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Scripture Passage: 2 Kings 5:1-14 (NIV)

Today, we continue our July sermon series on amazing stories of
children in the Bible with a lesser known story. Our hero today is someone we
know very little about. We don’t know her name or her precise age. All we know
about her is that she is a girl, a slave, and she is residing in a foreign land. While
this isn’t much information, it does tell us something very important about her:
she is the very definition of “the least of these.” Most of us know that women had
very little social or political power in the Ancient Middle East. Girls had even less.
On top of that, as a foreigner and a slave, this young girl had essentially no voice
in the world in which she lived. And yet, and yet, she finds her voice anyway, and
uses it to help heal someone that, one could argue, didn’t deserve her help.

This little girl isn’t a slave in just anyone’s household. She’s enslaved to the
household of Naaman, the Commander of the Aramean Army. The Aramean Army
was the primary military force of the Aram-Damascus Empire, located in
modern-day Syria. Now, interestingly, despite being the commander of an enemy

army, the text speaks highly of Naaman from the start. The text describes him as a


https://www.biblegateway.com/passage/?search=2%20Kings%205%3A1-14&version=NIV

“great man,” “highly regarded,” and “a valiant soldier.” It even asserts that his
military victories, including those against the Kingdom of Israel, were ordained by
God. Naaman is a big deal in the eyes of both his people, and the people of Israel.
He has just one, major, glaring flaw: he has a skin disease. His skin condition is
often translated as “leprosy,” although it could have been any number of
disfiguring skin ailments. As we’ve talked about before, people with skin
conditions (especially highly visible ones) were often ostracized from community
in the Ancient world. Why? Well, for starters, people were scared to contract the
diseases themselves as many of them were contagious and also they believed that
these conditions were often curses or punishments from God. Even someone as
great and mighty as Naaman would suffer from some amount of prejudice and
discrimination. Also, he’s in pain. His condition is physically, mentally, and
emotionally uncomfortable.

Chances are, a man of such importance and with access to every resource
available to a person in the Ancient Middle East, Naaman had no doubt sought out
healing from every possible source. He had probably seen every healer in Aram,
possibly even in other nations. He had probably spoken to every religious
authority in his own faith tradition, and maybe even sought out some truly bizarre

healing methods too. Desperate people will try almost anything. Nothing had



eased his suffering or healed his skin. But one day, Naaman receives a
recommendation from a very unlikely source, the young girl who served as a slave
in his household, working as a maid for his wife.

The Aramean Army had captured this young girl following one of their
military conquests. She was likely between the ages of 10 and 12 based on her job
working as a maid. She was possibly orphaned, or maybe ripped away from her
parents. She was taken away from her homeland and forced to work for a strange
family, who spoke a different language and practiced a different religion than she
did. On top of that, the head of the household she’s forced to work for is the
highest-in-command officer of the brutal army that captured her. She has every
right to be angry and resentful at Naaman, his family, and the entire nation of
Aram-Damascus. | don’t think any of us would blame her if she chose not to help
Naaman — if she saw his suffering and thought, “You reap what you sow.” But
that’s not what she did. Instead, she offers a suggestion. She says to Naaman’s
wife, “If only my master would see the prophet who is in Samaria! He would cure
him of his leprosy.” Those two sentences are the only words we hear from this
young girl, yet they are so powerful. With this simple suggestion, she

demonstrated not only compassion for her enemy, but also her trust in her God.



As a young girl enslaved in a foreign land, she is truly a “nobody,” in the
eyes of her greater society. She is not important or significant — at least that’s
what they all think — but she knows something that Naaman and his King do not
know: She knows about her God. Clearly, even as someone as young as 10, this
girl has a mighty faith. She believes that her God can do what no one else has
been able to do for Naaman. She could have kept that information to herself, and
let the man continue to suffer. Again, who would blame her? Or, | imagine that |
might also be hesitant to share out of fear that they would not have listened to
me and that | would be punished for speaking out of turn. For some reason, this
young girl doesn’t let fear or anger prevent her from speaking up.

To his credit, Naaman listens. Perhaps, he’s just desperate. Nothing else has
worked, so he has nothing to lose. Or, perhaps, he can sense the servant girl’s God
at work too. Naaman goes to his king, gets permission to seek out the prophet in
Samaria that the little girl suggested, and he goes to Israel. He first, mistakenly,
seeks healing from the King of Israel who becomes enraged. He thinks Naaman
and his king are trying to embarrass him by challenging him to do the impossible
and heal Naaman’s skin. It seems that the little girl's message got lost in
translation, but eventually Naaman finds the right healer — not the King but the

Prophet Elisha. Elisha, through a messenger, tells Naaman to bathe in the Jordan



River seven times and he will be healed. Naaman is reluctant. His hometown of
Damascus was a desert oasis, meaning it was lush and vibrant, known for its
pristine rivers and world-class baths. Why on Earth would someone from
Damascus willingly choose to bathe in the filthy Jordan River? Naaman’s servants
who traveled with him are able to talk him into following the prophet’s orders and
after he bathes in the Jordan seven times, Naaman is finally healed.

It’s a long and fascinating story. | could preach a few different sermons on
this passage alone and yet today I’'m preaching about a little girl who’s only two
spoken sentences make up but one verse in this entire passage. However, her
story — however short it may be — provides us with a very powerful message:
God’s Good News is often delivered through unexpected sources. What we learn
from Naaman’s servant girl is that divine power is mightier than any king’s power
could ever hope to be. God’s power doesn’t need a crown or thrown to move
mountains. God’s power can move through a humble servant girl. It can move
through you and me. It can move through the least of these.

