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6th Sunday of Pentecost, Year B 
July 1, 2018 
St. James, Wheat Ridge 
 
By the Rev. Becky Jones 
 
She was a social outcast. 
And she was desperate. 
 
It had been a long time since her life had been secure and comfortable, 
The way it used to be… 
The way she’d imagined it would always be.  
 
And she was sick. 
She had a medical condition that people didn’t understand. 
And it frightened them. 
 
She’d been menstruating for 12 years.  
And in her culture, that was worse  
than just putting up with cramps and bloating. 
In her culture, women who were having their menstrual periods 
Were considered  unclean.  
 
She could touch no one. 
And no one could touch her.  
Because anyone she touched would also become unclean. 
And anything she touched would become unclean. 
And anyone who touched anything she touched, would be come unclean.  
 
And if they were unclean, it meant they couldn’t be part of the community 
Until they had undergone a ritual cleansing. 
 
But at least for others, there was a way out. 
For her, there could be no cleansing,  
no return to her family and to her community 
Until the blood stopped.  
And she didn’t know when it would ever stop. 
 
She’d been to see many doctors. 
She’d run up huge medical bills, 
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Bills she couldn’t pay. 
Her sickness cost her everything she had 
And now she was penniless. 
Penniless and alone.  
 
She could no longer share her life with her family. 
She could no longer be a contributing member of society.  
People cringed if she came near.  
 
Scripture doesn’t say this, 
But people being what they are, 
I imagine that many assumed that she must have done something terrible 
In order to be cursed with an ailment like this.  
That she must have brought it on herself somehow.  
People judged her … harshly.  
 
It seemed that even God was deaf to her cries. 
As time went on, she grew weaker 
And felt as if she no longer had anything left to live for.  
Her world just got smaller and more difficult 
And her situation seemed utterly hopeless. 
 
And then she heard about Jesus. 
She’d heard that he was a holy man who could help people. 
Who could heal people. 
Maybe, just maybe, he could heal her too. 
 
She thought that if she could just touch Jesus… 
No, not even that… 
If she could just touch just the hem of his cloak, 
Maybe that would be enough. 
It was a desperate gamble.  
 
So she went to where Jesus was. 
And then she did the unthinkable. 
She snuck up behind him 
In the middle of a crowd. 
And she touched him.  
And something wonderful happened. 
Right away, a surge went through her 
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That felt like fire.  
Warmth and light and energy. 
It was like nothing she’d ever felt before. 
 
And she knew, in that moment, 
Knew in her heart, that she had been healed. 
She didn’t know how,  
but she knew something miraculous had happened. 
 
Jesus knew too. 
And he wanted to know who it was who touched him.  
 
 
He stopped what he was doing. 
Stopped right in the middle of it. 
And remember, he was doing something urgent. 
He was going to see the sick daughter of Jairus. 
 
Now, Jairus was everything this woman was not.  
Jairus was an important man in the community.  
He was a leader of the synagogue. 
He was wealthy, and he was respected.  
And he, too, needed Jesus’s help. 
And he needed it in a hurry because his beloved daughter was dying.  
 
But Jesus put the wealthy man on hold 
While he figured out what just happened. 
 
Of course, this shouldn’t surprise anyone. 
Time and again, 
Jesus put the needs and concerns of the poor 
Ahead of the concerns of the wealthy. 
And he told his followers that that’s what they should do, too.  
Jesus seemed to prefer the company of the poor and the marginalized.  
 
So Jesus made wealthy and important Jairus wait 
While he figured out who it was who not only touched him 
But who drew incredible power from him. 
And the woman came forward and admitted what she’d done.  
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By rights, Jesus should have been angry. 
Because according to Jewish law, she’d just made him unclean. 
It meant he wouldn’t be allowed to go into the Temple again until he’d 
washed. 
So when he called her out of the crowd, 
She came forward in fear and trembling. 
She may have expected him to berate her. 
To humiliate her. 
At the very least, she expected to look up into a face filled with anger. 
 
