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How Do you Heal? 

Delivered to Olympic UU Fellowship on March 28, 2021, by Joseph Bednarik 

 

Rarely have I been so inspired and so unsettled about a sermon as I am with this one. The title is 

a seemingly straightforward question:  How do you heal? 

Sit with that for a moment. 

This is one of the most profound, equalizing, and existential questions that we can face as a 

human being.  

And as we move forward this morning, let us honor the likelihood that this room contains: those 

who are healthy and those who are hurting, those who are healing and those who are trying—

perhaps desperately—to heal. 

And if we are honest with ourselves, we are probably some combination of these. 

So to the question at hand: How do you heal? 

Upon reflection, this question is actually two questions: 

• How do you heal? 

• How do you heal? 

The first a broad, almost universal question, and the second, very specific. Grounded in your 

experience. Rooted in your body your mind and your spirit. 

Ask this question of a friend or family member who is currently healthy and prepare to be 

buoyantly amazed. 

Ask this question of a loved one who is ill and hurting, newly diagnosed and anxious, and 

prepare to be… prepare to be… Prepare to be entering some of the deepest, richest, and most 

intimate terrain of your relationship. 

[pause] 

As part of researching for this sermon I did some field work and asked the question to family and 

friends, “How do you heal,” and each time I asked the initial response back was “What do you 

mean?” 

“What do you mean, what do you mean?” I would respond:  “Healing. How do you heal?” 

“Like what?” my interlocutors would ask,“Physically, mentally, emotionally, spiritually? 

Healing the earth? The pandemic? Society? Your credit score?  What do you mean? What do you 

want healed?” 
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I received variations of that response multiple times, which leads me to believe that the idea of 

healing permeates all facets of our lives. Which, of course, also means that sickness, breakage, 

disease, imbalance are unavoidable phenomena.  

We are all familiar. Perhaps intimately familiar. 

All of us have been hurt and healed in some form or another. 

Come to think of it, “healing” may be one of the most deeply spiritual topics that a human being 

can consider. Not only spiritual, but religious.  

On this Palm Sunday, consider this from the Christian tradition: Of the many miracles that Jesus 

gifted to his community—and his disciples recorded in the Gospels—the vast majority involve 

healing.  

And while his first recorded miracle didn’t deal with healing per se, it is notable that he turned 

water into wine at a wedding celebration.  Which, in some circles, could be considered an act of 

great healing! And it was not recorded by scribes whether the couple at that miraculous wedding 

exchanged vows, and whether those vows included the classic agreement that they would be 

together for each other “in sickness and in health, to love and to cherish, till death do us part.” 

To give you a sense of scale, I am going to read off, in chronological order, the healing miracles 

of Jesus.  

In this robust account, I am also including those instances when Jesus exorcised demons as well 

as raised the dead. Resurrecting a dead person back to life is the ultimate act of healing, which is 

the greatest miracle promised by his religion’s namesake— “Eternal Life”—celebrated next 

Easter Sunday. 

Before we continue, a public service announcement for the fierce atheists and devout Humanists 

in the room:  The point in voicing this litany is not to prove or disprove that Jesus is or is not 

God, or assert that Jesus actually performed miracles, or that human beings who lived prior to 

modern science and modern medicine were dupes.  

The point is that sick people—since the dawn of time—long to be well. Long to be healed. 

They want their suffering to end, they want their loved ones returned to health…and the 

desperation to become—once again healthy and whole—is a  driving force in many people’s 

lives. 

That someone who can heal another is a powerful person—someone who may be touched with 

divine powers. 

