
“Begging” 
 
John 4:43-54 
 
Jesus Heals an Official’s Son 
43 After the two days he left for Galilee. 44 (Now Jesus himself had pointed 
out that a prophet has no honor in his own country.) 45 When he arrived in 
Galilee, the Galileans welcomed him. They had seen all that he had done 
in Jerusalem at the Passover Festival, for they also had been there. 
46 Once more he visited Cana in Galilee, where he had turned the water 
into wine. And there was a certain royal official whose son lay sick at 
Capernaum. 47 When this man heard that Jesus had arrived in Galilee 
from Judea, he went to him and begged him to come and heal his son, 
who was close to death. 
48 “Unless you people see signs and wonders,” Jesus told him, “you will 
never believe.” 
49 The royal official said, “Sir, come down before my child dies.” 
50 “Go,” Jesus replied, “your son will live.” 
The man took Jesus at his word and departed. 51 While he was still on the 
way, his servants met him with the news that his boy was living. 52 When he 
inquired as to the time when his son got better, they said to him, 
“Yesterday, at one in the afternoon, the fever left him.” 
53 Then the father realized that this was the exact time at which Jesus had 
said to him, “Your son will live.” So he and his whole household believed. 
54 This was the second sign Jesus performed after coming from Judea to 
Galilee. 
  
 
 
Powerful people are not good at pleading. 
 
Proud people aren’t skillful at supplicating. 
 
People who are big have a hard time begging. 
 
But there are times in life when a mere phone call will knock the proudest 
man off his high horse. 
 
There are times when a shadow on a scan will drive the strongest to her 
knees. 
 
There are times when life turns south, takes a red pen and scrawls across 
the balance sheet of your clout and control, “Insufficient Funds.” 
 



And what do you do then? 
 
Have you ever begged God for help? 
 
Spring break week, years ago, we were at Washington’s National 
Zoo….and it was.   
 
A crowded zoo…. 
We’d enjoyed the Pandas and were on the way to the Elephant trails, 
when the question, “Where’s Mary Beth?” buckled my knees. 
 
Nowhere was where she was…..nowhere to be seen. 
 
I raced to retrace our steps, searching the mob frantically for a sunflower 
shirt, a bowl hair cut, framing a nine year old face with a darling dimple. 
 
Nowhere. 
 
I remember the painful disconnect of looming tragedy…trying to wade 
through a crowd of way too happy people, when it seemed that the 
whole world ought to be stopping and gasping for breath. 
 
I remember rerunning every horror story of every kidnapped child I had 
ever heard, I searched for someone in a uniform who could alert the 
gates.  
 
Helpless, I ran madly, and looked to God for grace. 
 
Repeating a single word over and over and over….PLEASE, PLEASE, 
PLEASE 
 
The deeper your trouble, the shorter your prayer. 
 
Real begging is always brief. 
 
Have you ever begged God? 
 
 
He was a Royal Official, John says,  
 
A man with clout, never asking, always telling, often hearing “Sir” but 
rarely saying it, with power to control, fell down at Jesus’ feet to beg like a 
pauper. 
 



A prayer so desperate that it was but a single word. 
 
Katabethi 
 
John’s verb tense tells us that he repeated it over and over again….as 
would any father whose child is dying. 
 
Katabethi…. 
 
We render it with two words…..”Come down.” 
 
It is shorthand for, “Please, please, please Sir, come down to Capernaum 
and heal my son.” 
 
It echoes the prayer of lament from the prophet Isaiah 7 centuries before, 
 
“Where are you, God? 
Where are you, Shepherd of your flock? 
Parter of the Seas…where are you? 
Our Father from of old, our Redeemer, where are you? 
Where is your strong arm, your tenderness, your compassion? 
 
“Oh, that you would tear open the heavens and come down…..that the 
mountains would tremble in awe, that we would see that there is no god 
like you, our God.” 
 
There’s that word….katabethi….come down. 
 
Please come down. 
 
It’s a begging word… 
 
Have you ever begged like that? 
 
Some of you have. 
 
Some of you are begging right now. 
 