But instead, when she looked up into Jesus’s face 
She saw only … love. 
And then, an even more remarkable thing happened. 
He leaned down and listened to her story. 
 
She told him everything. 
Told him all about the pain she’d endured. 
Told all about all the people who had judged her, 
All the people who had failed to help her along the way. 
She told him how hopeless she had felt, 
And then how wonderful she felt after touching him. 
 
Jesus listened patiently,  
even though people were urging him to move on.  
Even though people were telling him to have nothing to do with her.  
His love and his attention never wavered.  
 
And when she was done… 
he called her his daughter -  
A daughter every bit as precious 
As Jairus’s beloved little girl. 
Instead of admonishing her, 
He praised her faith. 
Instead of justifiable anger, 
Jesus bid her go in peace.  
And told her to be healed. 
 
And only then did he continue on his way. 
But here’s the thing: 
What he did NEXT was just as surprising. 
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It would have been easy at this point  
for Jesus to have abandoned his visit to Jairus’ home.  
They’d just been told, “Never mind. The girl has died.” 
Jesus could have offered his condolences, 
his heartfelt thoughts and prayers, 
and then gone on his way.  
Jairus probably would have understood. 
 
Or he could have really gone the extra mile, 
and gone to the house and comforted the family, 
and then left. 
But Jesus didn’t do that.  
Instead, Jesus chose to break the law. 
He chose to go to the girl, whom everyone thought was dead, 
and touch her. 
To take her hand in his.  
This was something shocking for pious a Jew in Jesus’ day and age to do. 
 
Maybe he figured since he was already ritually unclean 
from his encounter with the bleeding woman,  
he might as well get a little more impure. 
The point is, the law was clear: 
Jesus should not touch that girl.  
That was the law. 
 
So there’s the law. 
And then there’s what’s right. 
Jesus chose doing what was right 
over doing what the law said to do every time.  
He chose compassion and healing over obedience to a law. 
He chose life over obedience to a law. 
 
Jesus extended love, 
inclusion, blessing, life 
to all kinds of people.  
Poor people. 
Marginalized people. 
Even to children.  
That’s what Jesus would do. 
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He did it then, and I’m betting he’d do it now. 
 
My friends, we are children  
Not of an angry God,  
or of a legalistic God, 
But of a loving God. 
We are children of a god  
who always wants to hear what’s on our minds and in our hearts. 
We are children of a God who listens,  
whenever we are ready to speak, 
whose attention never wavers. 
 
We are children of a god who reaches out to touch us, 
and wants us to reach out, 
And who will assure us  
that we are loved and forgiven and blessed. 
A god who gives us life. 
 
Neither the woman nor the girl in this story are given names. 
But that’s just as well. 
Because their stories are our stories. 
I am that woman, and I am that girl.  
You are that woman, and you are that girl.  
Our church is that woman and our church is that girl.  
Our nation is that woman, and our nation is that girl. 
And Jesus’s response to them is his response to us: 
He will listen to us 
And call us ‘Son” or “Daughter.” 
And he will offer us peace. 
And he will heal us. 
He will give us life. 
 
With Christ’s help, we can face whatever it is that makes us unclean. 
With Christ’s help we can overcome 
whatever evil thing may have latched onto us, 
causing us to lose our moral standing in the eyes of others, 
turning us into something we don’t like very much. 
 
I’m not saying that all who come to Jesus  
Will be immediately cured of a disease. 



 7 

Some people are, but many others are not. 
 
 
It doesn’t work like that.  
Prayer is not simply a matter  
of bending God’s will toward MY will, my needs or my hopes. 
 
But here is one promise we CAN count on: 
God WILL wipe away whatever it is that makes us unclean. 
Christ’s touch makes us pure and forgiven. 
And he sends us on our way  
to live our lives  
in the healing knowledge  
that whatever misfortune may befall us 
He has claimed us as his own children,  
and we are holy. 
 
Amen. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


