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Dear Sisters and Brothers in Christ,  

 

Do you love your flesh and blood? Are you comfy in your skin? Do you like 

your body? This body that makes you you. This body that is your soul’s 

permanent address? When you look in the mirror, do you see God’s 

image? When you go about your day, do you feel like your body is sacred?  

 

Barbara Brown Taylor, Episcopal priest and author writes about the 

spiritual practice of wearing skin. I love how she puts it: the spiritual 

practice of wearing skin and she talks about how difficult a spiritual practice 

this can be for us and how easy it is for God to love us – soul and body. 

She writes, “God loves flesh and blood, no matter what kind of shape it is 

in. Whether you are sick or well, lovely or irregular, it is vitally important for 

us to embrace the spiritual “practice of wearing skin.”  

 

For many of us this practice of wearing skin is a real challenge. Some of us 

are utterly disconnected from our bodies or just take our body for granted. 

Others among us may even have a practice of loathing their bodies more 

than celebrating wearing skin. Here are some examples of loathing one’s 

body that came to my mind.  
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I’m thinking of the teenaged girl who was painfully pre-occupied with 

perfecting her body. Frustrating to her parents and family, she became 

thinner and thinner until she almost disappeared as she continued her self-

loathing.  

I am thinking of a young man who struggled with being seen as unmanly 

and effeminate. He confessed with tears in his eyes, “I learned to hate my 

body. It took years to learn to love myself and to come out as queer.”  

I am thinking of a man in his fifties, a hard worker and proud provider, who 

had to retire after a tragic construction accident. His back shattered, 

operated on, screwed together, rehabbed, and recovered from pain 

medicine, he felt broken beyond repair. “My body is useless. I can’t do 

much anymore. Why am I still around?”  

I am thinking of a woman in her thirties who suffered from several 

autoimmune diseases and who found it hard to love this body of hers that 

had decided to attack itself. “Why isn’t my body doing what it’s supposed to 

do?”  

I am thinking of a person in their eighties, who told me, “I just want one 

week off. I’d like a vacation from the pain.”  

I am thinking of a young man, always on alert when he drives his car. He 

always stops on red, always yields, always stays within the speed limit. And 

if stopped by the police, he would never touch the glove compartment. The 

skin he lives in is black. 

I am thinking of a person who asked their spouse to look at their scar after 

surgery. “I feel all busted up and crippled. Stitches and staples, limited and 

homebound. This will take time!”   
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I am thinking of all of us at what hopefully is the tail end of the COVID-19 

pandemic. We certainly did get an education in being human and 

vulnerable and wearing our skin.  

 

“God loves flesh and blood, no matter what kind of shape it is in” (Brown 

Taylor) and no matter what color it is.  

 

Wearing skin means bumping into each other occasionally. It means 

noticing when our stomachs are growling at the same time, flinching when 

we see another get hurt, tearing up when we see another body suffer, 

getting goose bumps when someone shares a touching story, and having 

our mouth water when the person next to us takes a bite from their apple 

pie.  

The practice of wearing skin and being in our flesh and blood is the practice 

of becoming human together and being a part of the crowd that is 

humankind.  

 

So, let’s bring our bodies along as we join the crowd that gathered around 

Jesus. Let’s join the crowd. The crowd is an actor in the story, just like 

Jesus, Jairus, the woman, the girl. The crowd is one body: one communal 

body that consists of individual bodies in varying degrees of dis-ease. We 

can follow right along and join it with all our aches and pains. And the 

healthy ones among us can help others come along, hold their cane, carry 

their stuff, cheer them on, encourage their bodies. We can practice wearing 

our skin when we care for those who lag behind and shelter those who are 

more vulnerable than we are.  
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Come along with the crowd that has set out to gather around and crowd the 

doctor, the healer, the comforter.  

 

Picture the scene: here is Jairus, the big wig from the synagogue, whose 

little one is deadly ill at home. He falls down in despair and urgency. Like 

any parent with a sick child, he begs Jesus repeatedly to heal his little girl, 

the apple of his eye, the child that means the world to him.  

 

It’s clear to all of us, who are in the crowd that while many among us are 

sick and suffer from varying degrees of dis-ease, this is the 911 call. If 

Jesus knows how to triage, Jairus, the big wig from the synagogue and his 

little girl ought to be first. And so, the crowd helps by pressing in on him, 

and pushing Jesus along. “Get to it. Help the girl and don’t forget - we are 

all waiting, too.”  

 

And then there is the woman. While Jairus has a name, a title (leader in the 

synagogue), a family, a house, she, the unnamed one, has none of these 

things.  

Instead, she has a long medical history and in 12 years of hemorrhaging 

she has seen a number of healthcare providers, doctors, specialists, and 

charlatans. Her illness has made her unclean, poor, alone, and desperate. 