And even if these events are not provable as historical fact, they happen every minute of every 

day within the New Testament for billions of believers. They are, in fact, happening at this very 

moment for billions of believers.  This is a miraculous reality we cannot ignore. 
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So, with that preface, Jesus of Nazareth: 

 

Heals an Official’s Son in Galilee  

Drives Out an Evil Spirit from a Man in Cap-ER-num  

Heals Peter’s Mother-in-Law Sick with Fever  

Heals Many Sick and Oppressed at Evening  

Cleanses a Man with Leprosy  

Heals a Centurion’s Paralyzed Servant  

Heals a Paralytic Who was Let Down from the Roof  

Heals a Man’s Withered Hand on the Sabbath  

Raises a Widow’s Son from the Dead  

Heals a Woman in the Crowd with an Issue of Blood  

Raises Jairus’ Daughter Back to Life  

Heals Two Blind Men  

Heals a Man Who Was Unable to Speak  

Heals an Invalid at Bethesda  

Heals Many Sick as They Touch His Garment  

Heals a Gentile Woman’s Demon-Possessed Daughter  

Heals a Deaf and Dumb Man  

Heals a Blind Man  

Heals a Man Born Blind by Spitting in His Eyes  

Heals a Boy with an Unclean Spirit  

Heals a Blind Mute  

Heals a Woman Who Had Been Crippled for Eighteen Years 

Heals a Man with Dropsy on the Sabbath  

Cleanses Ten Lepers on the Way to Jerusalem 

Raises Lazarus from the Dead in Bethany 
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Restores Sight to Bartimaeus in Jericho 

Heals a Servant’s Severed Ear  

 

Wow!  

Catch wind of this person and you too would begin traveling great distances to witness with your 

own eyes what is going on. Driving out… healing… cleansing… restoring… raising… 

 

And the point is that however you frame Christianity in your construction of the religious 

landscape, the story of Jesus, the story of Jesus’s miracles, is deeply rooted in radical healing.  

As in miraculous healing. 

Which is an indication of the religious power of healing, no matter the religion.  

One of the central tenets of Buddhism is that life is suffering, and that enlightenment is release 

from suffering. 

Taoism has a grand and intricate tradition of health and healing. 

Yoga practice prayerfully maintains health. 

All of which points to Gandhi’s wisdom statement: “It is health that is real wealth and not pieces 

of gold and silver.” 

And so we return to the questions at hand: 

• How do you heal? 

• How do you heal? 

In preparing for this sermon, along with interrogating family and friends, I dredged up a quote 

from memory: “Enough about your injury, now tell me about your healing.” 

I am fairly confident that this quote comes from the brilliant poet and novelist Jim Harrison.  

Of course the storyteller is interested in the healing, because that is where the power lies.  

In searching for this quote, I scoured many of his books; I did word searches on his entire poetic 

canon; I even contacted his family and asked whether they knew.  

No dice. 

So you will have to suffice with my “gist-of-it quote,” until I can confirm the words:   
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“Enough about your injury, now tell me about your healing.” 

 

That said, while looking for the quote I did find a prose poem from Jim that I would like to share. 

This comes from his very last book of poems, Dead Man’s Float.  The title is a bit of a 

premonition, as Jim died three months after the book appeared.  

This poem aligns perfectly with the question “How do you heal?” and also speaks to the religious 

nature of healing. The reading is a bit longer than I usually include within a sermon, though it 

will prove useful.  

The piece is called “Notes on the Sacred Art of Log Sitting.”  

At the time of composition, Harrison was in his mid-seventies, after a life of great appetites. He 

was suffering from a back injury, terribly plagued by shingles, and by this point in his life he had 

consumed an Olympic-sized swimming pool of alcohol. And if you put all the cigarettes he ever 

smoked end to end they would circle the Earth seven times.  

He lived until age seventy-nine and died at his desk writing a poem. The last two words he wrote 

on Earth were “God’s body’ with no end punctuation. 

And two notes:  

• The name “Zilpha” is that of his dog,  

• and Jim split his time between Montana and Arizona, so had to be mindful of 

rattlesnakes. 

 

NOTES ON THE SACRED ART OF LOG SITTING 

To give the surgeon a better view of my interior carcass I was slashed from neck to tailbone. 

Recovery was slow and the chief neurologist told me, “You can walk your way out of this.”  I 

began walking out by shuffling down a long hallway. It was very hard on my tender empathy to 

see so many hopeless cases, especially the truly beautiful girl who was paralyzed for life. 

I want to walk in the morning with Zilpha again.  

I want to walk in the morning with Zilpha again.  

I want to walk in the morning with Zilpha again.  

I want to walk in the morning with Zilpha again.  

