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Interruptions	 are	 always	 frustrating,	 aren’t	 they?	 You	 just	 get	 engrossed	 in	 reading	 a	
book	that	you’ve	been	trying	to	get	to	for	the	last	three	weeks	and	your	wife	informs	you	
that	the	washing	machine	is	having	conniptions	and	it	has	to	be	fixed	right	away	because	
there’s	a	 load	of	washing	half	 finished.	Or	you're	out	 in	 the	garage	working	on	the	car	
with	your	hands	literally	oozing	with	grease	and	you’re	wanted	on	the	phone.	Or	maybe,	
you’re	just	ready	to	take	the	cake	out	of	the	oven	and	someone’s	at	the	front	door	and	by	
the	time	you	get	back	to	the	kitchen,	the	cake	is	rather	more	black	and	crispy	than	you	
would	have	liked.		
	
Interruptions,	no	matter	how	 frustrating	 they	 can	be,	 are	 a	part	of	 life	 and	 they	are	 a	
constant	reminder	to	us	that	we	do	not	have	complete	control	over	our	lives.	Not	many,	
however,	would	consider	the	spiritual	nature	of	a	divine	interruption.	In	today’s	gospel	
reading	from	Mark,	we	find	Jesus	on	His	way	to	heal	a	young	girl	on	the	verge	of	death.	
While	on	his	way	there,	he’s	interrupted	by	a	women	who	was	also	in	desperate	need	of	
help.	For	those	of	us	who	have	not	thought	very	deeply	on	the	theological	implications	of	
divine	interruptions,	this	passage	invites	us	to	engage	in	just	such	an	enterprise.		
	
As	 we	 look	 at	 the	 account	 of	 the	 healing	 of	 the	 daughter	 of	 Jairus	 in	 the	 gospels	 of	
Matthew,	 Mark	 and	 Luke,	 we	 find	 that	 in	 each	 of	 them,	 the	 author	 interweaves	 the	
healing	 of	 the	woman	with	 a	 haemorrhage.	 The	 initial	 focus	 of	 the	 story	 seems	 to	 be	
primarily	 upon	 the	 dying	 daughter,	 while	 the	 ailing	 woman	 is	 presented	 as	 a	 tragic,	
unnecessary	and,	for	the	young	girl,	a	fatal	interruption.	But	upon	a	closer	look,	we	can	
see	that	the	two	are	inextricably	linked.		
	
Jairus	was	an	official	of	the	synagogue,	and	as	such	he	was	a	man	of	some	influence	and	
prestige,	but	when	he	came	to	Jesus	he	did	so	as	a	desperate	father	seeking	to	spare	the	
life	of	his	critically	ill	child.	Which	of	us	would	not	have	doe	the	same?	
	
Now,	 immediately	 prior	 to	 this	 passage,	 Jesus	 had	 set	 off	 for	 the	 other	 side	 of	 Lake	
Galilee.	Now,	when	he	returns	from	the	other	side	of	the	lake,	a	large	crowd	once	again	
gathers	 around	 him.	 Perhaps	 they	 were	 still	 there	 from	 when	 Jesus	 had	 left	 the	 day	
before	 and	had	been	waiting	 for	 his	 return.	 Perhaps	 even	 Jairus	 had	been	part	 of	 the	
crowd	and	had	not	been	able	to	see	Jesus	the	first	time.	Imagine	him	wringing	his	hands	
in	dismay,	knowing	 that	even	now	his	daughter	may	have	passed	away.	Every	minute	
was	critical.	
		
Mark	 tells	 us	 that	 as	 soon	 as	 Jesus	 came	 ashore,	 Jairus	 fell	 at	 his	 feet,	 begging	him	 to	
quickly	come	to	the	aid	of	his	daughter	who	was	on	the	verge	of	death.	Mark	graphically	
describes	the	pleading	of	the	father	and	we	can	almost	feel	the	intensity	of	the	situation.	
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And	 so,	 without	 delay,	 Jesus	 began	 to	 make	 his	 way	 to	 the	 home	 of	 this	 dying	 girl	
surrounded	and	followed	by	a	host	of	curious	on-lookers.		
	
