
Healing for A Broken Heart

by Lowell Snow

[a short story based on Matthew 2:16-18 & 11:28-29]

Esther walked just as fast as her legs could go without dropping the water pot balanced on her head.  Her face and hair were wet from the water that had sloshed out when she climbed over the neighbor’s garden wall.  She didn't mind.  It was not often such a little girl had such big news!

"Grandfather, Grandfather"! There was no response.  She poured the water into a bowl on the porch of the workshop behind the house. Leaving the water pot, she turned to run toward the house.

"Wait just a minute young lady", came a stern female voice from within the workshop.  "Your grandfather told you to bring me enough water to soak all this material and that's not enough to soak a single turban!"

The voice was that of Kammeir, a woman of 50 years, who looked much older.  She had worked for Esther's grandfather since long before Esther could remember.  She lived in one little room at the back of the workshop.  Mattathias, Esther's grandfather, often said, "You may not like her, but she is the best seamstress in this part of Galilee!"

Esther just knew that Kammeir was the meanest woman in town.  Everybody said so.  Just the sound of her voice made shivers of fear run up Esther's back.  Even the dogs ran when they saw Kammeir coming out of the workshop, which she seldom did.

Mattathias was a seller of woven materials and clothing in the Galilean town of Capernaum.  Esther had heard him say that Kammeir had come to him many years before from somewhere in Judea.  Since that day, she had seldom left the workshop and no one ever came to visit her.

"Well where is grandfather?"  Esther's voice trembled as she tried to see the stooped figure of Kammeir in the recesses of the shop.

"He's not here, now go fetch me more water like he told you." snapped Kammeir.

Normally Esther would do anything to keep away from the mean woman, but this was different.  "I must tell grandfather something very important!"  Esther heard the woman stand from her work and walk toward the door.  As the angry face of Kammeir emerged from the shadows, Esther wished she had kept her mouth shut.

"What does such a little girl know that is so important that she thinks she can disobey her grandfather?"  The look in Kammeir's eyes was not that of exasperation, but real anger.  She continued to move toward the little girl as she spoke.  She had one hand across her stomach as if suffering from some illness and the other shading her eyes from the morning sun.

Esther was just about to run when Kammeir stopped at the edge of the porch.  She stood there, glaring down at Esther and leaning against the post.  She seemed like a chained animal that had come to the limit of its restraint.  "Now, tell me what is so important, and maybe I'll tell him when he gets back."

Esther was not sure if she was willing to trust Kammeir with such important information.  "It's…It's Jesus!  But I want to be the one to tell grandfather."  Esther pleaded.

"What about Jesus is so important?"  Kammeir demanded.

"Well…well, He's here!  I mean He's here in Capernaum, right now!"

Kammeir rolled her eyes. "Your grandfather will be glad to hear that I'm sure, but it doesn't mean anything to me.  Now go get the water."

"I can't!"  Esther’s frustration overcame her fear.  "There are too many people down at the well.  Jesus is there teaching."

"Who does he think he is?"  Kammeir looked in the direction of the well at the center of town.  "Does he think the whole city is supposed to come to a stop while he tells stories!"

"Grandfather says that Jesus tells stories that show the way to God.  He says that Jesus is the real Messiah."  Saying these words made Esther feel good inside.

Kammeir continued to stare in the direction of town, but her face ignited as if a simmering coal had suddenly burst into flame.  "I have no use for any Messiah, and no use for any God who sends one, for that matter.  All it means is that more innocent Jews will be killed by the Romans!"

Esther had never heard such talk and took two steps backward.  "Oh, aren't you afraid God is going to strike you dead and send you to…uh, well uh, you know, to uh…"

"To hell?"  Kammeir finished the sentence.  The woman glared at the child and then back toward town, "I hope He does!  And the sooner the better I think!"

Esther wanted to run away from the woman who seemed so evil, but something made her little legs forget how to move. In all her life, this was the first time she had ever had any kind of conversation with this mysterious woman.

She had often lain awake at night, imagining terrible stories about Kammeir's dark past.  Was she a runaway slave from some terrible master?  Or maybe she had lost her husband and her broken heart had never healed.  Esther’s grandmother thought Kammeir was so mean because she never had the joy of having children.

Esther's little knees shook and her body trembled.  A question spilled out of her mouth and there was nothing she could do to stop it.  A question that no one had dared ask before.  It didn't come out slow and easy, it just spurted out like a sneeze.  "Why are you so mean?" 

Esther froze, amazed at what she had asked.  Her big brown eyes were locked onto Kammeir.  The stooped woman stood motionless, glaring at Esther, but saying nothing.

The silence was unbearable.  Esther had to say something.  "Grandmother says it's because you have never had the joy of having children."

Esther noticed the fingernails of Kammeir's strong hands digging into the post she was leaning against.  Her eyes looked different.  She blinked and looked away.  

