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This morning’s reading from the Gospel according to Mark involves two 
amazing stories of healing.  

In the first story, Jesus has just crossed the lake, returning from the country 
of the Gerasenes, where he had expelled the demons that possessed a man 
who had been living among the tombs. Those demons, you may recall had 
been allowed by Jesus to enter a herd of swine, who promptly rushed 
down into the lake and drowned. The swineherds ran off and spread the 
news far and wide. As did the man whose demons had ended up in the 
swine – about 2000 swine actually. And even without benefit of CNN or 
the Internet, people heard what Jesus had done and flocked to see him. 
They were amazed, but also afraid. So they asked Jesus to leave. And that 
is where we pick up the story. Jesus has gotten back in his boat and 
returned to the other side of the lake…where he again is swarmed by a 
great crowd.  

And out of the crowd, Jairus, a leader of the synagogue approaches Jesus 
and implores him to come heal his 12-year old daughter who lies 
apparently dying at his home. Now we should not let this moment pass 
without observing that Jairus was taking a rather extraordinary, 
courageous, and, perhaps, even desperate step.  

As a leader of the synagogue, Jairus would have been responsible for 
management of the operation and supervision of the staff. That suggests he 
was a prominent and well-respected member of the community. His 
imploring Jesus, this popular, but possibly heretical itinerant preacher, to 
come and lay hands on his gravely ill daughter in the midst of a huge 
crowd would have been noticed at great risk to his dignity and reputation.  

Consider for a moment, how his friends reacted. When they came out to 
tell Jairus his daughter was dead, they were quick to get Jesus out of the 
picture. Why trouble Jesus now, she’s already dead. Translated, get this 
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crazy prophet out of here. And then when Jesus does enter the house, they 
laughed at him.  

But desperate times demand desperate measures… even asking Jesus’ help. 
And Jesus obliged and went with Jairus, still surrounded by a pressing 
crowd, no doubt composed largely of the unabashedly curious 
rubberneckers, who by now had to have heard the story of the demoniac 
and the swine rushing to their death.  

Jesus’ reputation as a healer obviously had preceded him. On the way to 
Jairus house, a woman who had spent all here money on doctors over a 12-
year stretch seeking a cure for her hemorrhaging just touches Jesus’ cloak 
and is healed. 

And so is Jairus daughter. This young girl, days away from adulthood, had 
been dead or desperately ill. And with a simple phrase in Aramaic, talitha 
cum, “little girl get up,” Jesus takes her hand and raises her.  

What Jesus did with Jairus’s daughter and the afflicted woman are 
testament to Jesus’ power to heal. But they also show us the power of 
humble, but uncompromising faith. When the power and prestige of our 
positions fail us. When what medical science can offer has failed. When all 
appears lost, when the merely human response is inadequate, who are we 
finally going to turn to? We know what Jairus and the hemorrhagic woman 
would tell us. 

But then the story of these miracles ends on a very odd note. Any common 
healer of Jesus’s time or televangelist of our time would have milked those 
moments for all the publicity and acclaim – and money – they could 
muster.  

But not Jesus. He allows no one to follow him to Jairus’s house except 
Peter, James, and John. He shoos everyone, but the girl’s parents out of the 
house. And then he strictly ordered them not to tell anyone what they had 
seen.  

Why? Speculation abounds. Biblical scholars call Jesus’ penchant to shun 
fame and fortune the “Messianic secret.” It suggests that Jesus was not 
ready to be seen as the Messiah. Not because he wasn’t, but because his 
mission would have been misunderstood and compromised. The Messiah 
the Jewish population expected and longed-for was a great leader who 
would free them from Roman occupation and oppression and retore Israel 
as a great nation, as it had been briefly just prior to the time of Christ as a 
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result of the Maccabean revolt in 167 B.C.E. A status, incidentally, Israel 
would not regain again until 1948.  

That Jesus did not want to be saddled with false expectations that would 
taint his message and draw dangerous scrutiny from Jewish and Roman 
authorities is a plausible explanation for his wariness of publicity.  

