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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.
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Lord, I have been waiting for you

What is the longest you have ever had to wait for something?

I remember one trip we took to visit my wife’s family in Canada. We were flying up there which
means we paid a lot of money to be treated like cattle. We were told to stand here, wait there,
hold on a second, step forward and put your arms up, look for this, check on that, and so on. We
had our daughter with us who was a one-year-old at the time. She puked all over us on one flight
and I’ll spare you the details of diaper demands that were part of the experience also.

When we arrived in Toronto, we waited to get off the plane with our exhausted little girl who
refused to sleep for one minute on the flight. Then we waited at baggage claim for our bags until
they finally rolled down the conveyor belt. We felt like we won a special prize since they showed
up, except we did not see the stroller or car seat anywhere. We waited and waited for those and
they never came, so we found a line to wait in to ask someone about them and waited for them to
check until they sent us to the over-sized baggage pick-up where finally someone admitted that
they had no idea where the stroller and car seat were. They gave us a car seat to have. As for the
stroller, the guy showed us a pile of strollers the size of Mt. Mitchell and then he winked at us as
he said, “You might find your stroller here.” So, we got a stroller upgrade that night before
waiting for a ride and arriving at Rosanna’s aunt and uncle’s home. It was a lot of waiting and
that one only one day.

I wonder about when you have had to wait for something for a long time: waiting for a diagnosis,
waiting for someone to come home, waiting for some news, waiting for a change. I bet you know
something about waiting, too.

The woman in Gospel reading today has been waiting for twelve years. She had been suffering
from hemorrhages -- some kind of uncontrolled bleeding -- for twelve years! She had endured
much under many physicians. Like many Americans with long-term illnesses, she had spent all
that she had. And the text says that she was no better but actually got worse. She had waited and
waited and waited. Her waiting would have been lonely because her condition not only made her
sick but also made her unclean. Because of the Levitical law of her community, she was not able
to share in the religious and social life of her town. She had to stay a part, to stand back, to wait
on the outside of things.

We have all had to do some waiting over the last year or so. We have also not been able to
participate in the religious and social life of this community as we would like. Today marks a
significant step for us as, at the end of this service, those who would like to do so may remove
their masks and next week you will not find the pews spaced out or masks required upon entry.
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We should say that, compared to this daughter of Israel, our waiting to take off masks at church
has not been overly burdensome, but it has been an annoyance and -- to be honest -- it’s been a
bit more than that. This whole journey through a global pandemic has been, at a minimum,
tiresome and for many it’s been much worse: it’s been lonely, unhealthy, or even deadly. The
masks -- while a necessary and effective tool for keeping us safe -- are the most visible symbol
of a pandemic that we are eager to put behind us.

There’s been quite a lot of waiting for you and for me, and I’m glad it’s coming to an end. I’m
also glad to have been able to wait with you and not in solitude like this woman in our Gospel
reading today. We have been through something real together, something trying, something that
has challenged us, and even brought us together. We may yet face challenges in this pandemic
again. Masks may not be a relic of the past just yet. But, all in all, hear my gratitude expressed
clearly for you -- for your endurance, your patience, your faithfulness through all of this. Thank
you.

Our waiting these months should give us confidence that we can find a way to be the Church --
to be a community that is an experience of God’s Kingdom -- in any circumstances. We can and
we must continue to be God’s people when the heat is high, when the pressure is on, even in the
waiting.

I think the woman from our Gospel reading this morning has been sent to remind us in our
current moment of something important: it’s not just that you have to wait; it’s how you wait.
This Gospel woman waited like our psalmist describes this morning: “I wait for the Lord; my
soul waits for him, in his word is my hope. My soul waits for the Lord like watchmen for the
morning, more than watchmen for the morning” (Psalm 130:4-5).

After twelve years -- after exhausting every earthly means to gain her life and community back --
she was still actively waiting. It’s not to say -- like you and I -- that she did not have moments
where she was fed up with it all, moments when frustration led to being down right angry, or
moments of exhaustion and fatigue. You know at times she felt like this would never end. But as
we meet her this morning, we see her actively waiting. She is still listening for some word of
hope. She is still praying and pleading and loving herself and looking for God. Waiting -- as you
have lived now -- is not the same as sitting around. Waiting does not mean checking out.

When Jesus came near to her town, she was not out in the desert away from it all, nor was she
locked in her room, sitting in self-pity, having given up on life. The way she waited made her
willing to listen to whispers about a Messiah who was coming near. The way she waited made
her willing to press through the crowds, to hear about one who heals and restores. The way she
waited made her ready when Jesus came near. It was faithful waiting that allowed her -- after
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having given up everything in search of healing -- that this time, with this Jesus, to say, “If I but
touch the hem of his garment, I will be made well.”

Her waiting is the example of Christian hope that looks for the resurrection of the dead and life
of the world to come because when Jesus sensed his power had left him, she was now able to
come before him and meet her savior when he asked, “Who touched me?”. She had been waiting
for this moment for so long. She falls before him in fear and trembling and the text says that she
told him the whole truth about what she had been through. I think she told him, “Lord, I have
been waiting for you.”

And so we now pray:

Lord, we have been waiting for you -- sometimes in despair, sometimes in hope, but our prayers
have not ceased. If we could but touch the hem of your garment, Lord, we would be healed. Lord,
we have been waiting, we have been waiting for you. Help us, like sinners waiting at the
Communion rail, to reach out our hands to touch not only your garment but your very self. Lord,
we have been waiting for you. Now we thank you for coming to us today. Amen.

4


