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Recently, on our family trip to Historic 
Philadelphia, we learned the story of 
a Philadelphia woman named Caroline 
LeCount. Caroline was born around 
1846 to James and Sarah LeCount. 
James was a cabinet maker and 
woodworker who was also contracted 
to make coffins when needed. Like 
most African-American families with 
means, the LeCount children all finished 
school at the Institute for Colored 
Youth. And like most African-American 
families with means during the mid-
nineteenth century, they were involved 
in the underground railroad, the intricate 
network of hideouts and passageways 
for slaves to find freedom.

Now, this story, is not about the time 
Caroline’s cousin was at her house 
and during a hide-n-seek game 
found live people hiding out in 
coffins in the LeCount home. 
Can you imagine? Yikes. No, this 
story is about the time Caroline 
and her friend wanted to board a 
Philadelphia street car and were 
denied a ride because they were 
not white. But see, Caroline knew 
that recently a law had been passed 
granting the right to all people to 
ride the Philadelphia street cars. So, she 
marched herself to the nearest police 
officer and registered a complaint. He 
said he had no proof of such a law and 
could not help her. So, she went to the 
courthouse where she obtained a copy 
of the new law and presented it to the 
officer who then made sure Caroline 
could board the street car and he fined 
the driver for not following the new law! 

The law came into being following the 
courageous acts of many brave men and 
women of color who had stubbornly 
boarded streetcars for months even 

years - only to be forcibly removed 
and sometimes manhandled by the 
conductors. But their acts of defiance 
brought change and equality, eventually, 
to Philadelphia. How did Caroline, a 
school teacher, have such confidence and 
knowledge in the law? Because she was 
engaged to Octavius Catto, the man who 
had written the bill that said all people 
should be able to ride the street cars 
no matter the color of their skin. That 
was 1867. Caroline’s act of courage and 
faith reached far into this civil war-torn 
nation and sent ripples across its fruited 
plain and purple mountains majesty. But 
would those ripples even reach down into 
its fields of cotton? (https://exhibits.library.
villanova.edu/institute-colored-youth/graduates/
caroline-lecount-bio)

Today’s passage from Mark 5 begins 
again with crossing over to the other side 
of the lake. So, we pause to take Sarah 
Shelton’s advice from last week, to place 
a hand on the nearest life jacket and 
to lay eyes on Jesus. Is he in the boat 
with us? Then okay. Let us proceed. On 
the other side of the lake, we encounter 
news of a dying girl and another woman 
whose name we do not know.

There was a woman with a flow of blood 
(Mark 5:25). She’s been bleeding for twelve 
years. Twelve years of not giving nor 
receiving a loving touch even when one’s 
suffering warranted it so badly. Twelve 
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years of “doctors’” attempts at a cure. And twelve 
years’ worth of medical expenses that had drained 
her life savings down to absolutely nothing. We don’t 
even know her name. Twelve years. The life-span of 
Jairus’ daughter. The synagogue leader’s daughter lay 
dying, so he ran to meet Jesus desperate for him to 
come heal her. And of course, he would. 

But there was a woman with 
a flow of blood. Her disease 
labeled her as unclean. The 
hemorrhaging woman is not 
permitted to be in a crowd 
of people. She is not to be 
within reach of others. She 
is not to lay or sit anywhere 
that anyone else might touch 
where she has been. Twelve years of alienation.

Her body has mutinied against her with its constant 
bleeding. She must negotiate her own body carefully 
with utmost propriety simply to be around anyone 
else. The same way non-white people today must 
negotiate their boundaries more carefully than 
others so their hoodie isn’t mistaken for gang attire 
and their reach across the car for identification not 
mistaken for reaching for a weapon. They are bound 
by other rules because of the color of their skin. In 
the same way, she is bound by purity laws because 
of her disease.

And then one rebellious reach changes everything. 

She has heard about Jesus. “If I just touch his clothes, 
I will be healed” she thought. The crowd was pressing 
in around him on all sides. Just one finger on the hem 
will be enough. She steals up behind Jesus straining to 
reach him… And immediately, her bleeding stopped. 
She felt in her body that she was freed from her years 
of suffering. (Unfolding Light, Steve Garnaas-Holmes)

Jesus, too, felt something. His journey, his mission 
is interrupted. To the annoyance of his disciples, he 
asks, “Who touched me?” 

