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Explorers Sunday school 
Trinity United Methodist Church 

Beaumont, Texas 
 

 
February 7, 2021, fifth Sunday after Epiphany 

 
 

Color of the Season: green, for growing 
 

 
 
 

Epiphany:  
 

a flash of understanding  

in a prepared mind 
 
 

Text for today, Mark 1:29-34, The Message 
 

Lesson:   
 

“The Fever Left Her” 
 

 
 
As soon as they left the synagogue, they went with James and John to the home 

of Simon and Andrew. Simon’s mother-in-law was in bed with a fever, and 

they told Jesus about her. So he went to her, took her hand and helped her up. 

The fever left her and she began to wait on them. That evening after sunset the 

people brought to Jesus all the sick and demon-possessed. The whole town 

gathered at the door, and Jesus healed many who had various diseases. He 

also drove out many demons, but he would not let the demons speak because 

they knew who he was. 
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“IESUS LIBERAT SOCRUM SIMONIS MAGNIS FEBRIBUS” 
[“Jesus frees Simon's mother-in-law from a great fever."] 

Monreale, Sicily—Cathedral of the Assumption—mosaic, 12 th or 13th century 
 
 

 

 
 

“The Healing of Peter’s Mother-in-law” 
Rembrandt van Rijn—drawing with pen and brush, c. 1658 
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The gospel of Mark has wings. It flies to the point! In today’s text Mark hurries us 
along, excited to show us what happened, confident the story will unfold in us over 
time: 
 
 

They were in the synagogue. 
They went to Peter and Andrew’s house.  
Peter’s mother-in-law was sick.   
Jesus went to her.  
He took her hand.  
He helped her up.  
The fever left her.  
She waited on them.  
The sun set. 
People brought their sick.  
The town gathered.  
Jesus healed.  
He drove out demons and he wouldn’t let them speak.  
 

 
Whew! In his brand new public ministry, Jesus felt the urgency. Having shown up 
in Capernaum eager to preach, only to find himself confronted by demonic 
energies, Jesus took a deep breath, set aside his preaching (for now), and plunged 
into healing. For the rest of that day and into the night, he worked with “the sick 
and demon-possessed.” It seems that for each precious person in trouble, he knew 
just where it hurt and how he could help.  
 
Here we have the strong, calm sanity of a child of God. Pressing forward. “My 
work is to do the work of my Father.” 
 
As to Peter’s mother-in-law, Mark doesn’t say if her illness had anything to do with 
demons. She was simply “in bed”, with a fever so virulent that Peter and Andrew 
called for help.  
 
These days, we have a keener appreciation for that.  
 
When Jesus walked in to her sickroom, did it flame with light? Mark doesn’t say.   
 
Just, “Here’s my hand. Up you go!”   
 
So flooded with new life was she that she turned immediately to her deepest 
fulfillment and gift to the world—practical hospitality.  
 
Had it been me, I would have started a poem.  Clearly I need to take a page from 
this long-ago lady. Maybe cook supper for my husband? After I finish the poem? 
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I’ve saved my favorite image till last. 
Don’t know where this window is, who created it, or when. 

But isn’t it wonderful?   
 
 

Amethyst, ruby, sapphire, gold  
adorn the blackest night; 

Colors sparkle, life leaps up,  
the circle flames with light!   

 
But then, take in the woman’s skin— 

ashen, tinged with blue.  
She’s almost out of the circle.  

Has someone you loved left you? 
 

‘Tis a fearful thing to dearly love  
what death will surely take. 

A holy thing to trust that Love 
will mend hearts when they break. 
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That’s our human condition. 
 

For whatever needs we’re aware of this week, let this be our prayer: 

 

THE CIRCLE HOLDS 

 

In every suffering, the Christ  

is with us, to help us bear the tearings 

of body, mind, and heart.  

Sometimes, a flash of healing happens. 

 

Here, see the wonder in the woman’s sweet face,  

hint of color in her cheek,  

back straight,  

departing foot restored.  

See her right hand extended to the Beloved,  

left hand smoothing the bedclothes. 

 

See her robes of royal purple—  

gift befitting a daughter or son 

of the Most High. 

 

 
 
 

 
 

Phoebe 