But it does pose for us an interesting question: What are our expectations of 
Jesus? Do we embrace and harbor false expectations that muddle our 
relationship with Jesus? Do we expect a miracle at every bump in the road? 
Or do we dismiss outright the possibility of miracles? Do we place 
impossible expectations on him that result in our disappointment and 
undermine our faith? Or do we expect too little and shortchange our faith? 
What might we rightly expect from Jesus, the Messiah, our redeemer who 
conquered evil and death?  

Let’s start with the obvious: eternal life, by which we mean a life in the 
presence of God. But also everlasting life. And not everlasting life on earth. 
Which suggests no assurance of miracle healings or deliverance from the 
chances and changes of earthly life, though we would never deny that 
possibility. Some of us undoubtedly have seen those miracles. But what we 
rightly may expect is everlasting life after our earthly death.  

Another expectation of Jesus I have found perfectly reasonable is Jesus’ 
penchant for meeting us where we are, not only as individuals, but also as 
communities and cultures. For example, in an age that demands scientific 
proof to establish the reasonableness of our beliefs about everlasting life, 
we are seeing increasing scientific investigation of life after death.  

And our skepticism towards anecdotal evidence of continued conscious life 
after bodily death is fading. Several days ago, CNN posted story about 
people who see all sorts of signs that friends or relatives who died of 
COVID-19 are still present in their lives. As the report states: 

These experiences can be subtle: relatives appearing in hyper-
real dreams, a sudden whiff of fragrance worn by a departed 
loved one, or unusual behavior by animals. Other encounters 
are more dramatic: feeling a touch on your shoulder at night, 
hearing a sudden warning from a loved one, or seeing the full-
bodied form of a recently departed relative appear at the foot of 
your bed.1 

 
1 https://apple.news/ADwd3iemmQu6KPnbQIPH0Dg  
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That these stories are being told and considered credible rather than 
laughable – remember our friends in Jairus’s house – reminds us not only 
that Jesus’ promise of eternal life is plausible, but also that Jesus will see 
when necessary, as it is now, that it is demonstrable. Sometimes our faith 
just needs a boost, and in my mind, Jesus will never leave us hanging. 

But on a moment-to-moment, day-to-day basis, the main thing we might 
expect of Jesus is what I call compassionate companionship, a constant 
caring presence that is always there for us to realize and embrace. Why do I 
say that? 

In a few minutes we will do as Jesus called on us to do. Having gathered as 
a community of his followers, we will take, bless, break, and share bread 
together. One reason I believe Jesus asked us to remember him in that way 
is the significance of breaking bread together.  

Beyond the deep sacramental presence of Christ in the Eucharist, I am 
reminded that the word companion is derived from the Latin com “with” 
and panio “bread.” With bread. In breaking bread together we become 
companions with each other, but also with Christ via his presence in the 
bread. 

How we see him or sense his presence with us is I suspect something very 
individual, something, again, tuned to who we are and where we are on 
our spiritual journeys. But, please, let’s expect Jesus to be less a demanding, 
judgmental specter and more the loving, compassionate presence he is: 
Sometimes calling us to our better angels and other times nudging us away 
from our baser instincts. After all, Christ’s love can be tough, but never 
harsh. Andit always is compassionate, understanding, encouraging, and, 
again, meeting us where we are.  

And we can expect Jesus never to give up on us. Never. To quote Pope 
Francis, Jesus “knows that we are sinners and we make many mistakes, but 
he does not give up joining his life to ours.”2 

We might no more expect Jesus to insulate us from every misfortune than 
his first century Jewish followers should have expected him to mount a 
revolution against the Roman occupation. But how marvelous and 
amazing are our perfectly reasonable expectations: 

 
2 https://www.vaticannews.va/en/pope/news/2021-06/pope-angelus-corpus-christi-catechesis-eucharist.html 
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Eternal life. Everlasting life. And a companion who knows, us accepts us, 
meets us where we are and never leaves us. And that never should be a 
secret again. 


