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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. 
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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. 

 

* * * * * 

 

Last Sunday, I shared the middle portion of this story that I just read to you. In that sermon, I spoke 

about the coronavirus, or COVID-19, which was only a story that was taking place in other states 

and nations within our world at that time; or so it seemed. I asked those of you who were here with 

me, “If a preacher stands in the pulpit to preach a sermon and no one is here to listen, is he or she 

still a preacher?” Many of you laughed with me when I asked that question. I have to confess that 

in my own mind, I wondered what it would be like if somehow people were simply afraid to come 

to church and the Sanctuary was empty. I realized that it might be a remote possibility in the 

coming weeks or months, but never thought that in a week, I would have to decide to close the 

doors of the church on a Sunday. It goes against all I believe about being the Church.  

  

I went home that afternoon from church and my wife, Dawn, and I began to pack for a trip that 

would begin following worship today to see our former exchange student, Miguel, in Valencia, 

Spain. Miguel is a son to us and we were so excited. We washed our clothes and set them aside to 

go into the suitcase. I turned on the news and saw a few cases of coronavirus, but it wasn’t too 

bad. It seemed to be much like the number of cases we were seeing here in the United States last 

week. 

 

In fact, we even called Miguel and asked him how he was feeling. He and his girlfriend, Mar, were 

both feeling well. We talked about our trip, excited about our plans to leave after church this week. 

He said that people were nervous, but like us, he felt that everything was going to be all right.  

 

After leading a study on Tuesday night where some prayed for us for travel mercies, I went home 

to discover a text from Miguel saying that it was getting a little “crazy” over there and he’d 

understand if we wanted to postpone our trip. That night two cases were discovered in Michigan 

and we decided that we would postpone our trip. 

 

We were both disappointed that our lives and our vacation plans to see Miguel and Mar were 

suddenly interrupted. On Wednesday, we started to look for somewhere else to go. Yet, from that 

point on, life took some quick turns for us, for you, and for the world around us as I realized I’d 

be around a little while longer. On Thursday, I told you that we were taking precautions to keep 

our buildings clean and urged those who were most vulnerable within our midst to stay at home. I 

figured that we might have a low attendance, but we could keep a good distance from one another. 

 

When I awoke at 2:30 on Friday morning and noticed a message about the cancellation of schools 

throughout the state, I knew that I wasn’t necessarily facing the wilderness but that this wilderness 

had come upon us in new ways. In order to keep our most vulnerable members of our church 

community safe and to try to lessen the impact on our healthcare system that could too easily be 

overwhelmed with too many difficult cases to treat, I would have to close our building for Sunday 
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morning worship and officially tell all of you who’ve been watching the news and following the 

numbers and had fears of your own that you can’t come to the very place that we gather when we 

have fears and nowhere else to turn, the church. 

 

Each and every Sunday, we gather in this place to greet one another with hugs, handshakes or, 

more recently, elbow bumps. This morning, we were supposed to celebrate one of our greatest 

joys, the sacrament of baptism. I was going to look into the eyes of a baby and tell Robert Michael 

how loved he is by God and by you. Together, we were going to promise to help him know who 

Jesus is. 

 

We were supposed to come and share our prayers and our concerns for those who need us most.  

Todd Albery and Mark Adams would be in Fellowship Hall taking your sheets and your money 

for March Madness for Missions. Ruth Littleton would come in with the biggest smile and warm 

greeting for me. But now, for the foreseeable future, our Christian responsibility to one another 

and our community is to care for one another…from a distance. 

 

Janet Smylie, our Director of Administrative Services, who is a strength and support on a daily 

basis in my office, said, “It feels like 9/11 again in some ways.” I said, “Yes, except on 9/11 we 

gathered here in this place to pray with one another, to hold one another in our fear, to weep with 

one another, and to reclaim our faith in God and one another.” What do you do when life is 

interrupted, when fear sweeps in, and the people and places that mean the most are suddenly 

distanced for a time? Where do you go?  

 

I know that as you watch this morning, some of you are fearful for loved ones who are in that more 

vulnerable category. I am, too. Some of you aren’t necessarily worried for yourselves, but you 

have that neighbor next door who can’t get out right now. Others of you have parents and loved 

ones in assisted living facilities or nursing homes and you can’t see them for quite a while.  And 

you just want to hug them and let them know that it will be all right, that they are not alone.  

 

Still others of you are watching and your family members are further away or in the hotspots here 

or around the globe. By the way, I heard from Miguel last night and he’s tuning in to our livestream. 

“I love you, Miguel. Thanks for letting us know you’re all right last night.” And Church, “I love 

you! Thanks for your calls and emails of support and to let me know you are all right.” But for 

now, what might we do when life is interrupted? What shall we do when the wilderness is suddenly 

thrust upon us? 

 

Parents are watching this morning and you’re wondering how you’re going to survive a month of 

“no school.” You weren’t quite ready for summer break in March. Others are wondering about 

their job security. Some are wondering how they’ll make ends meet; whether they’ll be able to pay 

bills, buy food, or stay in their homes. We are in the wilderness; life is interrupted; we cannot 

always see where this path will lead as too many fears of too many unknowns come upon us. What 

do we do when life is interrupted? 

