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We have been chiefly focused on the initial events of Peter’s discipleship career. 

 

The moment when Peter met Jesus. 

The moment when Jesus called Peter. 

The moment Peter fell face down in the dirt, terrified at the thought of his own sinful flesh being melted in the 

presence of the divine Holy God… 

 

And the moment when Jesus helped him up and called him again. 

 

We’re going to fast forward to the next event where Peter is specifically mentioned in Scripture. Not that 

there aren’t other events or that they aren’t important in Peter’s discipleship journey. They are. Peter just isn’t 

mentioned in them. 

 

In fact, it might be valuable to briefly list the events that we are skipping over. 

 

Jesus healed a man with the incurable diseases of leprosy. 

Jesus healed a man who had never walked before in his life. 

Jesus called other disciples like Matthew, the hated Roman tax collector. 

Jesus delivered the very famous sermon on the mount. 

Jesus healed a centurion’s servant without even coming into the presence of the sick servant. 

Jesus calmed a terrible storm. 

 

Peter witnessed all these events – and more. Each one of them affected his discipleship journey. One of those 

effects? I bet Peter began to believe that Jesus could help with any problem. At least… 

 

Any problem that could be helped… 

 

I. Tragedy 
 

Jairus, the synagogue ruler came…and fell at Jesus’ feet and repeatedly pleaded with him, “My little 

daughter is near death. Please come and place your hands on her so that she may be healed and live.” 

(v.22-23) 

 

Peter smiled. 

 

He’d seen this before. 

A poor soul comes in with a problem. 

Pleading, grasping for some reason to hope. 

 

Jesus will give you hope. More than you can imagine. Peter whispered. 

 

Jairus’s daughter was near death. Undoubtedly, he had tried everything he could think of to heal her. 

 

Medicine hadn’t worked. 

Doctors hadn’t worked. 

Aromatherapy hadn’t worked. 

 

Nothing worked and his daughter was dying. 

 

He had to go to Jesus. 

It was his last hope. 

 

Jesus went with him, and a large crowd was following him, pressing tightly against him. (v.24) 



 

Obviously, the crowd were up for seeing the miracle too. 

They were confident Jesus could do something. 

And the excitement seemed to lift Jairus’ spirits. 

 

As Peter looked at him, it appeared as though Jairus walked with a spring in his step. 

 

There was hope. 

Jesus was coming. 

Everything was going to be ok. 

 

Until that servant came. 

That servant. 

 

Running towards them. 

Tears in his eyes. 

 

“Your daughter is dead.” (v.35) 

We were too late. 

She is no more. 

 

Jairus sunk to the ground on his knees. 

The crowd went silent. 

 

Peter lowered his head in solidarity. 

He couldn’t blame the man 

Jesus usually offered help. 

 

But the child was dead. 

There was no helping death. 

No hope. 

But when Jesus heard this report, he told the synagogue ruler, “Don’t be afraid. Only believe.” 

 

Jesus then turned to the crowd and asked them to leave. 

Peter and the other disciples helped with the dismissal. 

“Give the man some privacy. His daughter died. We’ll resume tomorrow.” 

 

Just as Peter was about to leave too, Jesus grabbed him by the shoulder. “Come with.” 

 

As they made their way to the home, they were greeted by a different kind of crowd. 

 

Family, neighbors, and friends. 

All crying, wailing, and weeping. 

 

Even some professional wailers were there. These people were so good at expressing sadness that they would 

appear at any funeral in town just to help with the overall expression of sadness. 

 

Peter recognized one of them from a friend’s funeral a while back. He waved. But Jesus was less cordial, 

“Why are you making a commotion and weeping? The child is not dead but sleeping.” (v.39) 

 

The wailing quickly turned to laughter. 

“What are you talking about?” 

“Looks like someone failed coroner school.” 

“Tell me doctor -- Do sleeping people usually hold their breath for hours on end?” 

 

Jesus cleared the home until it was simply himself, three disciples, Jairus and his wife. 



 

They entered the girl’s room. 

And Jairus let out an audible gasp. 

 

There on the bed, for the first time, he saw his daughter’s lifeless, pale, dead body. 

