
INTERRUPTIONS THAT MATTER
2 Corinthians 8:7-15 David B. Keller
Mark 5:21-43 June 27, 2021
TEXT: Mark 5:35 “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?’”
PURPOSE: To encourage us to embrace what may appear to be annoying interruptions as
opportunities to minister in the spirit of Jesus. 
______________________________________________________________________________

Who likes interruptions?  What?  No one?  Our household is cursed with
multiple robo calls interrupting our evening meal.  Even if we don’t answer, the
ringing of the phone itself interrupts our mealtime conversation.  How about our
ever-present mobile devices chirping or shouting, depending on your device’s
settings, insisting that what has just come its way is more important than what we
may be doing at the time?  Pleasant, right?  When Lindy comes home from her job,
and I ask her how her day went, more often than not, she will say, “I had lots I
wanted to accomplish today,  but then some higher-up interrupted what I was
trying to get done insisting that what she wanted required me to drop my things
and do her thing.”  

More seriously, the pandemic has been the most disruptive interruption
most of us have ever experienced.  It interrupted our children’s education; it
interrupted many of our jobs; it interrupted our social interactions, and it certainly
interrupted our life together as a church.  On a personal level, if we actually
contracted COVID-19, or were required to quarantine, that hugely interrupted
everything in our lives.  Anyone up for more of that?  

Today’s story from the Gospel of Mark tells of an interruption Jesus
experienced.  While on his way to minister to the daughter of a leader of a local
synagogue, a woman with a chronic disease sought healing from Jesus for herself. 
Keep in mind that Jesus already had annoyed religious authorities by claiming to
have authority to forgive sins (Mark 2:6f)  and by both healing and harvesting on
the Sabbath (Mark 2:23ff, and 3:1ff) when no one was supposed to do any kind of
work.  But in this story, a local synagogue leader named Jairus got down on his
knees and begged Jesus to come to his house and heal his daughter.  I wonder what
Jesus’ disciples were thinking as Jesus was going with this distraught father on a
mission of mercy.  If I was one of them, I’d be thinking, great!  Here’s our chance
to accomplish some major fence-mending with the religious establishment. 
There’s nothing like a grateful father for convincing Jesus’ detractors that he’s a
good guy after all.  

Then came the interruption.  A woman with a dreadful infirmity pushed her
way through the crowd surrounding Jesus as he made his way to Jairus’ house. 
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She’d suffered with hemorrhaging for twelve years.  She’d been treated badly by
one doctor after another, who had not helped her, but had charged her for their
time.  Does this sound like experiences some of us have had, or like people we
know have had?  No wonder she was desperate.  Hoping not to be noticed, but to
be healed, she touched Jesus’ cloak because she believed that touch would rid her
of her infirmity.  

A bit of context is needed about this situation.  Women with a flow of
blood, 
whether it was a regular monthly period or anything more extensive, were ritually
unclean, according to the religious laws.  (Leviticus 15:19-33)  They were required
to quarantine during, and for seven days after, the flow stopped.  Anything she
touched became unclean, and anyone who touched her became unclean, meaning,
they, like the woman, would have to avoid human contact.  Although, mercifully, 
their secondary uncleanness lasted only until the evening of the day that they had
come into contact with the woman who was having the discharge, so long as they
bathed and washed their clothing.   Boy, does that sound like recommended
hygiene in the season of covid.  

So the woman was violating Jewish law just by being in the crowd, and
definitely causing Jesus to be ritually unclean by touching his clothes.  No wonder
she wanted to avoid any public recognition of what she was doing.  But she did
manage to touch his cloak, and at that moment, she “felt in her body that she was
healed of her disease.”  (Mark 5:29)  At that same moment, Mark tells us, Jesus
felt a discharge of energy from him.  Among all the close contact he was having
with the people in the crowd, he could tell that one of those contacts had been with
someone seeking healing.  

So far in the story, the woman’s strategy for healing hadn’t interrupted
Jesus’ trip to see Jairus’ daughter.  It was Jesus himself who interrupted what he
had decided to do.  He could have thought that whoever had touched him had
received what they wanted, and that the healed person didn’t want to be
discovered, so there was no reason to interrupt his urgent mission to Jairus’
daughter, which was important not just because the little girl was critically ill, but
also, for its value as a public relations event.  But that wasn’t the way of Jesus. 
The way of Jesus has to do with relationship.  So he stopped, and the crowd
stopped with him, and he asked whoever had touched him to make herself known. 
Eventually, the woman revealed herself, and fell down at his feet, as Jairus had



done, and told him the whole story.  Can you imagine, while Jesus was attending
to the woman, what Jairus was thinking?  He was, after all, a leader of the local
synagogue.  Certainly he was familiar with the regulations regarding ritual
uncleanness.  The fact that a woman with a flow of blood had touched Jesus meant
that Jesus was now unclean.  If Jesus laid hands on Jairus’ daughter, which is
exactly what Jairus asked him to do, would that make the girl unclean?  And not
only that– why, I wonder if Jairus was thinking, was Jesus wasting precious time
with this woman who was already healed while his daughter was at the point of
death?   

