
Consecrated Crumbs 

Read Mark 7:24-30 

 I’ve been in an email conversation with a woman whose son died of a drug 

overdose a little over a year ago now.  The initial numbness has worn off and she 

is now in the full bloom of an overwhelming sorrow.  In a recent message, within 

the span of a little less than one page, she shared the current state of her 

struggles.  I found her account to be comprised of emotions at the highest 

density; so much was packed into so few words.  It took me thought and prayer to 

unravel it and answer her as kindly and sensitively as was possible for me. 

 These vignettes in the Bible from the life of Jesus are the same way.  If you 

spend a little thoughtful time carefully reflecting on what’s there you will find all 

sorts of meanings emerging into your awareness.  Within the six verses we just 

read from Mark 7 a whole plethora of things comes into view.  Let’s take a look. 

 Our text starts out, “From there he set out and went away to the region of 

Tyre.”  Jesus went there on purpose but the real purpose may not have been 

known to him when he set out.  Tyre was outsider country, Gentile country, 

unclean country.  Why in the world would an aspiring holy man of Israel risk 

contamination by willingly going there?  

 Just prior to these densely packed six verses, we looked at Jesus’ conflict 

with the Pharisees and scribes over the issue of hand washing before meals.  His 

opponents were all offended by Jesus and his disciples’ seemingly cavalier 

attitudes toward ritual washing.  “Why don’t your disciples obey the traditions of 

the elders?  Why do they eat with unwashed hands?”  Their criticism was filled 

with holier-than-thou sanctimony. Their disparagement was aimed at the ministry 

of Jesus.  

 Jesus rebuked their hypocrisy by quoting the prophet Isaiah, applying 

Isaiah’s accusation to them about lips that dripped with religion coupled with 

hearts that were far from God.  Jesus went on to teach the disciples and the rest 

of the people that it wasn’t what went into a person that made them unclean; it 



was what came out of their hearts that determined who was clean and who was 

unclean. 

 In spite of Jesus being right about all these issues, the constant attacks 

must have worn him down.  Is it any wonder that after all the relentless pressures 

brought to bear upon Jesus and his ministry that he sought to go somewhere 

where these scrupulous, uptight religious people would  never think to look for 

him.  No self respecting Jew would go to find rest and refuge in enemy country, in 

Tyre of all places.  So that’s just where he went.  He went there on purpose 

probably with the purpose of taking a break.  The text tells us that Jesus didn’t 

want anyone to know he was there.  The Jews didn’t find him but a Gentile 

woman of Syro-phoenician origin did. 

 Recently, a young man came to the office to troubleshoot a technical 

problem we were having with our equipment.  Karen greeted him with an 

outstretched hand as though to shake upon meeting and he said, “Sorry; I can’t 

do that for religious reasons.”  You have to be careful who you touch these days.  I 

guess we all have ways of drawing lines around ourselves to protect us from 

people we deem unclean.  We call them standards but really they are judgments 

against those whom we fear or those whom we view as inferior to ourselves in 

some way.  All of our “isms” fall into this category: classism, sexism, racism, 

ageism, criticism, and a host of others.  None of this is new.  

 In Jesus’ day, it was prevalent to draw lines between clean and unclean, all 

in God’s name.  Our text this morning is set amidst the many dividing lines in 

place between the people of Israel and the rest of the world.  Israel was closely 

schooled in guarding their uniqueness as God’s chosen people. So here we have 

this good Jewish man, far away from home, coming face to face with, not just a 

Gentile, but with a Gentile woman (strikes one and two) with a need she asks 

Jesus to meet. Many lines were already being crossed when she brought her 

urgent petition to Jesus. 