Even	the	presence	of	the	crowd	must	have	been	an	irritation	to	Jairus,	who	would	have	
looked	upon	these	people	only	as	a	hindrance	 to	more	rapid	 travel	 to	his	home.	Some	
may	have	wanted	to	ask	questions	or	to	be	taught	as	on	the	day	he	had	departed.	Others	
might	have	asked	for	healing	for	themselves	or	others.	Perhaps	they	only	lingered	to	see	
another	miracle.	Regardless,	of	why	they	were	there,	the	crowd	refused	to	be	left	behind.		
	
And	as	is	usually	the	case,	it’s	when	you	are	most	in	a	hurry	that	interruptions	seem	to	
come	our	way.	And	here,	one	woman	in	the	crowd	is	singled	out	by	the	gospel	writers.	
She	was	a	woman	who	had	suffered	from	a	haemorrhage	for	twelve	years.	Her	suffering	
was	much	more	than	physical,	though	that	would	have	been	enough.	We’re	told	that	she	
suffered	just	as	much	from	her	“cures”	as	she	did	from	her	condition.		
	
And	as	if	that	wasn’t	enough,	this	woman	would	have	been	also	subjected	to	tremendous	
social	pressures.	The	nature	of	this	woman’s	illness	fell	under	the	stipulations	of	the	OT	
Law,	whereby	she	would	have	to	be	pronounced	unclean.	As	a	result	of	this	she	had	been	
an	 outcast	 for	 twelve	 years.	 She	 couldn’t	 take	 part	 in	 any	 religious	 observances,	 nor	
could	she	have	any	public	contact	without	defiling	those	whom	she	touched.		
	
Last	of	all,	this	poor	woman,	in	pursuit	of	a	cure,	had	lost	all	of	her	financial	resources.	
Mark	tells	us	that	she	had	spent	all	of	her	money	on	doctors’	bills,	with	no	relief.	Indeed,	
she	was	even	worse.		
	
This	poor	unnamed	woman,	 like	 Jairus,	 had	heard	 that	 Jesus	was	back	 in	 their	 region	
and	 set	 out	 to	 find	 relief	 through	his	 power.	 Conditioned,	 no	 doubt,	 by	 her	 long-term	
rejection	and	isolation	she	didn’t	dare	approach	Jesus	to	ask	for	a	miracle.	Her	physical	
contact	would	have	defiled	anyone	she	touched.	The	best	she	could	hope	for	was	a	kind	
of	secret	healing.	“I	need	not	bother	the	Master,”	she	may	have	rationalized.	“I	only	need	
to	touch	the	hem	of	His	garment.”	The	moment	she	did	so,	she	was	healed.		
	
After	her	healing,	the	woman	probably	began	to	shrink	back	into	the	crowd	who	were	
pushing	and	shoving	for	a	 look	at	Jesus.	So,	 imagine	the	dismay	of	Jairus	when,	all	of	a	
sudden,	 Jesus	 stops	 and	 looks	 around.	 You	 can	 imagine	 the	 crowd	becoming	 silent	 as	
they	expectantly	waited	to	hear	what	Jesus	would	say,	but	they	could	not	believe	it	when	
He	asked	a	rather	strange	question,	“Who	touched	my	clothes?”	
	
What	 follows	 is	probably	an	attempt	at	humour.	The	disciples	answered,	 “You	see	 the	
crowds	pressing	in	on	you:	how	can	you	say,	‘Who	touched	me?’”	What	a	silly	question.	
Everybody	 was	 touching,	 pushing,	 shoving,	 grabbing	 at	 Jesus.	 From	 an	 analysis	 the	
Greek,	 however,	 we’re	 invited	 to	 believe	 that	 Jesus	 already	 knew	 who	 had	 touched	
him—certainly	he	knew	it	was	a	woman.	But,	if	he	did	know	who	she	was	and	knew	of	
her	healing,	why,	then,	would	Jesus	bother	to	ask	this	question?	More	than	this,	why	did	
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Jesus	stop	at	such	a	critical	time	to	ask	the	question?	Surely	Jesus	knew	the	importance	
of	time.		
	
