
A Woman Healed, A Life Restored 
 

A sermon preached by the Rev. Roger Scott Powers 
at St. Andrew Presbyterian Church, in Albuquerque, 

on June 27, 2021. 
 

Mark 5:21-43 
 
In this morning’s gospel reading, Mark tells a story within a story. 
He weaves together the stories of two people who face desperate 
situations, who have been told by experts that nothing more can 
be done for them, and who finally come to Jesus with faith in his 
healing power. But that’s where the similarities end. 
 
One story is about Jairus, whose 12-year-old daughter is close to 
death. As one of the leaders of the synagogue, Jairus, is a 
respected religious official, a person in authority in Jewish 
society, a highly esteemed, influential member of the community, 
and probably also well-to-do. He is a privileged and powerful 
man, fully accepted by his community.  
 
The other story is about a woman whose circumstances could not 
have been more different from those of Jairus. She is not given a 
name in the story. She has been suffering from a chronic illness 
for 12 years, which meant she was considered unclean (ritually 
impure) by her Jewish community and would have been 
marginalized from its mainstream religious and social life. And 
she is poor, having spent all of her money on doctors who were 
unable to help her. She is an ill, ritually unclean, impoverished 
woman, who is marginalized by her community. 
 
The passage begins with Jesus just coming ashore after another 
crossing of the Sea of Galilee. He is met by a great crowd, 
including Jairus, who, when he sees Jesus, falls at his feet and 
pleads repeatedly for Jesus to heal his 12-year-old daughter who 
is near death. He asks Jesus to “come and to lay [his] hands on 
her, so that she may be made well, and live.” 



 
Every parent who has had a seriously ill child can identify with 
Jairus. It is a parent’s worst nightmare. Jairus is desperate. And 
Jesus is his one and only hope. Nevermind that other leaders of 
the synagogue were plotting against Jesus after he had healed 
someone on the Sabbath. Jairus would do anything to keep his 
daughter from dying. If that meant reaching out to Jesus, so be it.  
 
Jesus and his disciples go with Jairus, and the large crowd follows 
close behind. Imagine the excitement and emotion in the crowd. 
This prominent religious leader’s 12-year-old daughter was dying 
and Jesus was going to see her. Jesus had developed quite a 
reputation as a healer. Prior to this in Mark, Jesus had healed 
many others, including a person with a withered hand, a person 
with leprosy, and a person who was paralyzed. Would Jesus be 
able to heal Jairus’ little daughter, as well? They had to hurry. 
Time was of the essence. 
 
It is at this point that Mark interjects the second story line about 
an unnamed woman who has been seriously ill for as long as 
Jairus’ daughter has been alive. She has seen one doctor after 
another. She has endured all sorts of medical tests and treatments. 
She has spent all that she had on medical bills. But instead of 
getting better, her condition has only grown worse.  
 
She had heard about Jesus and his reputation as a healer. And at 
this point she has nothing more to lose. She becomes emboldened 
to seek out Jesus and his healing power. She will no longer abide 
by the restrictions placed on her by her community, because of 
her illness. She will no longer allow herself to be marginalized, to 
live her days in isolation, treated as an outcast, separated from 
her family and village. She finds the courage to step out of the 
box she had been placed in by society. She casts aside the 
religious and social mores of her day and pushes her way into the 
crowd following Jesus. 
 



Apparently, she still didn’t feel she could approach Jesus directly 
and ask him for healing. She may have felt that someone of her 
low status would not merit direct access to Jesus. Here Jesus was 
on his way to the house of a synagogue leader, a prominent 
member of the community. Jesus wouldn’t have time for the likes 
of her. But, she thought, if she could just get close enough to 
touch his clothes, then she would be healed. So she squeezed her 
way through the crowd and came up behind Jesus just close 
enough to reach out and touch his cloak. And “immediately her 
hemorrhage stopped; and she felt in her body that she was healed 
of her disease.” 
 
At this, Jesus could feel that some power had gone forth from 
him. (For the Star Wars fans among us, we might say that Jesus 
felt a disturbance in the Force.) And everything stops. Jesus turns 
about in the crowd and asks: “Who touched my clothes?”  
 
It’s an odd question for Jesus to ask. The disciples who are with 
him don’t know what to make of it. They say to Jesus: “You see 
the crowd pressing in on you; how can you say, ‘Who touched 
me?’” They might just as well have said, “Jesus, who in this 
crowd hasn’t touched you?”  
 
But Jesus looks all around to see who touched him. The healing 
had already taken place. Jesus didn’t have to stop. After all, he 
was on his way to the home of Jairus, whose daughter was at the 
point of death. It was an urgent matter. But rather than ignore the 
healing that had just happened and hurry on to heal Jairus’ 
daughter, Jesus takes the time to stop and search for the person 
who touched his cloak and was healed. 
 
