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I don’t remember which church meeting it was that brought me to Atlanta, or even 
how long ago it was. What I remember is that I wisely added a couple days to my trip and, 
after the meeting was over, I was able to be a bit of a tourist. One of the things I did was to 
drive out to Stone Mountain. Prior to this visit, all I knew about Stone Mountain was that 
Martin Luther King, Jr., referred to it in his famous “I Have a Dream” speech. 

Stone Mountain is a huge bulge of bare granite, thrusting up over 800 feet above the 
surrounding area. On the North Face of this granite dome is carved the world’s largest bas-
relief. It depicts three Confederate leaders: Jefferson Davis, Robert E. Lee, and Stonewall 
Jackson. The mountain sits within the boundaries of Stone Mountain State Park, one of 
Georgia’s prime tourist attractions.  

While I was there, I met a man, a resident of Atlanta, who was taking the day off to 
visit the park. I asked him how he felt, as an African American, about the honoring of these 
Confederate leaders. I was feeling uncomfortable. While it is an amazing work of art – both 
logistically and artistically – I did not like the honoring of these men who sought to dissolve 
the Union so that the institution of slavery could be maintained. Yes, their effort, their war 
is a part of our history, but their effort is not a part of our history that I think should be 
honored. 

I was surprised when this man said that he was not bothered by the relief. He said 
that I needed to remember that the war was about states’ rights, and so he saw the artwork 
as an honoring of the struggle to maintain states’ right. I am still struck by how the two of 
us could look at the same work of art and see such strikingly different pictures. I saw a 
picture of leaders who sought to maintain the institution of slavery and he saw a picture of 
leaders who sought to maintain the rights of the individual states.  

That’s what I want to talk about today: the power of pictures, and how seeing them 
in new ways, how creating different pictures can empower healing.  

There are two healing stories in today’s scripture. We are launched into the first 
story, which is then interrupted by the second. Only after the second story concludes do we 
return to the first story. These two healing stories, woven together as they are in Matthew’s 
gospel, are also told this way by Mark and Luke. In fact, Mark’s version is the most detailed 
of the three, with Luke streamlining Mark’s narrative a bit. For instance, Mark and Luke tell 
us that the synagogue leader has a name, Jarius. They also tell us that the woman who 
touched Jesus’ cloak tried to do so secretly and to blend into the crowd. Matthew’s 
stripped-down version of the narrative invites us to think creatively about these 
characters. 

Let’s start with the inner story, the story of the woman with the hemorrhage. I 
wonder how this woman would have painted a self-portrait. At our Bible study on Monday, 
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Helen brought her medical knowledge to us. She pointed out that if the woman was truly 
hemorrhaging, she would have bled to death long before 12 years were over. More likely, 
the woman had some sort of problem with her uterus or her reproductive system that 
caused her to no longer have a regular cycle and had some bleeding pretty much 
constantly. According to the Torah, this would have made her ritually unclean pretty much 
constantly. So I wonder, did she think of herself as someone outside of the community? Did 
she feel like she belonged or that she was an outcast? Would a self-portrait painted prior to 
her encounter with Jesus have shown her as small, separate, and unclean? I think perhaps it 
would have. 

Of course, in truth, she was none of these. She was strong, capable, and faithful. 
Despite what her society told her, she was a beloved child deserving of wholeness. And she 
was bold. Somewhere, somehow, at some point, she developed the – the only word I can 
think of that fully says what I mean is a Yiddish word – chutzpah to get through the crowd 
and touched Jesus’ cloak.  

After this encounter, I imagine she would have painted a very different picture of 
herself. She might have pointed to the moment when Jesus noticed her and said, “Take 
heart, daughter; your faith has made you well,” as the moment when her view of herself 
changed. But I think the change happened before Jesus noticed her and spoke to her. I think 
the change happened in her embracing her boldness, in her embracing her chutzpah. I 
think that it was because she somehow drew a different picture of herself that she was able 
to reach out on her own behalf and find the wholeness she was seeking. 

The outer healing story, the first healing story in the narrative, also revolves around 
seeing a different picture. We’re told that Jesus was speaking when a leader of the 
synagogue came up to him, interrupting him, to say that his daughter had just died. “But 
come and lay your hand on her, and she will live,” the synagogue leader pleaded.  

After the interruption by the woman who touched Jesus’ cloak, Jesus goes to the 
leader’s house. The scene is striking. A crowd has gathered, which isn’t too surprising given 
the fact that the father was a leader of the community. Matthew even includes a detail: 
there were flute players present. I have no idea what the significance of the flute players is, 
though their presence helps us sense that there was significant commotion.  