Sally and I begged on Friday…. 
 
We lay our hands on sister-in-law Annette,  suddenly defined by a 
diagnosis as so very sick….. 
 



And we prayed with tears, “Please, please please….katabethi  please 
come down. 
 
Just like the father’s plea. 
 
Jesus’ response to the man is hard. 
 
Sounds harsh. 
 
We want Jesus to say, “alright…I’ll come down…let’s go….let’s go right 
now”….he did that sometimes… 
 
Jairus said, Katabethi, my daughter is dying….and Jesus said, “Let’s go.” 
 
But in our story, he sounds harsh…he says..“You….you won’t believe unless 
you have a miracle.” 
 
He says this hard thing, not to the man, but to the crowd around him, 
those who have started following him, singing “Something good is going 
to happen to you, happen to you, this very day…” because they have 
seen his miracles…and they want their own miracle. 
 
“There are people,” says Meister Eckart, “who love God as they love their 
cow, for the milk and cheese and profit it brings them.”….who love God, 
not for who he is, but he can do for them. 
 
This is a kind of faith…. 
But it’s a faith like that of the rocky soil in Jesus’ parable…you remember 
that?  Some of the seed the sower sowed fell on the rocky soil…faith like 
that springs up...but it withers and dies as soon as the miracles stop raining 
down…. 
 
Jesus is looking for a deeper faith, truer faith.. .looking for those who will 
hold on, even when nothing good is happening this very day. 
 
Is this why, sometimes when we beg him, he tarries and tests us? 
 
I don’t know. 
 
But he does, sometimes. 
 
Remember 



The Canaanite  woman, on the beach at 
Tyre….”begging…Katabethi…..please, please, please, come down and 
heal my daughter… 
 
“Make her go away,” the disciples said…”tell her to get lost.” 
 
He does….”Sorry, I was sent only for the lost sheep of Israel…” 
 
She says, “Katabethi” 
He says, “I can’t take the children’s bread and give it to dogs.” 
 
And then she schools Jesus about a mother’s love…..she doesn’t give 
up….”even dogs get crumbs…and a crumb of your power is enough.” 
 
“I’ve never seen such faith,” he says. 
 
When we beg, God tests us sometimes. 
 
Remember?  Lazarus is dying…. 
 
“Jesus, your good friend Lazarus is dying.” 
 
“You’re ready to go?…” 
 
“No, we’ll wait.” 
 
Jesus gets there….and Lazarus’ sister says, If you’d been here my brother 
would not have died…You’re too late.” 
 
Why is it that begging God is sometimes like trying to wake a friend up at 
midnight, banging in the door to borrow bread…”HEY…ARE YOU THERE? 
YOU AWAKE…I NEED BREAD TO MAKE SANDWICHES FOR UNEXPECTED 
GUESTS….I KNOW YOU HEAR ME….COME OPEN THE DOOR!!” 
 
Why is it that prayer is sometimes like a poor,  widow done 
wrong….refusing to give up…. coming to the courthouse day after day, 
worrying the hell out of an unjust judge. 
 
Why is it that we have to keep on asking in order to receive, keep on 
seeking in order to find, keep on knocking so that the door will be 
opened? 
 
Do you know? 
I don’t know, but it’s that way sometimes. 



 
This man asks, seeks, knocks, begs….and Jesus says, “You, you people, 
you won’t believe if you don’t get your miracle.” 
 
But the anguished man looked Jesus in the face. 
 
He says the word, Paidion…..little boy 
Paidion moi…..my little boy 
Paydion moi apothanein…. 
 
MY…..LITTLE….BOY…IS DYING.   
COME DOWN…PLEASE COME DOWN… 
 
Heavy begging….then silence…for how long? 
 
When Jesus answers it is with a single word. 
 
“Ze”  
 
And as he speaks it, it happens. 
 
“Ze”  He lives. 
 
The same voice that once said to the darkness, “LIGHT.  And when the 
Word spoke, there was light. 
 
And everything that was or is or ever will be, is by that Word. 
 
This is how powerful Jesus is. 
 
The father believes him.  I do too.  I hope you do, too. 
 