 This encounter was not totally unique for Jesus.  John tells us of Jesus 

meeting a Samaritan woman at a well on a hot and thirsty midday.  That time 

Jesus had a need for something to drink.  She was incredulous that a Jewish man 



was even speaking, the two of them there alone, to a Samaritan woman (another 

person with two strikes).  Jews had no dealings with Samaritans; men didn’t speak 

in public with women.  It just wasn’t done.  Did you ever notice we are never told 

whether or not Jesus ever did get his drink?  What is obvious though is that Jesus 

was totally in charge of the event.  Jesus brought her to the brink of saving faith 

by skillfully drawing her hidden life into the light of day in a way that brought her 

hope instead of guilt, shame, and condemnation that she was all too used to. 

 Bible scholar N. T. Wright points out that in all the gospels, this encounter 

with the Syro-phoenician woman is the only time Jesus ever lost an argument!  I 

never thought of that before but it is remarkable.  Wright also characterizes the 

interchange between Jesus and the woman as almost like playful banter but I 

must respectfully disagree.  There is nothing playful in the mind of the mother of 

a demon possessed daughter.  No, she is there pleading with utter desperation.  

She is dead set upon moving the heart of this fast becoming famous Jewish 

wonder worker. 

 The problem was that Jesus did not see himself as a Jewish wonder worker 

who was walking the earth to bless and heal the whole world.  Reaching the 

whole world would become the scope of his mission after the resurrection when 

he gave the disciples what we now know as the great commission to go into all 

the world and preach the Gospel.  

 Some scholars believe that Jesus resisted helping the Gentile woman 

because the time had not yet come to reach out to the Gentiles and that he was 

intentionally trying to keep his focus upon bringing the Jews to recognize that he 

was their long promised Messiah who was the living fulfillment of the promises of 

God to Israel. 

Even so, people have wondered why Jesus would call this woman a dog.  It 

seemed so out of character for him to treat anyone but self-important religious 

hypocrites this way.  Couldn’t he see how hurting she was?  Is this any way for 

one who is infinitely kind and gracious to speak to one so wounded?  I rarely 

remember sermons that I preach very long, but I do remember preaching on this 

very text a few years ago.  And the part I remember is the discovery that there 



were two words translated as “dog” in Jesus’ day.  One word is used for wild 

street dogs and another is used to indicate more domesticated house dogs, the 

family pets.  Jesus applied the latter word to address this woman.  I said then that 

if this had been a game of chess, that choice of word for “dog” let the woman 

know that she had her Gentile foot in the Jewish rabbi’s door and that there was 

hope that he would heal her daughter.  I still like that, but there’s more to 

consider. 

There is the deep and perplexing issue of Jesus being at one and the same 

time human and divine.  The big theological word is hypostatic union which I 

won’t even attempt to get into this morning in a technical way.  But if I might be 

allowed to dance on the head of this pin for a moment, I think many of us just 

jump magically over Jesus full humanity.  We say we believe Jesus is the Son of 

God, the second member of the Trinity, and think he walked the earth as God 

peering out through human eyes, but seeing all, knowing all, understanding all 

from the moment they laid him in the manger in Bethlehem.  That can’t be right 

because instead of being like us in every way yet without sin he couldn’t be more 

unlike us if that were true.  So did Jesus perform his miracles because he was God 

in a man-suit, or was he able to do them because he was a sinless man?  It’s a 

mystery; let’s just leave it at that for now. 

I don’t know if you’ve ever thought about this but I have.  What was it like 

for Jesus to grow in his self awareness of who he was and what his mission was?  

What did he know and when did he come to know it?  We only have one little 

story before Jesus ministry was inaugurated at his baptism.  He was eleven years 

old and stayed behind in the Temple to speak with all the Bible scholars about His 

Father.   

On the first Easter Jesus met two disappointed disciples on the road to 

Emmaus walking with broken hearts away from their seemingly dashed hopes.  

Jesus pulled up alongside them and opened the scriptures about himself to them 

in such a profound way that “their hearts burned within them.”   

