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23rd Sunday in Ordinary Time, Year B 
Gospel Reflection 

September 9, 2018 
 
 

 
Mark 7:31-37 
Again, Jesus left the district of Tyre and went by way of Sidon to the Sea of Galilee, into the 
district of the Decapolis.  And people brought to him a deaf man who had a speech impediment 
and begged him to lay his hand on him. He took him off by himself away from the crowd. He put 
his finger into the man’s ears and, spitting, touched his tongue; then he looked up to heaven 
and groaned, and said to him,“Ephphatha!”— that is, “Be opened!” — And immediately the 
man’s ears were opened, his speech impediment was removed, and he spoke plainly.  
He ordered them not to tell anyone.  
But the more he ordered them not to, the more they proclaimed it.  They were exceedingly 
astonished and they said, “He has done all things well.  He makes the deaf hear and the mute 
speak.” 
 
Here ends the reading of the Gospel. 
 
  
 
One year ago, on the day of this writing, our youngest daughter had by this time endured 20 
hours of labor with her first child. She was exhausted and now wanting a cesarean delivery.  
My husband and I were in a nearby waiting area.  
 
Through those 20 hours we had been actively doing what we knew to do: we prayed rosaries 
and Divine Mercy chaplets, and we prayed extemporaneously privately and together. During 
her pregnancy we had prayed many novenas. We did what was wise and practical and what we 
could.  
 
Eventually, on that Sunday in 2017, we came to the place where one more rosary or one more 
prayer could not form on our lips. We had no words. Like Jesus, we groaned – or as one 
translation says, sighed – and raised our faces to the heavens. As Jesus taught us another time 
in Scripture, we allowed the Holy Spirit to teach us what to say, even to say it for us, in the face 
of our daughter’s adversary. Just like Jesus did in this Gospel story. After he did what he knew 
to do as God the Son, he stepped back and let God the Holy Spirit speak.  
 
What adversaries, you might ask, did Jesus or our daughter face? To me, pain and suffering and 
any manifestation of mental or physical imperfection is an adversary to the body that has been 
created in the Image of God. 
 
Ed and I drew silent, our faces raised as tears streamed, and said something simple like, “Holy 
Spirit you know the needs of this young mother and her infant. We have placed them in your 
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arms and offer up this painful situation for your glory.”  We were in a place to accept fully 
whatever the outcome – His will, not ours.  
 
Twenty minutes later we learned that at almost the precise moment of surrendering our prayer 
words to the Holy Spirit, Nicholas Alexander, our healthy 7 pound 12 ounce first grandchild, 
greeted the world with his own voice. 
 
Sigh plus surrender equals peace. 
 
When have you experienced a time when you gave up on all you knew to do, sighed, and 
allowed the Holy Spirit to do the talking? 
 
To Jesus, through Mary. 
Cheryl Ann Wills 
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