 

One day, a ruler of the local synagogue named, Jairus, approached Jesus. His greatest fear had 

come true. His daughter was dying at home and he had nowhere else to turn. So he sought out 

Jesus and begged him to come heal her. 
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On his way to Jairus’ house, the woman in the crowd from last week’s story interrupted Jesus’ 

journey for a healing of her own. She reached out and touched Jesus and she was healed of a 

bleeding disorder that she had for twelve years. Jesus’ interaction of love and grace with her, 

however, caused an interruption for Jairus. As Jesus spent time with this woman who touched him, 

they lost valuable time. 

 

Before they could go on, some of Jairus’ friends approached him to tell him this his daughter had 

died. Life wasn’t just interrupted; it stopped in that moment for Jairus’ daughter, but also for Jairus 

and his family. Some said, “Don’t trouble the teacher any further.” But Jesus turned to Jairus and 

said, “Do not fear. Only believe.” 

 

So Jesus went to Jairus’ home, and when he entered, Jesus noticed all of the commotion and 

weeping. Assuring them, he said, “The child is not dead but sleeping.” Now friends, they all knew 

death when they saw it and that little girl was gone. They began to laugh. So Jesus threw them out 

and took Jairus and his wife into the very room where Jairus’ daughter was lying; into that very 

place where it felt like death had won the day. And taking Jairus’ daughter by the hand, he said, 

“Talitha cum… Little girl, get up.” And that day, THAT DAY, death did not have the last word as 

the twelve year old got up and began to walk around as if nothing had happened. That day, “life 

interrupted” that felt like “life ended” became “Alive Again” in Jesus Christ. 

 

Friends, this may be the Lenten season of wilderness experiences that we find ourselves in right 

now. We may be on a journey that leads to a Friday like the one we just had. Good Friday still lies 

before us in April, but I want you to know that Jesus is standing in our midst this morning saying 

to you and to me, “Do not fear. Only believe.” It feels like Friday now, but Easter is coming. New 

life is coming. And these days of physical separation will not last forever. The Church, the Body 

of Christ, is alive. All will be well. 

 

Miguel, I’ll see you someday in the coming months. Church, we’ll be gathered together again in 

this place in the coming months. And the Easter celebrations that we have at that time, whether 

they are on Easter Sunday or some other time, will be so much sweeter for all of us in those 

moments. Life is just interrupted for now and new life is on its way. Every Sunday, even now, in 

the middle of Lent, is like a little Easter; a celebration of the resurrection. The Church has always 

proclaimed this faith. 

 

In the meantime, I’m seeing signs of new life in our midst. Perhaps this time of physical distancing 

will only serve to bring us closer in other ways. Neighbors are checking in on neighbors again with 

phone calls. Families that haven’t spoken are calling one another. Efforts are being made to feed 

hungry children and families who are out of school. Republicans and Democrats are coming 

together to figure out not only how we keep our communities safe and care for the most vulnerable 

in our midst, but also how we might extend care to those who need it most in this time. I didn’t 

think I’d see that in an election year.  

 

At Birmingham and Berkley First, members are reaching out to those who have to stay in. The 

other day one member did some yardwork for a couple that needs to stay inside. Others have been 
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reaching out to me asking how we can provide food for children in need when they won’t be getting 

meals at schools. Still others have offered to shop for groceries for those who can’t get out. 

 

In this time when I have to preach online, we’re turning the Church inside out at Birmingham and 

Berkley First. Our staff are quickly learning how to use video conferencing and are empowered to 

help Journey Groups, work committees, and other small groups connect even if it’s simply an old-

fashioned telephone conference call. 

 

On Monday, I’m meeting with our senior staff, our lead team, to deploy our staff in new ways.  

We’ll be organizing how we make phone calls and stay in touch in this time. We’re talking about 

how we’ll feed hungry kids, organize shopping trips and doorstep drop-offs of groceries and 

necessities, and so many more amazing ideas that you have been sending to me. I’ve asked Bruce 

Richardson to set up an email address so that you that are healthy, less vulnerable, and able who 

may want to volunteer to help us connect and care for one another and our community in this time 

may do so. We’ll get that to you soon. Watch your email, social media, and our website for ways 

that you can help us stay connected even when we are physically distanced from one another. Call 

us. Email us. Pray for us as we pray for you. These are different days, but we’ll make it.  

 

As I walked out the doors of the main entrance after we locked the doors on Friday, I looked up 

and saw that powerful reminder that reads, “You are now entering the mission field.”   

 

Friends, I know there is a lot of fear among us. But Jesus said, “Do not fear. Only believe.” Now 

is the time to take the Church into the world yet again. Now can be our finest hour when our 

greatest fears turn into the greatest acts of faith and connection, even if it’s in new ways. Now is 

the time for life again. Jesus is standing with us today, saying, “Talitha, little girl, Church...cum, 

get up.” 

 

No matter where we may find ourselves, isolated in our homes or one day gathered in this building 

yet again, we remember, the words our Sunday School teachers taught us long ago, “I am the 

Church. You are the Church. We are the Church together. All who follow Jesus; all around the 

world. Yes, we’re the Church together.” 

 

The Church isn’t this building. It’s the living, breathing body of Christ. It’s you and it’s me and so 

many others wherever we find ourselves. And we are connected to the One who brings life when 

life seems suddenly interrupted.  

 


