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The readings for this Sunday call for our attention to keep expanding our relationships, 

especially across boundaries that separate us. God seeks the hearts of the people that 

long for him, beyond race, color, ethnicity, or tribal affiliation. 

Today’s gospel passage makes me wonder if Jesus was on a “Get Lost” tour of his own. 

Jesus travels from home about 50 miles to the region of Tyre and Sidon, gentile towns 

with his disciples. Jesus met only one Canaanite woman there and no others. This 

woman came to Jesus, crying out, Lord, Son of David, have mercy on me! My daughter 

is demon-possessed and suffering terribly.”  

In Jesus’ days, no observant Jew would speak to a woman outside of his family—and 

particularly a Canaanite. As a Canaanite, the woman was viewed as a “dog” by the 

righteous Jews.  

Scholars puzzle over Christ’s conversation with this woman. It seems so un-Christ like. 

But I wonder if Jesus wasn’t giving this woman a test—a test of her desire to have her 

daughter healed—but even more important—a test of her faith that he really could 

heal her daughter. I suggest that because of the way Jesus ends this unusual story. He 

commends this woman for her great faith.  

There are only three people in the gospels who were specially commended by Jesus for 

their faith: a Roman Officer who came to Jesus pleading for his servant, a woman who 

had been hemorrhaging blood for twelve years and touched the border of Jesus’ robe 

in hopes of receiving healing, and this Canaanite woman. The funny thing is that none 

of these three people had the right according to Jewish law to approach Jesus with a 

request in their desperation.  

Desperation is scary state of being that can drive us to make unthinkable choices. 

There is a popular phrase. Desperate times call for desperate measures. These three 

people in their desperate times call for Jesus. That is the real truth of the matter. 

The desperation of this woman doesn’t qualify her for having great faith. But she 

willingly brought her desperation to Jesus. it’s interesting. This woman who wasn’t 

from Jewish faith addressed Jesus as “Lord, Son of David.” Of which even the disciples 

weren’t sure of this claim. This foreigner recognized who he was. She knew the power 

of life was in his hands. Somehow, she knew he was her only hope.  

Anne Lamott, a New York Times bestselling author, has said that her prayer every 

morning is, “Help me, help me, Lord, help me.” Her nightly prayer is, “Thank you, 



thank you, Lord, thank you.” In between those two prayers, she says, is an occasional 

“WOW” prayer when she is suddenly aware of God’s work in and around her daily life. 

I think the Canaanite mother and Anne Lamott could understand each other’s prayer 

life. “Help me, help me, help me!” That is a legitimate prayer. Sometimes it is the only 

prayer we can manage. Desperate times call for Jesus. What was the Canaanite 

mother’s first request to Jesus? “… have mercy on me.”  

She knew mercy is an essential part of God’s character. And so even though she knew 

she had no right to approach Jesus she was counting on mercy to meet her daughter’s 

need. And notice, Jesus was silent, even when he tried to turn her away, she knelt 

down at his feet. The Greek word used here indicates that she knelt down in worship 

before him. No matter whether he answered her cry or not, she would still worship 

him because he is Lord, and because she could count on his mercy.  

“It’s not right to take the food of the children and throw to the dogs, Jesus said.” At 

this, it seems as if this courageous woman knew of the Isaiah’s prophesy and said that 

when the bread of the New Covenant is offered, the table overflows with an excess of 

God’s promise too great to measure that the Holy One of God will satisfy by faith.  And 

she said, “Please, Lord, for even the dogs eat the scraps that fall from the table of 

their master.” “O woman, great is your faith! Let it be done for you as you wish,” 

Jesus replied. And her daughter was healed at that hour.  

I don’t know about you, but Jesus’ definition of “great faith” looks different from 

mine. I usually equate great faith with courage or self-discipline or sacrifice. Superhero 

saints—not desperate people pushing their way into Jesus’ presence. Now, I know it is. 

Of course, not everyone who trusts in Jesus and suffers a serious disease walks being 

cured. If they will not get cured, that does not mean their prayers were in vain, but 

they walk into the arms of Jesus with a new perfect body made whole at last. 

Jesus complimented this Canaanite mother for her great faith. Great faith is pretty 

simple, at least by Jesus’ standards. Bring your desperation to him and trust in God’s 

love for you. The God who gave up His power and majesty and ultimately His life to 

save us from the power of death, loves you too much to ever turn you away. For the 

people of faith, desperate times always call for Jesus.  


