salvation, coming from the root Hebrew word Yasha, which means 

to make wide a place that is narrow,  

as in being put in wide open space 

so you can see the whole world around you and breath in the air 

and let your chest expand and not be constricted any longer. 

In English the root comes from ‘salve,’ as in balm, as in chap stick 

On cracked, dry, winter lips and hearts. 

 

Never mind for a moment that next Friday is Good Friday 

And Sunday is Easter when the word salvation will trumpet  

Around churches everywhere, some of them saying that Jesus 

Died on the cross to save from us our sins and offering us eternal 

Salvation. 

Never mind. 

 

Because what I’m wondering on this Palm Sunday, one day 

Before Passover morning  

is if last weekend via our youth 
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We didn’t all get a lesson about who exactly among us are the wounded, 

And who among us are doing the healing  

and who among might be in need of a little salvation,  

or what we might call a little expansion of the spirit. 

 

Because while those 172 souls stood in line and waited for socks and 

sweaters 

And cheese sandwiches and hot coffee to save them, 

It’s fair to say what we needed to save us was a little perspective –  

That while these suburbs are beautiful and safe and full of promise, 

they also wound us, too, 

Because they allow us to never deal with stories like John’s, 

The guy we met who had had a college degree, but then lost his job 

And then his family and ended up on the streets, 

Or the guy named Will I talked with who left home at 12 to get away from 

A mom who busted him up, 

Or Dan, father of four, kids spread out across the country, 

Whose was HIV positive and got his weekly Meds from doctors 

Who walked the city with backpacks of medicine. 

 

But Dan, who wasn’t so wounded in life that he couldn’t still offer 

Some healing, saving blessing before we left. 

“Here,” he said to a few of us as we sat with him at the table,  

‘before you go let me see your hand.” 

Cautious, curious, ‘why?” one of us agrees. 

And then from his pocket Dan pulls out a black Sharpe Pen, 

Takes the cap off, 
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And pulling the hand close,  

Proceeds to make two dots and then an upturned line 

In the shape of a smiley face. 

 

“I do this for everyone who comes here,’ he tells us. 

“See. I have a tattoo just like it. 

It’s like this little prayer that reminds me  

That no matter the pain we also need to find the joy.’ 

Everyone at the table that day got their Sharpee Tattoo prayer. 

 

And so I ask you: who is the healer now?  Who is the giver?  Who is the  

Benefactor? The world is full of such surprises.  

We just need to risk enough to look. 

 

May we find healing and salvation and wideness and openness 

And vulnerability and grace in our wounded-ness…. 

 

Amen. 

 

 


