
TEXT: Mark 5:21-43         June 27, 2021 

IT’S ALL IN THE INTERRUPTIONS 

It’s a typical Wednesday morning.  I had anticipated coming into the office this morning and 
working on my sermon for this coming Sunday.  I try to set aside a full day each week for the 
process of researching and writing my Sunday messages.  But before I started, I needed to 
make a few brief phone calls. 

One call turned into another.  The family of a parishioner who had surgery the day before 
needed to be spoken to.  A few staff related administrative details needed to be tended to--a 
couple of them unexpectedly.  I got a response to an e-mail I had sent yesterday, which 
needed further action and follow-up.  A trustee showed up at the office to check in on some 
ongoing work, and I needed to show him something that needed attention.  I had to record 
my A Poem and a Prayer, my Facebook Live daily devotional.  And before I knew it, after all 
the interruptions, half my clear day was gone, and I hadn’t even started my sermon research 
and writing.  

I’m not complaining.  Writing a sermon is important, but so were all the other things.  I 
suppose I would have been a lot more frustrated by it, if a wise mentor hadn’t told me 
something years ago that I’ve never forgotten.  I was complaining back then about just such a 
day, filled with things disrupting my scheduled day.  He looked at me sympathetically, but 
then said, “Remember John, often the real ministry happens in the interruptions.” 

Jesus understood that truth.  And over the course of his ministry, he is frequently 
interrupted.  But he doesn’t seem to miss a beat.  Even when he is on a life-saving mission, he 
seems to be able to take the time to deal with the interruptions--as our lesson from Mark 
illustrates. 

Sister Suzanne Guthrie calls this passage a “Markan Sandwich, a story within a story . . .”  
(www.edgeofenclosure.org)  And that it most certainly is!  Jesus and the disciples have just 
returned from their brief sojourn in Gentile territory.  And when they arrive, they discover a 
crowd of people waiting for them on the shore.  Apparently, some of them have accompanied 
a man named Jairus who is a leader in the local synagogue.  He’s come to meet Jesus to make 
a request. 

Who knows what Jesus had planned for his day?  But whatever he had in  mind is interrupted 
right then and there.  For when he gets out of the boat, Jairus rushes up to him and falls on 
his knees and through his tears, begs for help.  “My daughter, my precious little girl,” he says, 
“she’s very, very sick.  And without some miracle, she is going to die!  Please, rabbi, let me 



show you where she is so that you can lay your hands on her fevered brow and heal her from 
this dreadful illness!  Please!” 

Jesus is touched by his obvious love for his child and reaches down to help him back to his 
feet.  “Show me where she is,” he says, “Take me to your home.”  Relief floods Jairus’ tear-
steaked face.  And he heads off in the direction of his home.  “This way,” he says, “Come 
quickly!”  The crowd presses in, eager to follow, and to see just what Jesus does.  Jairus 
pushes through, making a path midst the crowd for Jesus, anxiety filling his every step. 

But then comes another interruption.  There is a woman in the crowd who also longs for a 
healing touch.  She has had hemorrhages, uncontrolled menstrual bleeding, for twelve long 
years.  And as a result, she has been treated as an outcast.  Her husband couldn’t come near 
her.  She had to keep herself apart, for even touching such a woman rendered one ritually 
unclean.   

She has tried everything.  Tonics and lotions, even the stuff of old wives’ tales, like one 
supposed cure which required the sufferer to carry a barley corn that had been found in the 
dung of a pure white donkey.  She has been to many physicians and has exhausted her 
resources.  She is as desperate as Jairus.  But because of her gender, and because of her 
condition, she doesn’t dare be as bold as he.  Many, however, believed that the healing 
power that flowed through Jesus might even extend out through his robes.  So, she comes up 
behind Jesus, and touches the edge of his garment.  That’s all.  She simply reaches out and 
touches the fringe of his mantle.  And suddenly the healing power rushes into her body.  And 
the bleeding stops.  But Jesus notices.  Despite all the people shoving and pushing around him 
as he is headed for Jairus’ home on his life-saving mission, he feels her touch. 