I’m wondering if the young boy Jesus had a similar experience the day he 

stayed behind in the Temple as a pre-adolescent, unbeknownst to his parents and 



much to their eventual chagrin.  I think of my own life as a Christian.  I can talk 

with you about the weather, the Eagles, taxes, the Grand Canyon or the Camino, 

my family and my troubles, but what really stokes my inner fire is when we get 

down to talking about our faith, about Jesus Christ, and about the Holy Spirit’s 

ways with me.  Then I get excited.  And the more I live, the deeper it goes.  

 There is a dawning, always a new morning when it comes to life in the 

Spirit.  I think Jesus went through the same kind of unfolding awareness about his 

identity, his mission, and the scope of his purpose.  For him to hear a voice from 

heaven saying, “You are my beloved Son; with you I am well pleased,” must have 

been a lot for the human Jesus to take in.  He carried unanswered questions right 

up to Gethsemane when he prayed if there might be some other way to 

accomplish his saving task.  He carried the most agonizing question right up to the 

cross where he cried, “My God, my God, why have you forsaken me?”  It is only 

after the resurrection that he proclaims with utter confidence, “All authority in 

heaven and on earth has been given to me; go therefore….” 

People have said that this Gentile woman successfully pulled Jesus over the 

lines he had drawn around his ministry and had expanded his world view in the 

process.  I think that says too much.  But I do think the depth of her desperation 

coupled with the depth of her expectation taken together were nearly impossible 

for Jesus to resist.  She successfully and irresistibly plucked the strings of Jesus’ 

heart.  She came to Jesus in utter humility.  She came acknowledging his inherent 

greatness.  Even the crumbs of his ministry, carelessly dropped by his own people 

who should have seen the true value of Jesus, the living bread among them, even 

the things that they deemed insignificant about Jesus, she saw as having enough 

power to deliver her tormented daughter. 

So, in spite of the whole affair with the dog designation, the true character 

of Jesus shone through.  He said to her, “For saying that, you may go—the demon 

has left your daughter.”  So she went home, found the child lying on the bed, and 

the demon gone. 



What a wonderful ending to this curious story, so densely packed with 

human feelings and with profound theological truth. So what can we take away 

from this account?  I latch on to a few things as I continue to ponder the passage. 

From the woman, I learn the power of humility when approaching the Lord.  

You’d think that would be most obvious.  But living in an age where people tend 

to take entitlement as their starting point it is not as obvious as you think.  Many 

approach God with demands and what they think they are owed and that what 

they want must never be withheld.  That is no way to approach the king of 

anything, let alone The King of kings.   I also learn from her the power of 

persistence when coupled with humility.  She humbly refused to take no for an 

answer.  Her persistence was firmly grounded in what she believed about Jesus’ 

character as a man of God.  And she was right about that. 

From the story itself, I learn to stay alert.  Sometimes Jesus shows up in the 

most unlikely of places.  To walk well in the Spirit it is best to check your 

preconceived notions at the door.  Jesus is full of surprises! 

It is best not to think you know who is in and who is out, who is clean and 

who is unclean.  It is best not to view some people as worthy of the love of Jesus 

and who is not worthy.  Jesus alone is judge.   

And it is best not to take everything you hear and read in scripture at face 

value.  The scripture is a spiritual avenue that is only rightly understood by those 

who have the Holy Spirit living inside of them.  Its true meaning is to be spiritually 

discerned.  Take the time to plumb the depth and the density of these little 

stories of Jesus, his teachings and his parables.  If you go too fast because you are 

already familiar with the words, you just may miss a great blessing.  

In the end we should see ourselves as better than my granddaughter 

Paige’s cat which I have ruefully inherited while she goes off to college.  Penelope 

can be seen scouring the floor under our kitchen table to see if any tasty crumbs 

have fallen that she can scavenge as a little treat. And it’s not because we in 

ourselves are any better than the Syro-phoenician woman of so long ago.  It is 

because Jesus has lifted us up, adopted us into his family, and said, “Take, eat, 



this is my Body which is for you:”—sanctified crumbs and a down payment on the 

marriage supper of the Lamb. 

 

 

  


