
Jairus by Dave Weiss 
A Reader's theater script based on. Mark 5: 5:21-43 told from the perspective of 
Jairus, the Synagogue leader and father of a dying child. A monologue for one 
male "performer."  

	 I wasn't sure what to do. I knew what the Pharisees said about Him, but I also 
knew He was healing people and my daughter was dying. I knew I had to try. I had to 
get to Jesus


	 When I got there, there was such a crowd. They were crushing in around Him so 
tight, that if I had been there for any other reason, I would have given up. I struggled 
and fought my way through the crowd. It felt so undignified for a man in my position. 
I'm a leader in the synagogue but at this point there was only one thing I could think of
—my daughter. 


	 Finally I got to him and I said. “My little daughter is dying. Please come and put 
your hands on her so that she will be healed and live.” He had such compassion in his 
eyes when he looked at me, and despite the fact that everyone wanted something from 
Him, He came with me. 


	 We were making our way through the crowd, trying to get to the house before it 
was too late, when all of the sudden he stopped. in the midst of that huge crowd, He 
just stopped and said, “Who touched my clothes?” What? Who touched my clothes 
There were people all around him. They were crowding in on all sides, and He 
wondered who touched Him. For a moment I thought he lost his mind, and then I saw 
her. She was falling to her knees, crying and trembling with fear. She told him what had 
happened, how she had been sick for 12 years. How she spent all she had with 
doctors and no one could help. Somehow she knew if she touched his clothes she 
would be healed, and in that moment I understood. Many people touched him that day, 
but only one touched him by faith and she was healed—healed of a twelve year ailment 
with a touch. It was then I knew I had come to the right man. He told her “Daughter, 
your faith has healed you. Go in peace and be freed from your suffering.” Her condition 
had made her untouchable, but Jesus called her daughter. 


	 I was glad to see she got her healing, but the word daughter hit me like 
lightning. We had to get home. My daughter was running out of time. We were going 
faster now and that's when I spotted them—people from my home coming for me, and 
they did not look happy. My heart sunk. I knew it was bad news. When they reached 
me one of them said, “Your daughter is dead. Why bother the teacher anymore?” In 
that moment all the air rushed from my lungs. It was over. I was too late. I had failed my 
little girl, but then something strange happened. 


	 Jesus clearly heard what they said, but he looked at me and said, “Don’t be 
afraid; just believe.” He left most of his disciples to deal with the crowd. He took three 
with Him but he kept going. He kept moving toward my house. In that moment I had a 
choice. I could give up or I could trust this man Jesus. I didn't understand what was 



happening, but I just kept going. One foot in front of another, not knowing what I would 
find, but somehow believing all hope was not lost. 


	 We got to the house. The mourners were there, wailing away. Everything in me 
told me it was too late, but Jesus looked at the mourners and said, “Why all this 
commotion and wailing? The child is not dead but asleep.” They laughed at him. 

Somehow I still followed. I reached for my wife, she was as confused as I was, but she 
took me by the hand and we followed the rabbi into my daughters room. 


	 There she was, lying on the bed. She was 12 years old, but she looked so small, 
so pale, so cold. She really was dead. It's a sight you don't forget. Jesus took her by 
the hand, at first I thought He was just joining us in our grief, but then He spoke. 

Two aramaic words, "Talitha Koum." In your language it means, "Little girl I say to you, 
get up!" Had I had time to react, I probably would have thought what an unusual thing 
to say, but I didn't have time to react, because when He spoke, that is exactly what 
happened. She stood up. She STOOD UP. I don't know what the Pharisees have 
against Him, but she stood up. You should have seen the look on the people's faces

when she walked out of the room. Jesus told us to get her something to eat, and to not 
tell anyone,  

	 How am I going to do that?
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