The picture the leader of the synagogue had was one that showed his daughter dead. 
Because he had that picture, so did the crowd that had gathered. They thought the truth 
was that she had died. When Jesus told the crowd to go away because the girl had not died 
but was in fact sleeping, they laughed at him. And, of course they laughed at him. The 
picture they held in their mind’s eye was one of death, not sleep. Jesus held a different 
picture, a picture of sleep. Though it was not until he took the girl by the hand and the girl 
got up that other people accepted Jesus’ different picture.  

There is a tool that is often used in therapy called “reframing.” Essentially, reframing 
is about looking at something – a way of thinking, an experience, an assumption – in a new 
way or from a different angle. As I’ve been talking about different pictures, this is 
essentially what I’ve been talking about. Society had told the woman who had the bleeding 
problem that she should see herself as unclean. By seeing herself in a new way, as someone 
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with agency and deserving of healing, she was able to do what she needed to do to achieve 
it. Jesus didn’t let the belief that the girl was dead dictate how he saw the situation. 

Now, reframing isn’t always positive. I’m not enough of an historian to know how 
the Civil War was successfully reframed as a war to support state’s rights. It wasn’t. While 
the “Confederate states did claim the right to secede, … no state claimed to be seceding for 
that right. In fact, Confederates opposed states’ rights – that is, the right of Northern states 
not to support slavery.”1 Yet somehow this reframing has worked quite successfully, much 
to the detriment of our country. 

On the other hand, reframing can be very life-giving. If you were here early enough 
today to hear the Prelude, you heard the anthem, “O Love,” by Elaine Hagenberg. I love her 
setting2 of the George Matheson lyrics. Her setting embraces the pathos of the lyrics and of 
what was happening in Matheson’s life when he wrote them. 

“My hymn,” Matheson later wrote, “was composed in the manse of Innellan on the 
evening of the 6th of June, 1882.… Something happened to me, which was known only to 
myself, and which caused me the most severe mental suffering. The hymn was the fruit of 
that suffering. It was the quickest bit of work I ever did in my life. I had the impression 
rather of having it dictated to me by some inward voice than of working it out myself.”3 

We don’t know the cause of his “severe mental suffering” (though some have 
speculated). What we do know is that he was not stuck in that suffering. He found healing 
from it, and, if I’m interpreting the lyrics correctly, that shift was a reframing. “O Love that 
will not let me go,/ I rest my weary soul in thee.” “O Joy that seeks me through the pain,/ I 
cannot close my heart to thee.” 

Reframing can be a very powerful tool. When I was seeking my first and second calls 
as an ordained minister in the late 1980s, I kept getting to the personal interview stage and 
then churches would turn me down. I soon started thinking that there must be something 
wrong with me. I thought that I must have a problem. And then, with the help of some 
friends, I was able to reframe the situation. I did not have a problem. The churches that 
would not call me had the problem. The problem was not that I was gay. The problem was 
that the churches were homophobic. It was in this reframing that I found some sanity 
during very trying times.  

Listen again to the words of Jesus that showed he had a different picture, a picture 
that embraced wholeness: “the girl is not dead, but sleeping.” This past year has been hard 
on us all. Some of you may even have felt like you’ve been slowly dying. I invite you to 
reframe that feeling. Instead of dying, perhaps you’ve been asleep. Perhaps you’ve been 
waiting to be awakened, brought back to life with vitality and vigor for the days ahead. 

 
1 James W. Loewen, “Five myths about why the south seceded,” The Washington Post, 
https://www.washingtonpost.com/outlook/five-myths-about-why-the-south-
seceded/2011/01/03/ABHr6jD_story.html (posted 26 February 2011; accessed 13 March 2021). 
2 You can hear this beautiful anthem at https://youtu.be/U2cqblTDR8w.  
3 Quoted in “History of Hymns: ‘O Love That Wilt Not Let Me Go’,” Discipleship Ministries UMC, 
https://www.umcdiscipleship.org/resources/history-of-hymns-o-love-that-wilt-not-let-me-go (posted 20 
June 2013; accessed 9 March 2021). 
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And so, this week, I invite you to play with creating a “different picture” from the 
brokenness. In fact, I invite you to start right now. I invite you to take your broken pieces of 
sea glass and move them around on a flat surface as a mosaic artist would try various 
configurations when making a work of art. Even when the raw materials of our lives that 
we have to work with feel broken, we can get a new perspective that can awaken a new 
vision for life within us.  

When you have found a placement of your pieces that brings a spark of delight or 
hope to you – whether that’s now during our worship service or later in the day – you are 
invited to take a photo of it. If you use a “wallpaper” on your phone, consider using your 
photo this week in this way so that it might be a reminder that we are capable of 
reworking, remaking, the pictures of what life can be. If you use social media, consider 
sharing your picture and inviting discussion about this idea of finding different pictures to 
help move us to greater wholeness. And if this technology is not part of your world, keep 
your mosaic creation on the table where you can see it frequently and use it as a focal point 
for prayer. 

Amen. 