The rule is: don’t touch anyone and she lives by it. She has been told, stop 

drawing attention to yourself and she doesn’t. Quit bugging people and so 

she decided to approach Jesus secretly. 

 

She is as desperate as Jairus and she, the unclean one, has found shelter 

in the crowd. She has become one with the communal body. She has 
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decided that she will touch. Not skin to skin. “But”, so she thinks, “if I can 

just touch the healer’s sleeves, if I just touch his clothes, if I just feel the 

seam of his garment, I will be made well and no one needs to know about 

it.”  

 

And just as she does touch Jesus’ garment, the blood stops flowing and 

her energy is no longer drained. She feels it instantly. In the same instance, 

Jesus feels energy leaving his body. And in that same instance, too, life 

leaves Jairus’ daughter. Did you notice that the little girl is 12 years old? 

She has been alive as long as the woman has been sick! All three, Jairus’ 

little girl, the woman, and Jesus, are connected. This is important.  

 

As 21st century people we tend to think about one person at a time and we 

pray for them to be made well. But Jesus, our physician and healer has 

come to save everyone’s life. For our salvation he has come and he has 

made all of us well and whole.  

 

One person can’t be healed and stay well without the other. One person 

can’t remain a big wig while the other is a nobody. One person can’t remain 

excluded from the communal body, while the other is saved from death. 

Jesus’ grace saves everyone.  

 

And everyone in the story, including Jairus, the crowd and the people at 

Jairus’ house are taught to have faith. The healing that Jesus brings is not 

just a healing from illness but also a salvation from death, and it is not just 

for one or two but for the whole crowd.  
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But then, say some who have lost faith, “It’s too late. When you are 

responding to a 911 call, you can’t allow yourself to get distracted and 

derailed.” And, “Jairus, stop troubling the teacher. It’s no use anymore. Go 

home and mourn.”  

 

Why did Jesus not respond immediately? Why did he allow the 

hemorrhaging woman jump the cue? Why did Jesus call her daughter, 

when we all thought the only daughter in the story was Jairus’ daughter? 

 

The woman did not want to be seen, she just wanted to get healed. But 

Jesus knows that her healing is only complete when her relationship to the 

community is also restored. She must become a daughter again and a 

member of the communal body. She can’t remain unseen and less than. 

That’s why Jesus must make her an example of faith for the crowd to see. 

“Woman, your faith has healed you.”  This is the second part of the 

procedure. The second part of the treatment to heal the dis-ease. The 

instance Jesus affirms her faith, she – the excluded one – with fear and 

trembling fesses up to her secret intent to get healed. She is seen and re-

membered, made a member of the communal body again. And she 

becomes a leader in the crowd of believers as Jesus reminds Jairus of her 

example: “Fear not, only believe.” It is faith that will heal and restore life. 

Believe and stay close, stay in touch, allow yourself to be touched, practice 

staying in contact with God and practice wearing your own skin.” 

 

And just so that Jairus understands he shows him and takes his daughter’s 

hand. “Talitha Kum”, which will forever sound like a caress “little girl, get 

up”.  
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Now the fair balance in the communal body is restored. The woman 

became the daughter of Christ. Jairus became a common man. In the 

second part of the story, he loses his name. he becomes part of the crowd 

and he learns to be in his skin and to rub shoulders with the people. The 

crowd has served the healer by sheltering the entire event and becoming 

an active player in healing and restoring of life. And the little girl – as 

children do in the gospels – becomes a teacher of grace, her life is saved 

for no other purpose than to go around in the house and have something to 

eat.  

 

And we who came along learned something about the practice of wearing 

skin, the practice of incarnation.  

We learn to be a part of the crowd and care for those who are vulnerable. 

We learn that practicing incarnation means to touch skin, bathe the sick, 

kiss your child, make a meal, hang laundry and wash linens, apply lotion, 

help with physical therapy, do a chore for someone, buy groceries for 

another, and kiss a scar. The spiritual practice of wearing skin and being 

flesh and blood is mundane and it has its daily rituals.  

And then there are the many joys and blessings of wearing skin: the hot 

shower in the morning. The fragrance of lotion. The taste of oatmeal. The 

bubble bath at the end of the day. The relief of clean sheets at the end of a 

long day. The smell of lavender in the garden. Dirt under your nails after 

gardening. Hearing the voice of a caring person on the phone. Seeing 

things grow. Expressing ourselves in communal music and singing. And 

staying in touch, balancing abundance and need, sharing life and 

treasuring the life we have. And praising God who calls us to get up every 



 8 

day, just to go around the house and have something to eat, to be his 

beloved daughters and sons. Amen.  


