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Just over five years ago, as the city of Boston was dealing with the aftermath of the marathon 

bombings, the slogan “Boston Strong” became a rallying cry for the wounded city. Bumper 

stickers, hats, t-shirts bearing that slogan all spoke to the strength of spirit and refusal to let fear 

of violence overcome the community so recently racked by tragedy. I expect most of us recall 

“Boston Strong” – it was inspiring. 

 

My colleague and seminary classmate Tim Schenck is rector of the church of St. John the 

Evangelist in the Boston suburb of Hingham and also a marathon runner. In a blog post written 

shortly after the bombings, and after he had observed the impromptu memorials set-up at the site 

as well as the reactions of people to those memorials, Tim presented the case for a different 

slogan for the city. He understood the need, and the value, of people wanting to feel unified and 

resolute in the face of this attack. But Tim also makes the case for people owning their 

vulnerability as well: “Boston Vulnerable”. We try to convince ourselves of just how strong we 

are, as if telling that to ourselves over and over will make it come true, he argues, when the 

reality is that when something as horrendous as a bombing occurs at a popular public event, 

resulting in death and serious injury, the last thing most of us feel is strong. We feel vulnerable.  

 

In this morning’s gospel Mark presents us with a story within a story – one narrative gets 

interrupted as another is inserted. A distraught father. A sick child. A desperate woman. Two 

daughters of Israel, and a leader in the religious community. These are the characters that Mark 

introduces. There’s a lot we could say about any of them; one thing they share is their 

vulnerability. 

 

Jesus is once more amongst his own people, having sailed back across the Sea of Galilee after 

being in Gentile territory. Presumably, calmer weather has graced the return trip. And now the 

crowds have once again gathered by the sea, a huge welcoming committee of those seeking 

healing and wisdom.  

 

Out of this mix comes forward a man named Jairus, a leader of the local synagogue (and 

therefore probably known to many in the crowd), seeking healing for his twelve-year-old 

daughter who is “at the point of death”. Jairus is clearly important. He’s a religious leader (and 

we know what many of the religious leaders think of Jesus, though Jairus doesn’t seems to share 

their opinion). He commands authority; his position in the local community no doubt affords him 

respect and some level of deference. In that community he could easily be the poster boy for 

privilege; he could just as easily have used his position and authority to command Jesus, to be 

imperious, perhaps even threaten or try to intimidate the rabbi. But instead, he falls at Jesus’ feet 

as a supplicant and “begs” him to heal his daughter. How often, do you suppose, does Jairus beg 

for anything? This is a man who understands that his position and his influence will not help his 

little girl; only a miracle can do that. Only Jesus can do that. So the rabbi and his disciples begin 

to make their way to the home of the synagogue leader, with Jairus no doubt desperately 

impatient for them to get there. 
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But it’s slow going; there’s pedestrian gridlock all around Jesus. He is touched and pushed and 

jostled and bumped by all kinds of people. It would have been impossible to identify those folks. 

pointless to rebuke them. Then suddenly and unexpectedly, another story begins to unfold, as 

one specific individual purposely touches Jesus’ garment. And everything stops.  

 

Here’s a woman who has suffered a debilitating illness for twelve years. She’s been to many, 

many physicians and spent everything she has on ineffective, maybe even fraudulent, treatments.  

Whatever her financial resources might have been a dozen years ago, those resources have been 

wiped out. The nature of her illness makes her “unclean”, so she is an outcast from her 

community. She has been vulnerable for a dozen years; it would have been so tempting to give 

up. But she risks vulnerability one more time and reaches out to touch his clothing. 

 

Jesus feels power going out of him – which is to say, of all the people who had touched and 

pushed and jostled and bumped him in that crowd, Jesus was aware that this particular person 

was in need of healing; he could feel her vulnerability, even if he cannot immediately identify 

her.  

 

And though it’s only his clothing that she’s touched, she feels herself healed. She sees that Jesus 

is seeking her out, and she takes one more risk, pouring out her entire troubled story. Far from 

being annoyed, Jesus affirms her: “Daughter” - he restores her to her rightful place as a child of 

God, a child of Israel – “your faith has made you well” – the real translation of these words are 

your faith has saved you – “go in peace, and be healed of your disease.” What saves this woman? 

It’s her willingness to be vulnerable, and to put her faith in Jesus.  

 

But now Jesus’ original mission has been interrupted, and it appears that he is too late to save 

Jairus’ daughter. Yet even though others are laughing at the thought that Jesus could heal her 

now, that healing does occur. What saves Jairus’ daughter? Not her father’s privilege or status 

but his willingness to be vulnerable, and to put his faith in Jesus. 

 

Vulnerability is part of the human condition, but it’s not something that most of us want to own 

up to or admit. Vulnerability is often seen as weakness, an inability to solve one’s own problems, 

an inappropriate dependency on others when we should be able to depend on our very own 

capable selves. People who are openly and obviously vulnerable – the poor, the sick, the 

homeless, the oppressed - are sometimes labeled “losers”, especially by those who cannot face 

the fact of their own vulnerability. Whatever you do, don’t let anyone see that side of you that is 

less than perfect, that needs healing or help or support. Sadly, and especially lately, it seems that 

the greatest amount of cruelty and malignant neglect is reserved for the most vulnerable in our 

society. 

 

There’s a push to be great, to be successful, to be powerful, to keep ourselves and our privilege 

safe: in our careers, our lives, our communities, our nation – the church is also not immune to 

any of that, by the way. Being great means not being vulnerable. Being successful means not 

being vulnerable. Being powerful means not being vulnerable. Being safe means not being 

vulnerable. At least, that’s how we seem to see it these days. We try so hard not to let others see 



the chink in our armor, the crack in our façade. What was it Leonard Cohen said? There’s a 

crack in everything. That’s how the light gets in.1 

 

But to follow Jesus Christ as Lord and Savior is to acknowledge those chinks and those cracks 

and those areas of vulnerability in ourselves, knowing that it’s our faith in Jesus, the “light” of 

his love, that ultimately will save us. And that helps us see and acknowledge the vulnerability of 

others, so that we may serve those others in his name. Jairus knew this. The woman in the crowd 

knew this. None of this would mean anything if we didn’t worship a God and follow a Savior 

whose own vulnerability was laid open for the world to see, on a cross on a hill outside of 

Jerusalem.  

 

                                                           
1 “Anthem”, Leonard Cohen 


