Text: Mark 5:21-43

Introduction

I feel compelled to say this, the main point that I came away with from our Gospel text today, might be idiosyncratic to me.  Most commentators and articles I read agreed that this text is about one of two things.  Either it is about the status differential between the synagogue ruler and the woman from the crowd, or it is about the power of Jesus, a definitive answer to the disciples question out on this sea of who is this?  I don’t want to dismiss either of those portions of story, but one particular word in the text put me in a slightly different frame – daughter.  

Text/Set-up of Surprise
As a father of a good daughter, or more textual, a little daughter, the outside of this story is almost unreadable for me.  In that completely wrong and magical sort of way I do not want to read a story about a little girl dying because it might happen to me.  The Harry Potter books effectively relate that feeling when the big-bad guy is “he-who-will-not-be-named”.  Or those three little monkeys that see, hear and speak no evil -  as if by shutting off the senses they can avoid evil all together.  There are other points of comparison that make Jairus my entry point into the story.  One is that Jairus is a synagogue chief.  What you can take that to mean is exactly the role the any of the elders of the congregation have – Allen, or Wayne or Brian or Jon – or those who have held it before – Dr. Reeves or Gene or others here.  Jairus was a stand-up guy who piously took care of his responsibilities and had the respect of his community.  Even if we haven’t held one of those positions, that is who most of us probably relate to.  We are respectable members of the community who have families, and houses and lives and responsibilities that we carry out to the best of our ability.

Now Jesus has sailed back across the Sea of Galilee and is back in Capernaum.  Back in the town where in Mark’s Gospel his first recorded miracle was casting out a demon from a man in the synagogue.  Perhaps good Jairus had taken his typical seat that day, you know the one right there in the back pew, and was part of the crowd saying ‘who is this’ when he witnessed the authority of Jesus first hand.  Seeing something like that, and with your good little daughter drawing her last breath, you might run out and search for that Jesus.  And seeing him, fall at his feet and plead, “Please, come and put your hand on her so that she might be saved and live.”  You’d heard the rumors.  You’d seen the power first hand.  I’d be right there – “please sir, come.  My little daughter holds her last breath”
Jesus goes with Jairus.  And a great crowd is following.  They know a good story when they see it developing.  And they are jostling around the miracle worker when the frame shifts.  It shifts to a nameless woman.  There are people for whom this woman might be the entry into the story, but most of us associate more up the social scale.  Its part of that “he-who-will-not-be-named” syndrome.  Even if a clear eye would say we are closer to this woman, we just aren’t that honest with ourselves.  We’d rather not see her.  Right after old Job, this woman has to be in the suffering hall of fame.  We miss some of the weight of Mark’s language because good English style cuts things up and makes multiple sentences.  Mark writes in one continuous stream – a woman, who had a 12 year flow of blood, who suffered much, who suffered many physicians, who spent all she had, whose spending was of no use, who ended up worse after all the spending than prior - she heard about Jesus, went in the crowd behind him and touched his coat.  She touched his coat because she said to herself, “If I touch even his coat, I will be healed.”  This bloody and desperate and non-rational woman is just not our natural entry to the story.  We can feel sorry for her, but looking through her eyes…rarely.
But her desperate thoughts were right!  Just touching Jesus’ coat did heal her – immediately.  12 years of suffering over in an instant.  But Jesus knew something.  Power had gone out, and he turns and says “Who touched my coat?”  The crowd has been jostling him.  The disciples are asking, “are you serious?”  You see the crowd.  But Jesus knows.  And the woman comes forward trembling – is he going to take it back?  Did I steal something?  Maybe if I confess, he’ll be merciful.  And she fell at his feet and told all the truth.  And Jesus says to her – daughter!.......daughter! your faith has saved you.  Those half rational desperate ramblings.  The trembling and the spilling of your guts.  Daughter, your faith has saved you!
Mark jerks us back to the other story.  The words Jairus knew were near have come.  Your daughter is dead – why bother the teacher?  But the teacher interrupts, that is not the lesson Jesus is teaching today.  He says to Jairus, “Don’t fear, only believe.”  See the picture.  This woman who was the lowest – she couldn’t have even entered Jairus’ synagogue because of her condition – has just been healed and commended for her belief.  And Jesus turns to Jairus and says – there, look at her, pattern yourself after her.  Don’t fear, only believe.
And the world laughs at Jesus.  The mourners have gathered already and the wailing has started.  It’s a different culture than ours.  But it would be like Jesus walking in at the funeral home and saying to the gathered wake cheer up – this child is not dead but sleeps.  Who is this jerk?  Didn’t anyone tell him.  Get him out of here.  But Jesus instead clears the house and takes Jairus and the mother and his three Peter, James and John.  Takes the girl’s hand and says, “talitha koum” – little girl, wake up!   And he tells them to get her something to eat.

Application/Reveal of Switch 
We enter the story through Jairus.  We have daughters.  We have houses.  We have what we think is respectability.  We approach Jesus from the front.  And Jesus does not ignore our requests.  In fact he goes so far as to raise the dead.  Because in fact, when we enter the story like Jairus, that is what we are.  We are dead in our sins and our own self understanding.  We think we can approach God from the front as an equal and ask him for a favor.  God, surely you know what a good person I am.  God, please won’t you do this one thing for me.  As long as we are looking for any standing what-so-ever to move God to action – we ourselves are dead.  
You see, just like Jairus, God has a daughter also.  That unnamed woman – bloody and suffering, poor and helpless and irrational – that is the one Jesus calls daughter.  That is the one that Jesus points Jairus toward.  Just believe – like my daughter here…We don’t like looking there.  We don’t like placing ourselves in her shoes.  But that is what sin has done to us.  That sin is a constant wound.  Sin cripples our lives and our souls.  Sin ruins lives and families and careers and bank accounts.  We’ve seen a small example this week in SC’s governor, on the heel’s of NY governor and Idaho’s senator and NJ’s governor.  [And those are all just the 6th commandment.  We don’t make public spectacles of those bearing false witness – they’d all have to come out.]  Sin is not something we can beg our way through.  Sin is not something we can bargain with God over or ask a favor.  We are dead in our sin.  That sin only comes out when we throw ourselves at Jesus’ feet - trembling and afraid of the moment - and tell the whole truth.  It is at that moment that Jesus really raises the dead.  When we put ourselves in this nameless woman’s shoes.  That is when Jesus says to us – daughter!   That is when Jesus says to us ‘talitha koum’.  Little girl, wake up!   Daughter, your faith has saved you, go in peace and be healthy.

And he orders his ministers to give the one he has raised something to eat.  Amen.