Well,	 if	we	 believe	 that	 everything	 Jesus	 did,	 he	 did	 for	 a	 reason,	 then	 his	 asking	 this	
question	must	have	some	significance.	If	Jesus	had	not	stopped	and	asked	who	touched	
his	 garments,	 no	 one	would	 have	 known	 of	 the	miracle	 except	 Jesus	 and	 the	woman.	
When	she	saw	the	Jesus’	eyes	fixed	upon	her,	she	knew	that	that	the	game	was	up—she	
had	been	discovered—he	knew	what	had	happened.	And	so	she	now	pours	out	her	sad	
and	miserable	life	story,	telling	how	Jesus	had	done	what	all	of	medical	science,	such	as	
it	was	in	those	days,	could	not.		
	
But,	 rather	 than	 reject	 her	 as	 everyone	 else	 had,	 Jesus	 deals	with	 her	 personally	 and	
individually.	He	calls	her	“daughter.”	Now,	to	call	her	“daughter”,	was	to	place	her	right	
back	 into	 relationship	 within	 the	 society	 that	 had	 rejected	 her	 all	 these	 years.	 She	
belonged.	 No	 longer	 was	 she	 an	 outcast—no	 longer	 unclean—she	 had	 a	 place	 in	 the	
community	of	Israel.	He	praises	her	faith.	“Your	faith	has	saved	you.”	Faith	that	dares	to	
sneak	 up	 behind	 Jesus	 to	 borrow	 a	 bit	 of	 his	 healing	 power	when	 he	wasn’t	 looking.	
Jesus	recognizes	that	faith	and	he	praises	it.	He	blesses	her	and	heals	her	with	his	words.	
Not	only	was	she	now	restored	physically;	she	was	restored	spiritually	and	socially.		
	
This	account	of	the	woman’s	interruption	and	subsequent	healing	may	seem	to	be	just	
that,	 an	 interruption.	However,	 it’s	 important	 for	 us	 to	 realise	 that	 this	 incident—this	
interruption—has	 great	 significance	 for	what	 is	 to	 follow.	 It	 not	 only	made	way	 for	 a	
much	greater	miracle	but	also	declared	the	nature	of	the	faith	that	was	necessary.		
	
Sadly,	because	of	this	interruption,	Jairus’	daughter	was	no	longer	sick.	In	fact,	she	was	
dead.	 You	 can	 imagine	 how	 Jairus'	 world	 would	 have	 come	 crashing	 down	 with	 the	
report	 from	his	 servants	 that	his	daughter	had	died.	The	common	belief	 in	his	day,	as	
ours,	is	that	“where	there’s	life,	there’s	hope.”	And	now…all	hope	was	gone.		
	
Knowing	 that	 every	 ray	 of	 hope	 had	 been	 swept	 away	 by	 this	 announcement,	 Jesus	
ignores	 these	 words,	 and	 speaks	 encouragingly	 to	 Jairus,	 “Do	 not	 fear,	 only	 believe”	
(subtext:	just	like	the	woman	had).	Where	there	is	life,	there	is	hope.	But	with	God,	we	
must	also	believe	 that	where	 there	 is	death,	 there	 is	hope	as	well—for	where	 there	 is	
hope,	there	is	life.		
	
And	so,	leaving	the	crowd	with	all	of	His	disciples	but	the	inner	three,	Jesus	continues	on	
to	 the	 home	 of	 the	 deceased	 daughter.	 Outside	 the	 home	 the	 commotion	 of	 a	 typical	
middle-eastern	funeral	had	already	begun.	But	Jesus	informs	the	mourners	that	this	girl	
is	not	dead,	only	asleep.	For	those	who	have	entered	the	kingdom	of	God,	death	is	not	a	
permanent	 state,	 but	 a	 temporary	 one.	 Death	 could	 not	 claim	 this	 girl,	 for	 Jesus,	 the	
Prince	of	Life,	was	present.		
	



