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Now as you excel in everything--in faith, in speech, in knowledge, in utmost eagerness, and in our love for you--so we want you to excel also in this generous undertaking.  I do not say this as a command, but I am testing the genuineness of your love against the earnestness of others.  For you know the generous act of our Lord Jesus Christ, that though he was rich, yet for your sakes he became poor, so that by his poverty you might become rich.  And in this matter I am giving my advice: it is appropriate for you who began last year not only to do something but even to desire to do something--now finish doing it, so that your eagerness may be matched by completing it according to your means.  For if the eagerness is there, the gift is acceptable according to what one has--not according to what one does not have.  I do not mean that there should be relief for others and pressure on you, but it is a question of a fair balance between your present abundance and their need, so that their abundance may be for your need, in order that there may be a fair balance.  As it is written,


"The one who had much did not have too much,


and the one who had little did not have too little."

Mark 5:21-43

When Jesus had crossed again in the boat to the other side, a great crowd gathered around him; and he was by the sea.  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.  She had endured much under many physicians, and had spent all that she had; and she was no better, but rather grew worse.  She had heard about Jesus, and came up behind him in the crowd and touched his cloak, for she said, "If I but touch his clothes, I will be made well."  Immediately her hemorrhage stopped; and she felt in her body that she was healed of her disease.  Immediately aware that power had gone forth from him, Jesus turned about in the crowd and said, "Who touched my clothes?"  And his disciples said to him, "You see the crowd pressing in on you; how can you say, 'Who touched me?'"  He looked all around to see who had done it.  But the woman, knowing what had happened to her, came in fear and trembling, fell down before him, and told him the whole truth.  He said to her, "Daughter, your faith has made you well; go in peace, and be healed of your disease."  While he was still speaking, some people came from the leader's house to say, "Your daughter is dead. Why trouble the teacher any further?"  But overhearing* what they said, Jesus said to the leader of the synagogue, "Do not fear, only believe."  He allowed no one to follow him except Peter, James, and John, the brother of James.  When they came to the house of the leader of the synagogue, he saw a commotion, people weeping and wailing loudly.  When he had entered, he said to them, "Why do you make a commotion and weep? The child is not dead but sleeping."  And they laughed at him. Then he put them all outside, and 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). At this they were overcome with amazement.  He strictly ordered them that no one should know this, and told them to give her something to eat.  The Gospel of our Lord.
My name is Jairus, and I come from a small village in Palestine called Capernaum.  Although I am not very wealthy, I do have some weight in the community, for I am a leader of the synagogue.  This means that I often arrange things for worship, I help count the offerings, I make sure that the building is maintained, and that the rabbi is taken care of.  I am, I would guess, a lot like some of you, leaders in your own congregation.  The biggest difference, I suppose, is that I lived in the days of Jesus, and, since he often passed through Capernaum as he taught and healed the people, I got to know him, and he got to know me.  I had seen what he could do, I knew the love and compassion he held for all people, and so, when my little girl became sick, I knew that he was the one who could do something about it.  As I watched her get weaker and weaker, I hoped and prayed that he would pass through town and heal her.  


And then, on that hot summer day—I’ll never forget it—I saw the people running down to the sea, and I knew it was him.  As I ran from my house, and the mourners were already gathering to sing for my daughter, I yelled to them, “You will not be needed!  The master is coming, and all will be well!”  I ran, as fast as I could, I pushed my way through the crowd, and I called out his name, “Jesus!  Master!  Come quickly!  My little girl is almost dead!  If you hurry, you can save her!  Please come!  You’re the only one I can turn to!”  My heart leapt when he looked up at me, smiled, and came to follow me.  My daughter was going to be fine, we just had to get there in time.  We were making our way through the crowd, when I suddenly realized that he wasn’t following me anymore.  I was stunned to see that he was talking with that… that woman.  Everyone knew she was unclean, and while that is very sad, unclean women aren’t supposed to be out and about.  I was even more stunned when I learned that the reason Jesus had stopped was that she had reached out and touched him.  There could be no more flagrant act by such a woman; this meant that Jesus was now unclean, and he had to be purified before he could enter the temple.  But then, Jesus reached out and touched her!  He took her hand and called her his daughter!  I was almost screaming to myself, “Come on, Jesus; just scold the woman and get on with it; my daughter is going to die!”


Just as I thought these words, I felt a tap on my shoulder.  It was my neighbor.  He simply shook his head, and said, “Don’t bother; your daughter is dead.”  My heart broke into a million pieces; my feet felt like lead.  I wanted to scream at Jesus, “Why did you heal this tramp instead of my daughter,” but the words just stuck in my throat.  All the blood rushed out of my body, and I stood there, lifeless, like a statue.  And he took my hand.  He looked deep into my eyes, and said, “Jairus, my son, now is the time to believe!”  He dragged me through the crowd, and my feet began to move simply so that I wouldn’t fall on my face.  I didn’t want to believe, but I couldn’t help myself, and I could feel my hopes rising with every step we took.  When we got near the house, we could hear the mourners playing their pipes and wailing their songs, and Jesus cried out, “Silence! The girl is not dead, but sleeping!”  They laughed, shook their heads, and went back to their mourning.  Jesus drove them out with a whip he made from his belt, and then he kicked everyone else out of the house, as well.  They looked at me for an explanation, but all I could do was follow the master, and keep my eyes on him.  Once all was quiet, and we were alone with a few of his disciples, we gathered around my little girl’s bed.  She was pale and cold, and all the life had drained from her face.  And Jesus took her hand, and said, “Talitha, cum, little girl, get up!”  And she did.  She looked around, and she smiled.  And I fell to my knees and cried like a baby.


I learned something that day, not so much about Jesus as about myself.  I had thought I was an important man, one who deserved the attention of the master, and I had thought I was a powerful man, one who could get things done.  But I learned that I was no different from the unclean woman, or my daughter.  I was lifeless, until the master took my hand.  I was asleep, until the master awakened my soul.  I had thought that my heart was so full of love for my daughter and my family that I could not find love for anyone else, but I was wrong.  For when Jesus took my hand, and called me his son, I realized that I was kin to the unclean woman, as much as to my own daughter.


As I look at this gathering today, I see many who are leaders in this congregation and in the world, many who have faith in their ability to get things done, but I also see many who are asleep to the healing power of the master’s love.  Jesus is waiting to take your hand, too, to open your heart to the world.  All around us are people, young and old, who are having the lifeblood drained from them by the forces of this world.  You may think you are better than they are, but that is a dream, an illusion of those addicted to sleep.  For the love of the master is a wakeup call to us all, and it startles us with the reality that we are all little girls and little boys, in the eyes of God, waiting for his touch, waiting for his healing hand, that we all might be filled with the life that knows no end.  Children of God, I say to you, arise, and let your love flow.  Amen.
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