“Who? Who didn’t touch you is the easier question!” 
they as much said. Then, the woman. The woman 
without a name. The one who stole a touch falls at 
his feet in fear, spilling the whole truth. 

Her improper, unworthy larceny he honors, generously, 
wrote one poet. When she reached for Jesus, she 
claimed her resilience and her humanity. She claimed 

hope for herself. Did she 
steal the power that healed 
her? You can’t steal what 
God is prepared to give for 
free! I am reminded of the 
words in Come Thou Fount: 
O to Grace how great a 
debtor… I am.

For you know the grace of our Lord Jesus Christ, Paul 
wrote, that though he was rich, yet for your sake he 
became poor, so that you through his poverty might 
become rich. (2 Corinthians 8:9) Healed and whole. 
Perhaps as dignifying as being cured, he names her 
Daughter. It has a sweet ring to it knowing that Jesus 
himself has faced division in his own family. He claims 
her, cares for her as his daughter. 

Now, it is about this time that Jairus’ probably turns 
back to find what it is holding Jesus in place. The 
Synagogue leader’s daughter is dangling between 
life and death… But there is no rule of custom or 
societal law Jesus won’t break to heal the woman. 
Jesus extends grace while the privileged waits.

She is lifted up, healed and whole in the presence 
of this religious elite. That’s the irony in this miracle 
story. The unclean woman interrupts a person who 
represents her exclusion. This synagogue leader 
who embodies the law stands aside for a moment 
while the Teacher, Jesus, restores her compromised 
body to a full life. The creative forces of justice place 
her transformation on display, disrupting power 
structures and defying logic of the day.

Earlier when I told you the story of Caroline LeCount, 
didn’t she remind us of someone? Someone else who 
had a resilient and rebellious reach? 

In 1943, James Blake, a white bus driver in Montgomery, 
ejected Rosa Parks from a bus after she refused to 
reenter through the rear. Rather than comply with the 
logic of that day, she defiantly waited in the rain for 
the next bus to arrive. Twelve years later… Twelve 
years… Parks boarded another Montgomery bus and 
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encountered the same driver who told her to relocate 
herself to the back of the bus to accommodate a 
white passenger. Her body bound by other rules. She 
refused and was arrested. It was her fundamental act 
of resistance that day that ignited the Montgomery 
Bus Boycott. (Christian Century, Reflections on the Lectionary 
June 6, 2018; Willie Dwayne Francois III.)

Twelve years of suffering. Twelve years of boarding 
bus after bus hoping for a different result. Rosa Parks’ 
fight had only begun after those twelve years. She 
was hemorrhaging for equality and justice.

Poor minority communities are hemorrhaging from 
poverty of support, of spirit, of hunger, of economy 
that begets violence and the selling of bodies and 
drugs. 

Our hearts bleed for sick children; impoverished 
relationships; minds that race with anxiety; bills that 
pile up; futures that are unsure; 
spirits that are restless.

Our hearts bleed for those 
who are estranged from God, 
alienated from the church, 
their dis-ease of religion 
and their clash with what’s 
conventionally accepted.

Jon Singletary and his wife 
Wendi were among those 
who made a pilgrimage to 
Brownsville, TX last week. 
These seminary classmates of mine said their hearts 
were bleeding for fellow Texans near the border and 
for migrant children who had been separated from 
their parents when seeking asylum in this country. 
Some have arrived at our border who are illegally 
trafficked by monsters who seek economic gain. 
Either way, a parent’s heart bleeds for their flesh and 
blood to be returned to their arms. What used to 
be the Brownsville WalMart is now an orphanage at 
best – currently serving as the largest facility housing 
migrant children.

Jon is the Dean of the School of Social Work at Baylor 
University. Wendi, a school teacher. They reflected on 
the experience, “We wanted to sit on the floor and 
hold babies, toddlers and preschoolers in our laps 
and wait with them until their mamas could come. We 
wanted to hear their names and listen to the stories 
of every child inside that facility. 