He stops right in the middle of the road.  He twirls around, surveying the crowd.  “Who 
touched me?  Who reached out and grabbed hold of my clothing?”  Everyone is a bit stunned.  
Who touched him?  They had all brushed up against one another--that just happens when 
you’re in the midst of a scrum!  “Tell me,” he says, “Who was it?”  The woman, no doubt 
frightened, as if she had taken something that didn’t belong to her, drops on her knees 
before him, and blurts out the truth.  “It was me, rabbi, I just wanted to find relief, perhaps a 
cure, perhaps a way back to living a full life!”  And Jesus looks at her and then smiles.  I’m 
sure Jesus smiles.  And he reaches down to her, even as he had reached out to Jairus, and 
though she has interrupted him, he helps her up, and proclaims her healed.  “It is your faith, 
daughter, your profound, courageous faith, that has made you well.”  And then he turns and 
starts back towards the other daughter who awaits his healing touch. 

But then thing seem to turn sour.  Some who had been waiting at Jairus’ home come rushing 
up to him in despair. “It’s too late!” they say.  “Your daughter is dead!  Why bothers the 



rabbi?  He’s a busy man.  He has much to do.”  But that’s not how Jesus operates.  He wasn’t 
too busy for the hemorrhaging woman who interrupted his journey, and he is not too busy to 
tend to Jairus and his daughter.  He even takes time to comfort Jairus, who with the news is 
caught up in an unearthly wailing and awash with tears.  “Don’t be afraid,” he tells him, 
“have faith!” 

When they arrive at the house it is surrounded by mourners, men and women keening.  
Making the heart rending  sounds of grief.  Inside there are even more.  Weeping.  Wailing.  
The commotion is almost unbearable.  “Stop,” he says, “ the child is not dead!  She’s just 
sleeping!”  But they laugh at him.  And so,  he casts them all out of the house, save Jairus, his 
wife, and three of his disciples.   He then walks over to the little girl’s pallet, and takes her 
tiny hand in his large, callused one, and speaks words of healing.  “Talitha cum!”  Little girl, 
get up!  And she does!  She gets up from her bed and walks around the room.  Clearly alive!  
Clearly healed! 

And so it is that by the end of this Markan Sandwich there are two daughters, not just one, 
who have been healed, who have been given renewed life.  All because Jesus was willing to 
set aside his own plans and find real ministry in the interruptions. 

C.S. Lewis is regarded by many to have been one of the most influential and important 
theologians and writers of the Twentieth Century.  He is known for his many books ranging 
from the Narnia books to Mere Christianity, and several scholarly works as well.  He was a 
professor at Cambridge, and later Oxford, and a much sought-after speaker.  In the world of 
thought and literature he undertook many important efforts. 

When Lewis was in his late teens, he served during World War I.  At basic training he met 
Paddy Moore, and they became fast friends.  Both had single parents.  Lewis’ father was a 
widower, and Moore’s mother a divorcee with a young daughter at home.  When the threat 
of death became very real, the two young men promised each other that should either of 
them die in battle they would take care of the other’s parent.  Paddy Moore died during the 
war and never returned from France.  Lewis kept his promise, and In time Paddy’s mother, 
Jane Moore, also known as Minto, moved in with Lewis and became fully dependent on him 
for support.  Fully. 

Minto constantly made demands on Lewis, despite his very busy life.  And he met those 
demands. As his brother Warren later wrote, “[Minto] interfered constantly with his work 
and imposed on him a heavy burden of minor domestic tasks.”  (Introduction, The Letters of 
C.S. Lewis)  Yet Lewis kept his wartime vow and supported her till the end of her life. 

Perhaps because he had learned how to cope with those interruptions.  As unpleasant as they 
often were.  In a letter to Arthur Greeves, a longtime friend, written twenty-five years after 



the end of World War I, Lewis wrote about Minto and her problems and the difficulties they 
presented.  But he told his friend “The great thing is if one can . . . stop regarding all the 
unpleasant things as interruptions of one’s . . .‘real’ life.  The truth is  . . . that what one calls 
interruptions are precisely one’s real life--the life God is sending day by day . . . .”  (The 
Collected Letters of C. S. Lewis, Volume I) 

What a tough lesson for most of us!  What a tough lesson for me!  But when we learn that 
lesson, when we realize that the interruptions often are our real life, when we can regard 
them as the God sent missions of every day,  then we can do as C. S. Lewis did, then we can 
do as Jesus did, and find the ministry, the real ministry, that lies in each one.  Not only may it 
save the life of someone else, it just may save your own life as well. 

Amen 

John H. Danner  

  

 

   

 

 


