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Mark 5:21-43 When Jesus had crossed again in the boat to the other side, a large crowd 
gathered around him, and he stayed close to the sea. One of the synagogue officials, named 
Jairus, came forward. Seeing him he fell at his feet and pleaded earnestly with him, saying, "My 
daughter is at the point of death. Please, come lay your hands on her that she may get well and 
live." 
He went off with him, and a large crowd followed him and pressed upon him. 
There was a woman afflicted with hemorrhages for twelve years. She had suffered greatly at the 
hands of many doctors and had spent all that she had. Yet she was not helped but only grew 
worse. She had heard about Jesus and came up behind him in the crowd and touched his cloak. 
She said, "If I but touch his clothes, I shall be cured." Immediately her flow of blood dried up. 
She felt in her body that she was healed of her affliction. 
Jesus, aware at once that power had gone out from him, turned around in the crowd and asked, 
"Who has touched my clothes?" 
But his disciples said to Jesus, "You see how the crowd is pressing upon you, and yet you ask, 
'Who touched me?'" 
And he looked around to see who had done it. The woman, realizing what had happened to her, 
approached in fear and trembling. She fell down before Jesus and told him the whole truth. 
He said to her, "Daughter, your faith has saved you. Go in peace and be cured of your 
affliction." 
While he was still speaking, people from the synagogue official's house arrived and said, "Your 
daughter has died; why trouble the teacher any longer?"  
Disregarding the message that was reported, Jesus said to the synagogue official, "Do not be 
afraid; just have faith." 
He did not allow anyone to accompany him inside except Peter, James, and John, the brother of 
James. When they arrived at the house of the synagogue official, he caught sight of a commotion, 
people weeping and wailing loudly. So he went in and said to them, "Why this commotion and 
weeping? The child is not dead but asleep." 
And they ridiculed him. Then he put them all out. 
He took along the child's father and mother and those who were with him and entered the room 
where the child was. He took the child by the hand and said to her, "Talitha koum," which 
means, "Little girl, I say to you, arise!" 
The girl, a child of twelve, arose immediately and walked around. At that they were utterly 
astounded.  
He gave strict orders that no one should know this and said that she should be given something 
to eat. 
 
Here ends the reading. 
 
This is a story of two with great faith. Neither of them understood how Jesus heals, but both 
knew he was no ordinary man sent by God; they believed in his authority. They trusted that 
healing is what God desired for them and theirs. 
 



God desires to make himself known to us and through us. Often he does that through healing 
his people of tremendous pain and illness. In fact, Jesus said that whatever we ask in His name, 
His father will grant. Who wouldn’t ask for healing in the name of Jesus? 
 
When my healthy and athletic brother in law, only in his early 50s, contracted non-Hodgkin’s 
Lymphoma, every person who knew him was shocked.  Along with literally thousands of others, 
I prayed believing in his complete and total healing. During his roller coaster ride of illness, I 
prayed several novenas with absolute faith. I recalled many Bible stories like the one in this 
passage where God performed miracles for those with very little faith. I remembered other 
miraculous healings I’d known about in my own lifetime. And I was certain that God agreed that  
Bill had a vibrant life to continue giving to a hurting world. 
 
When Bill died about two years after his diagnosis, everyone was even more shocked than 
when his illness was named. Personally, I was devastated. My faith was, literally, shaken. So 
many had prayed continually. So many had believed. I had believed. 
 
For months after Bill’s death I had a hard time praying. I spoke the words, but their life was not 
real. Until I took a mirror to my heart and asked, “Do I live what I profess?” 
 
What or who did I really believe in? The vending machine God where I put in my request, and 
know I will get what I ask for? Or did I believe that God knows the end from the beginning? Did I 
believe that He allows the rain to fall on the just and the unjust? Did I believe he has a plan for 
each of us that I do not know? Did I trust that when God’s faithfulness for the eternity of our 
souls does not match my plan for the lengthening of our days on earth, he is still God and still 
loves us fully? Did I trust his best for Bill and his family? Or did I only believe in my best? 
 
I am grateful for the countless times God has stepped in to miraculously heal or deliver 
someone from a horrid situation. But if I have faith in him, I must also trust him for the times he 
works his might for the things that I cannot see. If I call myself Christian, then I must keep my 
heart and mind set on life eternal, not on life in human form that only leads to death. And I 
must end every prayer, regardless of how perfect I think the prayer is, with, “thy will be done.” 
Just like Jesus did in the garden.  
 
If your prayer life has ever been shaken, how did you find your way back? 
 
To Jesus, through Mary. 
Cheryl Ann Wills 
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