Or maybe this: maybe Jairus was beginning to realize what Jesus was really
about.  Maybe Jairus was realizing that, in Jesus’ thinking, the lives of outcast
people matter.  In Jesus’ thinking, the lives of people whom society deems
dispensable matter.  In Jesus’ thinking, the lives of people at the bottom matter just
as much, if not more, than the lives of people at the top.  By the end of the
woman’s encounter with Jesus, she had been healed in two different ways: first,
she was healed in body, because her bleeding had stopped; but also, she was
healed in soul, because she had told her story which liberated from her isolation
and her shame.  “Daughter,” Jesus called her.  Daughter, like Jairus’ daughter.  No
longer an isolated nobody, but a member of Jesus’ family.  “Go in peace,” Jesus
said.  “Your faith, not my cloak, has made you well.”  

I recall a very strange day during my ministry at the church I served in
Concord.  I don’t recall what I was doing in my office, but I do recall that it was
afternoon, and the church secretary and I were the only people in the often busier
building.  The secretary stopped by my office to tell me that an unfamiliar woman
was sitting and sobbing in our little chapel.  Maybe I should check on her, the
secretary said.  Maybe I didn’t want to be interrupted, I might have thought. 
Maybe I wanted to finish whatever I was working on and be done for the day. 
Whatever I was thinking about my agenda, I did go to sit with the woman.  We sat
together in silence for a while.  She clearly didn’t want to talk.  By the grace of
God, I’m sure, I set aside my impatience and let myself be fully present with her.  

Slowly, between bouts of crying, she shared her story.  She was a woman
suffering chronic pain, and was using some kind of heavy duty pain medicine.  Her
son had recently turned twenty one.  As a gesture celebrating his birthday, she’d
shared some cocaine with him.  What she didn’t know was that he’d already taken
some of her pain medication.  The mixture turned out to be fatal.  He died in her
arms.  Now, the toxicology report had been released, and she was about to be
charged with his death.  She was going to be jailed awaiting trial, and would not be
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allowed to attend his funeral.  Think of it: a mother accused of killing her son with
drugs.  In our time, she would be regarded as even more ‘unclean’ than the woman
with the hemorrhages was in the time of Jesus.  Apart from the legal consequences
of her misdeeds; her own immense shame and guilt was tearing her apart.  She had
come to that church because, twenty one years earlier, her son had been baptized
there.  

As I sat there and not only listened, but felt her agony, I lost all recollection
of what I thought I was supposed to be doing that afternoon. What had begun as an
unwelcome interruption turned out to be the reason I was there.  I can’t recall
whether she was charged with her son’s death, or if she was incarcerated.  I do
recall seeing her a few times after that.  I have no idea whether the time we spent
together helped to heal her broken heart.  And I do recall the time she and I had
shared taught me that perhaps it’s when we attend to the unexpected interruptions
that the power of Jesus is most likely to be unleashed.  There are interruptions that
matter, and matter more than what they interrupt.  

This past year has been one long interruption, with multiple interruptions
inside interruptions. Some version of that has been true in most of our lives.  It
certainly has been true in the ministry of this church.  Some of the interruptions
we’ve experienced have been merely annoying.  The pandemic has increased the
time and attention we’ve had to invest  in the ‘business’ of being church.  We’ve
had to spend more time dealing with technology, more time keeping track of our
finances, more time figuring out how to do things we used to do the way we need
to do them in ways that reduce the risk of spreading the virus.  

But every once in a while, someone interrupts all this church business with a
need that goes to the real reason why we are the Church of Jesus Christ in this time
and this place.  We’ve ministered to people deeply down-in-the-dumps because
covid restrictions have left them profoundly isolated.   We’ve ministered to parents
grieving the loss of their children.  We’ve ministered to people whose parents have
died.  We’ve ministered to people for whom the pandemic has destabilized their
already precarious financial situation.  We’ve ministered to people trying to find a
way into recovery from addiction.  Almost every one of these ministry
opportunities initially came as an interruption.  And yet every one of those
interruptions has enabled us to see how the power that the woman received from
Jesus still flows through the Church which bears his name and shares his life. 
“Life,” John Lennon was heard to say, “is what happens to you while you’re



making other plans.”  “Real ministry,” we could say just as truly, “is what
interrupts the business of being church.”  “Jesus,” we could more profoundly say,
“is who happens when we think we’re in control.” Jesus is who shows up as an
interruption, but who turns out to be the real reason we are here.  Who knows how,
or when, he might show up; how, or when, he might interrupt whatever we think is
important?  What we do know, in faith, is that, if we recognize him in the
interruption, we will recognize the reason that we are his church, and we will be
given opportunity to respond to what he knows matters most.  