I want to walk in the morning with Zilpha again. Amen. 
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And I want to bird hunt, which I’ve done with intensity for forty years in a row. Is this even 

possible? The answer, come to find out, was that I couldn’t keep up. Zilpha would flush some 

birds then look to me wondering why I hadn’t shot. I was far behind, sitting on an Emory oak log 

and staring hard at the landscape. 

My shuffling mood was always corrected by sitting on an oak log, so I decided to make some 

notes on the sacred art of log sitting: 

 

Approach the log cautiously with proper reverence as if you were entering a French 

cathedral or the bedroom of your lover. 

If it’s over 60 degrees, inspect the lower sides of the log for Mohave rattlesnakes. 

Now examine the log closely for the most comfortable place to sit, usually away from the 

sun. 

Sit down. 

Empty your mind of everything except what is in front of you—the natural landscape of 

the canyon. 

Dismiss or allow to slide away any aspect of your grand or pathetic life. 

Breathe softly. 

Avoid a doze. 

Internalize what you see in the canyon:  the oaks and mesquites, the rumpled and grassy 

earth, hawks flying by, a few songbirds. 

Stay put for forty-five minutes to an hour. 

When you get up bow nine times to the log. 

Three logs a day is generally my maximum. 

 

When you get in your car it will seem as wretched as it is. A horse would be far better. For hours 

your mind will still be absorbed in the glory of what you saw rather than mail, e-mails, cell 

phones, TV, etc. Hopefully log sitting will allow you to change the contents of your life. You 

will introduce yourself as a “log sitter” rather than a novelist, detective, or mortician. You will 

walk more slowly and perhaps your feet will shuffle like mine. I can readily imagine buying a 

small ranch I’d call “The Log Ranch.” I’d truck in thirty-three logs and arrange them on the 

property like the Stations of the Cross. This could soothe me during my limited time in the 

twenty-first century, which has been very coarse indeed. Especially after Zilpha died. 
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There is so much here.  

First, I just love the power of the simple prayer: “I want to walk in the morning with Zilpha 

again.” There is double meaning in the word “again”:  so much longing to return to a beloved 

activity and a call to pray again… 

And then we have the determined patient, with a fresh scar running the entire length of his spine.  

In another poem in the same volume he writes that the scar “looks like the bite of an ancient 

creature.” He is shuffling down the hallway, praying hard, believing the healer’s words that he 

could “walk your way out of this.” The patient shuffles past the door of the room where the 

“truly beautiful girl…was paralyzed for life.” 

In another poem, we find out that this girl is named Peyton. 

Peyton would likely give anything for the ability to shuffle down a hallway.  

Peyton will be called to a different kind of healing—not “walking out of this,” like the poet.  

My guess is that Peyton’s mother and father are in agony over the condition of their daughter and 

would—in a heartbeat—trade their health for their daughter’s, if that were possible.  

But that is not possible.  

And thus we return to our question: “How do you heal?” 

Let us imagine that the poet went through with his dream and created a ranch with thirty-three 

logs for the faithful to practice the sacred art of log sitting.  

Let us imagine that Peyton found out about this place and asked to visit.   

She, of course, was welcome anytime, day or night. 

Getting to The Log Ranch, with the help of friends and family, she found her first log and sat.  

She followed the notes: 

She emptied her mind of everything except what is in front of her—the natural landscape 

of the canyon. 

She breathed softly. 

She internalized what she saw see in the canyon: the oaks and mesquites, the rumpled and 

grassy earth, hawks flying by, a few songbirds. 

This, of course, is called living mindfully in the present, a profound lesson of many religion 

practices. 
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She knew the poet who created this holy place was dead.  

When she was done sitting for the day, she bowed—as best she could—nine times to the log. 

When Peyton and her wheelchair were being hoisted back into the van, she introduced herself as 

a “log sitter,” and vowed to return to The Log Ranch.  

She was called to sit on all thirty-three logs.  

To Peyton, this practice and pilgrimage seemed worthy of a life, and she began to pray: 

I want to sit on an oak log again.  

I want to sit on an oak log again.  

I want to sit on an oak log again.  

I want to sit on an oak log again.  

I want to sit on an oak log again.  

Amen. 

 

May we all find our healing hallways and holy oak logs. 

Amen 
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