The woman comes forward with fear and trembling, falls down at 
Jesus’ feet, and tells him everything. And Jesus takes the time to 
listen to her. Jesus’ attention to her shows that she is of no less 
importance than the child of a prominent religious leader. As 
always, Jesus gives priority to the poor, the oppressed, the 



marginalized. He exhibits once again what liberation theologians 
call God’s “preferential option for the poor.” 
 
Not only was the woman healed of her disease, her place in the 
community was restored as well. She would no longer be 
considered unclean. She would no longer be treated as an outcast. 
She would again be included as a full member of the community. 
 
Jesus says to her, “Daughter, your faith has made you well; go in 
peace, and be healed of your disease.” Jesus calls her daughter 
and in doing so he elevates her to a status higher than that of the 
disciples. To Jesus, she is family! 
 
At this point, the story takes another abrupt shift, as Jesus is 
interrupted in mid-sentence by people who have come from 
Jairus’ home with the sad and tragic news that Jairus’ daughter 
has died. They see no point in Jesus coming to the house. “Why 
trouble the teacher any further?” they say. But Jesus overhears 
them and says to Jairus: “Do not fear, only believe.” Or perhaps a 
better translation would be: “Do not fear, only keep on 
believing.” 
 
Jesus leaves the crowd behind and allows only four of his 
disciples (Peter, James, John, and the brother of James) to 
accompany him and Jairus to the house. When they finally arrive, 
funeral rites have already begun. They find mourners inside the 
house weeping and wailing loudly. And Jesus said to them: “Why 
do you make a commotion and weep? The child is not dead but 
sleeping.” They laugh at him in disbelief. So, Jesus clears the 
house and takes the child’s father and mother and his four 
disciples in to where the child is. Jesus takes the girl’s hand in his 
and says to her “Talitha cum” (“Little girl, get up!”) And 
immediately, the girl gets up and begins to walk around.  
 
It’s hard for us to know what actually happened here. Was the 
girl really dead as everyone except Jesus claimed? Or did she only 
appear to be dead? Jesus said that she was “not dead but 



sleeping.” Perhaps she was in a coma. In any case, Jesus took her 
hand, and the girl got up! It was amazing! Somehow Jesus had 
revived her! He had given her new life!  
 
These two interwoven stories of healing may be hard for some of 
us to hear, especially those who have experienced the death of a 
child or grandchild. Yes, Jairus’ daughter was revived, but other 
children die. Yes, the woman plagued with a chronic illness for 12 
years was healed, but other women and men with equally serious 
illnesses are not restored to health. 
 
Every Sunday, we pray for healing for family members and 
friends. We believe in God’s healing power. We believe in the 
power of prayer. We believe that God answers prayer. But 
sometimes our prayers are not answered as we would like them to 
be. How often have we prayed for healing for a loved one, only to 
see that person’s health decline instead of improve? 
 
In our society when we pray for someone to be healed of an illness 
most often we are hoping that they will be cured, that they will be 
restored to the physical health and wholeness that they had 
previously. But healing can have a broader meaning. As British 
author Susan Howitch puts it in her novel, Absolute Truths, 
“A cure signified the banishment of physical illness, but 
a healing could mean not just a physical cure, but a repairing and 
strengthening of the mind and spirit to improve the quality of life 
even when no physical cure was possible.” 
 
One example of this comes from Michael Lindvall, pastor of Brick 
Presbyterian Church in New York City. He tells of a friend of his, 
“a man of deep faith, who was diagnosed with Parkinson’s 
disease when he was still in his fifties. He and his wife prayed 
that he might be healed. Twenty years later, he is in the last 
debilitating stages of the disease. Nevertheless, he once told 
[Michael] that his prayers had been answered. He said in all 
sincerity, ‘I have been healed, not of Parkinson’s disease, but I 
have been healed of my fear of Parkinson’s disease.” 



 
These interwoven stories are two examples of the divine healing 
power that flows through Jesus. We believe in God’s healing 
power. Yet, we know from experience that while some people are 
healed, some are not. We believe in the power of prayer. Yet, we 
know that sometimes our prayers are answered as we would like 
them to be, and sometimes they are not.  
 
Ultimately, each and every one of us will at some point come to 
the end of our lives. We are mortals, after all. We may not want to 
dwell on it, but it is healthy for us to embrace the fact of our 
mortality. In simply acknowledging that our lives are finite, we 
may value them all the more. And when the end comes, as 
Christians we find comfort in the conviction that nothing, not 
even death, can separate us from the love of God in Christ Jesus 
our Lord. Thanks be to God. Amen. 
 