He wept. 

 

He’d never see her smile again. 

He’d never tuck her in again. 

He’d never hug her again. 

 

A tear welled up in Peter’s eye. What a tragedy! 

 

But Jesus approached the bedside. 

He got down on his knee. 

He grabbed her hand 

 

Was he checking for a pulse? 

 

Jesus looked into her closed eyelids and spoke, “Talitha, koum”! (v.41) 

 

Instantly, her eyelids opened. 

She sat up. 

She smiled, “Daddy! Mommy!” 

 

She ran over and gave them a hug. 

 

Jairus was sobbing with joy, but still able to mutter the following, 

 

Jesus… 

Thank you. 

 

II. Hope 
 

This story is remarkable. Death takes a young child’s life and Jesus gives it back. 

But more than that, he gives Jairus back his hope. 

 

To illustrate this, I made up a chart. I think it’s because I’ve been looking at a lot of charts lately. 

 

The covid infection rates in Raleigh. 

The covid infections rates in Wake County. 

The covid infection rates in America 

 

The level of snowfall in North Raleigh. 

The numbers of medals the U.S. has at the Winter Olympics. 

The chances of Tom Brady winning another Super Bowl… 

 

Here is a chart showing Jairus’ hope at different parts of the story. 

His daughter is sick enough to die and his hope goes down. 

He hears about Jesus and his hope goes slightly up. 

He talks to Jesus and his hope goes up even more. 

He finds out that his daughter is dead and his hope bottoms out. 

He hears Jesus say, “Just believe,” and a glimmer of hope causes him to follow Jesus. 

Jesus raises his daughter and his hope skyrockets! It’s never been higher. 

 

But perhaps. It never should have been low. 



 

But I want to show you another chart. 

This is a chart of Jesus’ hope throughout the event. 

 

When he heard about Jairus’ daughter, he was 100% certain he would raise her. 

When the servants told them that she was dead, he was 100% certain he would raise her. 

When they got the house and the mourners were crying loudly, he was 100% certain he would raise her. 

When he saw the girl’s lifeless body and Jairus’ certainty hit an all-time low, Jesus was still 100% certain he 

would raise her. 

 

TRUTH: Even in tragedy, Jesus provides HOPE. 
 
When pandemic numbers are rising, Jesus provides hope. 

When a friend has COVID, Jesus provides hope. 

When your family is in the hospital, Jesus provides hope. 

 

When the economy tanks, Jesus provides hope. 

When you lose your job, Jesus provides hope. 

When you can’t pay your bills, Jesus provides hope. 

 

When your relationship sours, Jesus provides hope. 

When you’re perpetually single, Jesus provides hope. 

When you’re facing divorce, Jesus provides hope. 

 

When you can’t have kids, Jesus provides hope. 

When you’re losing control of your kids, Jesus provides hope. 

When you haven’t spoken to your kids in years, Jesus provides hope. 

 

When you’re in the middle of tragedy… 

No matter the tragedy. 

There’s hope. 

 

Because there’s Jesus. 

“Talitha, koum”! (v.41) 

 

Isn’t that a neat sounding phrase? It’s Hebrew for “Little girl I say to you, get up.” It sounds almost like 

some kind of magic words. 

 

Abracadabra! 

Bibbidi Bobbidi Boo! 

Expelliarmus! 

 

But is it just some kind of ancient magical phrase? 

 

I wanted to test that the other day. So I brought out a dead bug from the PreK science center. 

(That’s where I learn most of my science anyways). I figured if I want to be like Jesus all I had to do was 

utter the same words. I’d just start with things much simpler than a dead human being. 

 

Like a dead potato bug. 

 

But you know it didn’t work. 

That bug is still upside down. 

 

The words themselves are not magical because of the sounds they utter. 

The words are miraculous because of the one who spoke them. 

 

TRUTH: Jesus has power to REVERSE tragedy. 



 
He can heal that sickness. 

He can soothe that broken heart. 

He can connect you with a job. 

 

But if that’s true, why doesn’t he always do that? 

Maybe he hasn’t in your life. 