But we knew we could not get inside the building. 
Instead, we had to stand vigil with [faith leaders 
and others] committed to praying, to speaking the 
injustice aloud and to declaring that our allegiance is 
to God… We prayed prayers of welcome. We prayed 
prayers of confession. We prayed prayers of sorrow. 
We prayed prayers of hope. We prayed, “Christ, have 
mercy. God, have mercy!” 

That night, at the end of the prayer vigil, a pastor 
asked us to raise our hands toward children.” 
(BaptistNewsGlobal.com Prayer for Migrant Children. Prayers for 
Ourselves. June 27, 2018)

They were reaching, hoping to find the power of 
Jesus at the end of their fingertips. Power that would 
restore families to wholeness and fairness to policy. 

Not long ago, it was one of you who sat in a Sunday 
school class with a restless 
spirit. The body was present, 
but the heart was wandering 
outside the church walls. So, 
this person attended an Open 
Table conversation and shared 
the restlessness. He visited with 
his SS teacher and expressed 
his deep appreciation, but 
admitted an ache for something 
else. He was asking permission 
to pursue an idea. What if… he 
continued to worship here each 
week, but spent his SS hour 

not in class as he had done for decades, but instead 
took his boat to the other side? What if he looked 
for others who weren’t in church at all and gathered 
with them outside traditional church spaces? It was 
a reach. You know that thing that college students 
do when they spend a couple of years learning a 
field of study and then they go off to practice what 
they’ve learned? It’s known as a co-op. That’s what 
he wanted to do. He wanted to have a co-op that let 
him put all his years of faith-ing and scripture study 
out there where it could be observed and shared with 
folks who hadn’t found a home in the church… ever… 
or as of late.

He reached. In reaching, he discovered others who 
were seeking and in need of the non-traditional 
fellowship of the Church. In reaching he found 
healing for his own hemorrhage. In reaching, he felt 
the freeing power of Jesus fill his body so that he 
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could nurture an idea that now, most surely, feels like 
a call.

Reaching happens after years of seeking or just 
months of being unsettled. The woman in the Gospel 
reached and found ultimate healing. I believe it took 
her own desperation that she had tried everything 
else available to her and then, only then, she reached 
for Jesus. And in this case Jesus’ power to transform 
was available to her. But Rosa Parks’ rebellious reach 
launched a 381 day campaign of collective resistance 
and landed her in jail. Still, wasn’t the power of Jesus 
in all of that? Change wasn’t immediate, but it was 
imminent because Rosa reached and found the power 
of the One who will do anything to set us free, even if 
it means climbing into a boat bound for stormy seas – 
or a jail cell – or standing vigil with us at a barricade. 

I know too well that there are many medical conditions 
and moral issues and policy decisions that seem 
insurmountable. But there is no rule, no boundary, no 
hard-line that Jesus won’t cross to set us free from 
that which binds us.

My question for us today is this: Are we reaching? 
And if we are rebellious or resilient enough to do so, 
Do we expect to find Jesus’ power at the end of our 
fingertips?

I like to think that it was this woman’s last ounce of 
self-worth and strength that propelled her arm out 
toward Jesus believing that she was worthy of being 
healed. My heart bleeds for those of us who don’t 
reach because we don’t believe we deserve to be set 
free from our hemorrhage.

The Gospel will argue with that logic 12 x 12 years. 
A poor woman and a preteen girl are testifying to 
that in today’s text. And then Paul testifies (“Burton 
Revised Standard” says it this way), “For you know the 
Grace of our Lord Jesus Christ…finish the work, so 
that your eager willingness to do it may be matched 
by your completion of it according to your means. For 
if the willingness is there, [reach! What you bring] is 
[more than] acceptable [to Jesus] according to what 
one has, not according to what one does not have.”

Check the lie that you are unworthy

Your inadequate plea opens his heart (Unfolding Light, 
Steve Garnaas-Holmes)

Your rebellious reach releases his mercy. Thanks be 
to God.
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