
Jan. 24, 2016 -- (Epiphany 3, Mar) 

Sermon Text – Mark 5:21-43 

 
- Then one of the leaders of the synagogue named Jairus came and, when he saw him, 

fell at his feet and begged him repeatedly, "My little daughter is at the point of death. 

Come and lay your hands on her, so that she may be made well, and live."  So he went 

with him. And a large crowd followed him and pressed in on him.  Now there was a 

woman who had been suffering from hemorrhages for twelve years…He said to her, 

"Daughter, your faith has made you well; go in peace, and be healed of your disease." 

…Then he…took the child's father and mother and those who were with him, and went 

in where the child was.  He took her by the hand and said to her, "Talitha cum," which 

means, "Little girl, get up!"  And immediately the girl got up and began to walk about 

(she was twelve years of age). - 

 

 

 The crowds had been growing.  Everywhere that Jesus went, people were 

flocking to see him, pressing in on him from all sides, straining to hear every word he 

was saying and bringing many who were sick to him to be healed.  I know that 

because I was there.  Oh, you won’t notice me in any of the scenes, and you 

probably won’t hear about me in many of the descriptions; but, I’m there.  I’m the 

little boy tagging along at his father’s heels, as he seeks desperately to get Jesus’ 

attention.  I’m the one who saw the woman making her way through the crowd, 

calculating ever so carefully just where she needed to be in order to intercept Jesus’ 

path and reach out her hand to touch the hem of his garment.  I saw him whirl 

around, wondering what had hap-pened and why so much power had gone out of 

him.  I heard him ask his disciples who had touched him and I remember their 

disrespectful response of “how can any-one know in such a crowd of people?”  Yet, 

there she was, coming forward, kneeling down, telling him the whole story about her 

twelve years of suffering and anguish because of her constant flow of blood.  I tell 

you, I learned right then and there what kind of a man Jesus was.  He was so gentle.  

He was so caring.  He was so,…knowing.  Somehow, it seemed to me, that he could 

see right down into the depths of peoples’ souls.  He saw what she needed.  He 

understood her desperation.  He knew why she had reached out to him from the 

anonymity of the crowd.  She wanted health and healing.  He could make it so.  She 

put her faith in that, and she did what she needed to do, not wanting to draw 

attention to herself, but to simply receive the small relief of knowing that she could be 

whole once again.  “Daughter,” he called her, “your faith has made you well; go in 

peace and be healed of your disease.”  It was beautiful. 

 

 But, that’s not why we had come seeking Jesus, my father and I.  We had come 

because my sister was ill.  She was lying at home, flat out on her bed, her fragile, little 

body wracked with fever.  She had looked to me, when I peeked in at her door 
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before we left, to be as limp as one of the wet rags Mama used for wiping the dishes 

after a meal.  “She is close to dying,” I thought, though I didn’t want to think about it.  

Mama and Papa must have thought so too.  That’s why we set out on this journey to 

find Jesus, to bring him to our house, to ask him to do for my sister what he had done 

for so many others, to make her well.  By the time Jesus had finished speaking with 

the woman about her faith, people I recognized had arrived from our village to tell us 

that it was too late.  My sister had died.  We should leave Jesus alone, so he could go 

on to others whom he could still help.  But “No,” Jesus said, “Don’t fear, believe.”  So, 

back to our village we went.  “She’s only asleep,” he told the mourners, but they 

laughed at him.  They could not believe.  Then he took my parents and a few of his 

closest disciples up to my sister’s room.  He reached out to her, took her by the hand, 

and said to her, “Talitha cum, little girl, get up!”  From my perch at the top of the stairs, 

I heard the commotion.  She got up and started walking around.  She wasn’t dead.  

She wasn’t dying.  She was alive and living and hungry.  And Jesus told them to give 

her something to eat! 

 

 I know all this, as I told you, because I have lived this story.  I claim it as mine 

through what Pastor Eugene Peterson calls “the process of Biblical imagination,” the 

process of finding ourselves in the pages of scripture, the process of seeing that we 

are indeed a part of God’s story.  And there I am, the older brother of Jairus’ daugh-

ter, who stands by and watches as his little sister is struck down by a sickness unto 

death.  Were it not for the action of faithful parents, the story would end right there; 

but, like Jairus, my own parents sought help and healing from the Lord.  They put their 

trust in doctors and nurses gifted with the ability to bring health and healing even 

when death was all but certain.  And I, at age 7, struck my bargain with God.  “Do 

what you can for my sister,” I prayed, “And I will do anything for you.”  Then and 

there, I knew I had a place in God’s story.  Then and there, I knew I had a spot in the 

crowd.  Then and there, I knew that Jesus would be a part of my life.  It would take 

years to figure it all out.  And I’m still not sure that I’ve got it all right.  I would grow up 

hearing from learned people that my sister’s illness was always terminal; yet, I went 

home each day to find her, not dead, but alive and well and living in my parents’ 

house, filling my life at times with great joy and just as easily inflicting upon me all the 

pain and frustration of which a little sister is so capable.  Now, more than 50 years 

later, she continues to live as part of my life and a part of God’s story.   

 

 The fact of the matter is that, as Mark tells us the story of who Jesus is and what 

Jesus does, he wants to make it clear that the forces of illness and death have 

nothing on Jesus.  They know who he is.  They know what he does.  They have no 

ability to overcome the power he brings to bear upon them.  They have only the 
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choice to relent, to give up their futile attempts to overpower God’s people, to 

concede that as much as they might try, they have no choice but to yield.  And that 

is why we pray for healing.  It is the reason we still seek for miracles.  They don’t 

always happen as we hope they might.  But, they do happen.  As the little boy who 

found himself in the pages of this story, I dare to say that those miracles of healing are 

represented right here and right now this morning by many of you who have come 

here to worship today.  You have been healed.  Someone in your family has been 

healed.  Someone you call a friend, or someone you know, or someone you have 

heard about has been healed.  Maybe they have even been raised from the point of 

death.  Just know this.  Each and every day, it happens again and again, whether we 

reach out to Jesus as does the woman with the flow of blood, or Jesus reaches out to 

us as he does in the case of Jairus’ daughter, to take our hand and call us forth from 

our “sickness unto death,” and say to us, “Little girl, little boy, get up,” arise, get 

going, you have been given new life, your faith has made you well. 

 

            Amen. 