Maybe he hasn’t reversed your tragedy… 

 

I have a friend who recently lost his legs. 

 

He can no longer run with his kids. 

He can’t stand to hug his wife. 

He won’t be able to walk his daughters down the aisle. 

 

Seems like the definition of tragedy to me. 

 

But not to him. 

 

According to their Facebook account, this has been a blessing. 

 

They have been overwhelmed by the support. 

They have been uplifted by the promises of the Gospel. 

They have been able to point unbelievers -- tragically on the road to hell -- to their Savior. 

Wow. 

 

Sometimes God works through earthly tragedy… 

In order to reverse the real eternal tragedy. 

 

That might have happened with Jairus. 

 

As synagogue ruler, he would have been friends with the Pharisees, a group that wanted nothing to do with 

their Savior Jesus. 

 

Jairus was the local synagogue ruler. That meant he worked closely with the Pharisees and Sadducees. 

A group of religious leaders that often used the synagogue. 

A group of religious that ensured Jairus had a job. 

A group of religious leaders that hated Jesus. 

 

Maybe that’s why it took Jairus so long to ask Jesus for help. 

He didn’t want those pharisees to get mad at him. 

 

But then tragedy! And all his hope was in Jesus. 

And with his hope in Jesus, Jairus avoids the eternal tragedy of hell. 

 

If you think that’s unfair, understand: Jesus doesn’t just put others through earthly tragedy… 

 

He goes through it himself. 

 

He went through tragedy of crucifixion to reverse finality of death into life. 

He suffered tragedy on the cross to reverse the inescapable guilt of your sin into forgiveness. 

He put his family and friends through tragedy of a lost loved one to reverse the tragedy of losing all their 

loved ones forever in hell. 

 

Jesus loves you. 

Jesus is more powerful than any tragedy you’re going through. 

And he already rescued you from eternal tragedy. 

 



III. What Now? 
 
(1) Plead Earnestly 

 
That’s the phrase the Scripture uses to describe Jairus when he asks for help. 

He doesn’t ask. 

He doesn’t suggest. 

He doesn’t send a quick text. 

He pleads earnestly. 

 

Would that phrase describe your prayer life? 

When you are going through something difficult do you get down on your knees? 

Do you plead? 

Do you beg? 

 

Or simply ask. 

Say a prayer. 

Or just tell people that “you’re praying,” when the reality is you aren’t. 

 

I am pleading earnestly with you. 

Plead earnestly of your Savior in prayer. 

 

He’s listening. 

He hears you. 

He cares about you. 

And he will answer you. 

 

(2) Do not be Afraid! 

 

This is a phrase that Peter has now heard Jesus utter more than handful of times. 

 

Don’t be afraid. 

 

But just like Talitha Koum… 

It’s a phrase that is only as valuable as the one uttering it. 

 

And the one uttering it is your Savior. 

The one uttering it is your Lord. 

The one uttering it reverses tragedies. 

The one uttering it will not leave you. 

 

This isn’t the first time that I preached on this text. But it is the first time that I have preached on this 

text since having a daughter. 

 

As I meditated on it this week, I couldn’t help but remember… 

 

About our fourth day of being with Daniela, she fell out of the bed that the hotel had provided. 

She ended up with a concussion waking up throughout the night, vomiting, and in need of emergency 

medical attention. 

 

We ran down to the hotel lobby, overwhelmed with emotion and trying to communicate in a second 

language. 

 

We hailed a taxi at 2am in the morning explaining as best we could our medical needs. 

 

We entered into the hospital. That only had about 2 workers there and the lights to entire upstairs flower 



completely shut off. 

 

We were rushed into a second hospital, they took Julianna who was better at Spanish aside to sign 

paperwork and sent me into the emergency room with lots of doctors talking rapidly in a language that my 

emotional state wasn’t able to understand all while holding the very pale, very sick, very limp body of my 

new daughter. 

 

I was terrified. 

 

But then…something. 

A memory. 

God’s Word. 

 

Don’t be afraid. I am with you. 

 

And he was. 

And he is. 

And he is with you. 

 

Amen. 