He believes the word of Jesus. The word is enough. 
 
He lives. 
 
The man’s faith is as real as every step on a twenty mile journey back 
home to Capernaum that leaves the healer further and further behind.  
Putting one hopeful foot in front of another…without proof…only because 
he said so 
 
And when the father gets home, he is not surprised at the hour of his son’s 
healing….and he  believes. 
 



I believe, and so I beg, and will not be turned aside. 
 
I beg for my sister-in-law, I beg for you in your troubles and trials, your 
hopes and heartaches, I beg for this church, I beg for this county and this 
country and this world 
 
“Katabethi….Come down Lord, O that you would rend the heavens and 
come down.” 
 
And sometimes he does. 
 
I beg him, “Say the word, Lord, only speak the word….” 
 
And sometimes he says it. 
  
“He lives.  She lives.” 
 
And if he does, when he does, throw your arms around that moment and 
hold on, because miracles like that are rare. 
 
But even when you don’t get your miracle, when there is no help and 
there seems no hope, keep holding on. 
 
You can hold on to him….no matter if you find yourself in Sheol, he’s 
there… 
 
If the deepest darkness threatens to swallow you up….he’s there. 
 
He’s there because given the chance to work a miracle, he did  not 
come down…. 
 
“Katabethi” they shouted at him in derision….Come down and prove you 
are the Savior. 
 
What they could not see is that he proved he was Savior by not coming 
down… he turned aside from the miracle that would save his life in order 
to work a greater miracle of saving ours by suffering there, by dying there.  
Jesus, the Father’s paidion.  Moi piadion…My Son….my only Son. 
 
And because Jesus would not come down,  we can trust him. 
 
Even when there is no word…and when begging prayers seem to rise no 
higher than the ceiling….we can trust him. 
 



We can trust him because we have heard the news that you can stake 
your life on. 
 
Frightened women running from the tomb crying the news, “Zn!! Zn!!”  He 
lives! 
 
And nothing, not even death, will separate him from his begging children. 
 
When he does not give you your miracle, he gives you something better 
yet.  Himself. 
 
Ann Lamont took her two year old son, Sam to Lake Tahoe. 
 
They stayed in a condo by the Lake. 
 
She put Sam down in the bedroom in his pack and play for an afternoon 
nap. 
Because some folks come there for the gambling, gambling all night, 
sleeping in the day, the condo was equipped with shades that blocked 
out every speck of light. 
 
She did….making Sam’s room pitch dark. 
 
She shut the bedroom door and went to do some work. 
 
A few minutes later she heard her paidion..her little boy.. 
 
He had escaped the pack and play and was knocking on the bedroom 
door to get out. 
 
When she came to the door, to open it, 
she found that somehow he had pushed the button in….and locked it. 
 
He was calling to her, “Mommy, mommy, mommy.” 
 
She said, “Jiggle the door knob, darling.” 
 
He could not even see the doorknob, much less jiggle it. 
 
When it became clear to him that his momma was not opening the door 
because she couldn’t open the door….sobbing gave way to panicked 
screaming. 
 



Frantic, she tried to get the door open…she called the rental agency and 
left a message….ran back to the door….called the manager and left a 
message….ran back to the door….crazy. 
 
Finally, she did the only thing she knew to do…sliding her fingers in the gap 
under the door she told her son over and over “Find my fingers….find my 
fingers.” 
 
Somehow he did….and they lay like that for a long time….he gripping her 
fingers, holding on for dear life to her love, her presence, her care. 
 
Prayer is something like that….it is dark….we cry out, begging.  We listen 
for his reassuring voice, and by our prayers hold on tight to his fingers. 
 
Is that enough?  Is it enough? 
 
It is enough. 
 
When the door finally opens and you see him face to face, he will do 
what I did when I found my lost child at the zoo… 
 
He will throw his arms around you, press you close, bury his face in your 
hair, dry your tears….and whisper to you…it’s alright….it’s alright 
now….everything’s alright. 
 
Until that locked door opens, find his hand. 
Let your prayers hold on to his hand.  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