	 4	

Thinking	 that	 Jesus	 was	 either	 naive	 or	 completely	 self-deceived	 the	 professional	
mourners	mocked	and	ridiculed	him	by	their	laughter.	They	knew	death	when	they	saw	
it.	But	unbelief	like	that	will	never	witness	the	power	of	God	and	so	these	people	were	
put	 outside,	with	 only	 Jesus,	 the	 inner	 three	 (Peter,	 James	 and	 John),	 and	 the	parents	
going	to	where	the	girl’s	body	had	been	lain.		
	
The	 actual	 event	 was	 both	 simple	 and	 sweet.	 With	 a	 couple	 of	 softly	 spoken	 words,	
“Little	girl,	get	up,”	 Jesus	took	the	young	girl	by	the	hand	and	 lifted	her	up	so	that	she	
began	 to	 walk	 about.	 Those	 who	 witnessed	 this	 great	 miracle	 were	 completely	
astonished.	Healing	the	sick	was	one	thing	but	raising	the	dead	was	something	else.	Only	
God	could	have	this	kind	of	control	over	life	and	death	(Hello!).		
	
You	know,	it’s	easy	for	us	to	get	carried	away	with	the	notion	that	we’re	in	control	of	our	
lives.	The	 truth	 is,	we	only	 think	we	are.	But	when	something	bad	happens—you	 lose	
your	job—the	doctor	has	bad	news.	One	minute	you’re	motoring	along	nicely,	enjoying	
life—the	next	minute,	you’re	careering	down	a	steep	hill	with	no	brakes	and	you	can’t	
get	out	of	the	car.		
	
Our	gospel	story,	 today,	 is	about	 two	people	who	have	 lost	control.	And	 it’s	a	salutary	
reminder	 to	 us	 that	 it	 doesn’t	 matter	 who	 you	 are	 or	 what	 station	 in	 life	 you	 are	
positioned.	Each	of	us	need	to	realise	that	there	will	be	many	times	in	our	lives	that	we	
will	not	be	able	to	control	our	circumstances.	Jairus	was	a	respected	and	important	man	
within	 his	 community.	 The	 unnamed	 woman	 was	 a	 nobody—an	 outcast	 within	 her	
society.	But	neither	of	them	had	any	protection	against	the	vagaries	of	life.	Both	were	in	
equal	need	of	the	saving	grace	of	Jesus.		
	
For	 the	woman	 to	even	 seek	healing	was	difficult	 and	potentially	very	dangerous.	For	
Jairus,	a	leader	of	the	synagogue,	to	seek	Jesus’	help	was	also	a	dangerous	act.	He	had	to	
put	aside	his	own	prejudices	and	the	ridicule	of	other	church	leaders,	who	were	already	
in	opposition	to	Jesus.		
	
Sometimes,	divine	interruptions	do	occur,	and	they	can	occur	for	a	number	of	reasons.	
They	 can	 occur	 to	 show	 us	who	 really	 has	 control	 over	 our	 lives—and	 they	 can	 also	
occur	to	show	us	not	only	God’s	power	to	heal	and	to	save,	but	God’s	grace	and	mercy	as	
well.	Sometimes,	we	need	to	recognise	our	own	frailty—our	inability	to	control	our	lives	
the	way	we	would	like.	But	that	is	what	faith	is	all	about.	These	are	not	stories	of	people	
who	are	in	control.	These	are	stories	about	God—who	God	is,	how	God	acts,	what	God	is	
like—and	who	Christ	is	for	us.	For	those	whose	lives	seem	to	be	out	of	control—who	are	
in	 the	midst	of	serious	 interruptions	 to	 life,	 let	us	hear	 the	comforting	words	of	 Jesus:	
“Do	not	fear,	only	believe.”		
	
To	him	be	all	glory,	honour,	majesty	and	power.	Amen.	