In last week’s sermon, we heard the story of Moses’s sister Miriam and the
takeaway was for us all to be more like Miriam. In writing this sermon, | figured
that | could do something similar with this passage. | could tell you about the

qualities present in this young girl and why we should all be more like her. | think



that is an important message, to have so much faith in our God that we believe
that the impossible can be made possible and to be fearless in voicing that faith
out loud. That would be a great sermon. However, | want us to think about her
story a bit differently.

The truth is that many of us will never find ourselves in such a
disadvantaged position as this young girl. Most of us may want to see ourselves in
this young girl, but perhaps would more easily see ourselves in Naaman. Now,
most (if not all) of us will never be the commander of a nation’s army, but we do
often find ourselves in positions of power and privilege where we have access to
the opinions, suggestions, and advice of a lot of people. It’s easy to hear the
loudest voice in the room, the most powerful voice in the room, the most likable
voice in the room. But God often calls us to do the hard thing...to listen for God’s
voice and insight in the most unlikely of places.

As | was writing this sermon, | was thinking of all the times in my life where
wisdom was found in unlikely places. | remembered this specific situation from
when | was in college. | minored in political science. | don’t know if any of you
have ever taken a political science course, but they are different from a lot of
other courses in that there is, usually, a lot more class discussion and debate. One

of the classes | took was a course on International Law where every class period



featured pretty serious (but not angry) class discussions. There was a girl in my
class who was rather soft spoken, her voice would get lost in the fray a lot. There
was a guy who sat near her who was the opposite, he was the loudest voice in
every discussion, every single time. | noticed rather quickly that the girl would
often speak up to contribute to the conversation, but the professor wouldn’t catch
it. Then, the guy would repeat what she had said, only louder and often received
praise for someone else’s thoughts. Soon, the girl just stopped speaking up as
much. | always wanted to say something, but | was admittedly afraid. | didn’t want
to draw too much attention to myself or to inadvertently embarrass her, so | didn’t
say anything.

Towards the end of the semester, we were having a lively debate about the
role of the United Nations when | heard the girl start to speak. She was kind of far
away from me, so | couldn’t make it out but it was clear that she was trying to
participate in the glass discussion. Per usual, the other classmate started to talk
over her, drowning her out, when our teaching assistant (aka the TA) spoke up. He
held up a hand to silence the guy and invited the girl to share her thoughts,
saying, “l think so-and-so was trying to say something. Go ahead.” That little
invitation from our TA was the permission she needed to speak up and participate

fully in the class. Not that | was surprised, but it turns out that she was by far the



smartest person in the room. She was insightful and observant, well-informed and
also deeply compassionate (a balance that many political science students
struggle to find). | learned so much from her in the last few weeks of the semester.

As the Teaching Assistant, that guy was the second-most powerful person in
the room. He graded a lot of our work and was clearly respected by our professor.
It may have seemed like such an insignificant thing to him, but the simple act of
making space for that female student’s voice to be heard made a huge impact on
her, on me, on all of us...including the guy always stealing her insights who got a
lot quieter after that. All of this to say, God’s good news comes from unexpected
sources. Sometimes those sources are ones that we easily ignore or overlook.
That’s why it is so important for us to pay attention to unlikely sources of God’s
insight and wisdom. Children are often such sources. Just this past week while |
was on vacation with my in-laws, | realized just how much my 5-year-old niece,
Claire, has to teach me. She’s fearlessly social, never scared to seek out the kids
playing by themselves at the beach and to invite them to build a sandcastle with
her. Within minutes, these strangers had become friends, even if for only a few
hours. | can’t help but wonder what this church could look like if we adults were
like that? If we looked around and noticed the people who need a friend, a family,

a community and we allowed ourselves to be bold and brave enough to invite



them into our community. Or what would this church look like if we were all like
my TA? If we noticed whose voices were being drowned out, ignored, or co-opted
and we made space for them to be heard? Christians could learn to listen more
carefully to those society can easily dismiss.

Naaman’s healing wasn’t found in the loudest voices around him. It didn’t
matter how powerful Naaman was or how powerful his friends were. His healing
was found in a quiet, humble, and powerless servant girl. She, the true hero of
Naaman’s story, is an example of evangelism at its best. When she saw Naaman’s
suffering, she didn’t jump to victim blaming. She didn’t start lecturing him about
sin and evil, trying to pinpoint where he went wrong to end up in such a state. She
didn’t introduce him to complicated theological topics or cast him aside because
he wasn’t the same religion or culture as she was. No, she saw that Naaman had a
need in his life and she helped him find his healing. She was compassionate
towards people who showed little to no compassion towards her and she was able
to do so because she trusted her God and because she knew that she had Good
News to share.

My friends, the second we decide that we know better than God who is
worthy enough to bear God's Good News, we’ve already lost. God’s Spirit is at

work in all people, in all places, in all times. There is much to learn about God in



the people who bear God’s image: you, me, people you know well, and strangers
you have yet to meet. Like Naaman, we will often find ourselves seeking out
wisdom and truth, looking in all the wrong places. We must remember to seek out
God’s voice in even the quietest, smallest, least significant places and people. And

when we finally find it, may we step out into faith and follow it. Amen.
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