After a long pause, Kammeir looked back down at Esther.  Now her eyes were mean looking again.  "Let me tell you something about being mean little miss know-it-all.  I had a husband and a baby son until one of these Messiah's came along.  Now my husband and my son are both dead.  I'll tell you something else, this Jesus of Nazareth that your grandfather is so excited about will be nothing but trouble, you'll see.  Now go away and leave me alone!"

Esther was not about to leave.  The most mysterious woman in town had just revealed a secret about her past.  Esther wanted to find out more.  Kammeir was turning back toward the shop.  Esther's mind raced for something to say.  "Did you know that Jesus of Nazareth isn't really from Nazareth?"

Kammeir took a step toward the door.  "I'm sure your grandfather will want to hear all about it."

"Really."  Esther said,  "I heard it at synagogue yesterday, Jesus was born in Bethlehem, just like the Scripture said the Messiah would be."  

Kammeir stopped as if she had run into an invisible bar across the doorway.  Her hand was on her stomach again as if she were in pain.  Esther continued, "I don't think Jesus really lived in Bethlehem for long, but he was born there.  I heard there was a bright star that shown when Jesus was born.  Grandfather says that he remembers seeing the star all the way from here.  Did you see it from where you used to live?  Where did you live?"

Kammeir did not respond, but Esther could tell that she was listening.  "Do you want to know what else happened after Jesus was born?  There was this terrible man named Herod who wanted to kill the baby Jesus, and he sent these really mean soldiers to all the houses, and..do you know what they did?"  Esther took a breath so she could make the next statement as dramatic as possible.  “They killed…”

"That's enough!"  Kammeir slumped to a stool just inside the door.  “I know what they did.”  She sat there with her back to Esther, one hand on her stomach, her forehead supported by the other.  Her shoulders first, and then her whole body began to shake with each sob. 

Esther did not know what to do.  She stood staring at the sad figure before her.  She tried to understand what had just happened.  She thought for a moment.  “Oh!” she said as a tear began to rise in her eye.  Her curiosity now turned to compassion as when a child hits a bird with a sling.  “Your son and husband were killed by the soldiers, weren’t they?”

Kammeir continued to cry, with her back to Esther.

Esther wanted to somehow repair the damage that she had done.  She moved slowly toward the weeping woman.  Her hand came to rest on Kammeir's shaking shoulder.

No words were spoken for some time.  Esther instinctively patted Kammeir’s shoulder.  She cried too, thinking about the cruel soldiers pulling the baby from Kammeir’s arms.  "Grandfather says that Jesus often heals people, perhaps He can heal your stomach and make you feel better."

As Kammeir began to wipe the tears from her face with her work apron, once again their eyes met.  The anger and hate were gone now. "The pain is really in my heart.  Do you think Jesus heals broken hearts."

"Oh, I'm sure He does!  Let me show you where Jesus is." Esther pleaded.

The streets were crowded, but people made way when they saw the 'meanest woman in town' being led by a little child.  Esther and Kammeir sat down on a short wall not twenty steps from where Jesus was speaking.  Esther watched Kammeir’s face as she listened to Jesus speak.  She wondered what it must be like for Kammeir to see the man the soldiers were trying to kill when they killed her baby and husband.

Kammeir did not take her eyes off Jesus.  Esther noticed that she was sitting up straight and leaning toward Jesus to hear every word.  She was even repeating some of the words that Jesus was saying.  Esther wondered if her heart was being healed.

Esther looked at Jesus.  His voice was loud and strong, but he wasn’t yelling.  She could tell that what he was saying was very important to Him, but he wasn’t angry.  In fact, His eyes seemed happy.  They were the eyes of a man who might play with children.  She wondered if Jesus saw her.  She squirmed from side to side to see if it would get His attention.  Jesus didn’t stop speaking, but looked right at her.  

Esther wandered if Jesus saw Kammeir.  She reached up and put her hand on Kammeir’s shoulder. Jesus looked right at Kammeir as He continued to speak.  Esther felt Kammeir lean forward a little more.  Then Jesus looked back at Esther and seemed to nod His head.

Kammeir took a sudden deep breath that startled Esther.  Esther looked up at her to see what was wrong.  Kammeir looked so different that Esther almost couldn’t recognize her.  Why did she look so different?  Then Esther realized that Kammeir was smiling.

When Jesus finished His story, He held out His arms to all the people and said, "Come unto me, all who labor and are heavy laden, and I will give you rest.  Take My yoke upon you and learn from Me, for I am gentle and lowly in heart, and you will find rest for your souls."  As Jesus spoke these words, many of the people began to move toward Him for healing and blessing.  

Esther looked at Kammeir. "Jesus made you feel better, didn’t He?"  

Kammeir stood and looked down at Esther, her strong hands came up under Esther's arms and picked her up.  "Yes Esther, Jesus has healed my broken heart."




