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The Woman’s Story 
She was just an ordinary woman, well, in most ways. It’s that for the last twelve years she seemed to have continuous periods, forever bleeding, down there, y’know. Very embarrassing to say the least. Actually it was more than embarrassing, because what you might not realise is that Jews believed that the life of someone was contained in the blood, and loss of blood meant, well, loss of life, and that was not good. 
So ‘not good’ that it made you unholy for seven days, every time. Was a real nuisance to all women who every month spent some days bleeding and only a week after it stopped could they become ritually clean again. During that time they couldn’t go to worship at the synagogue, or in the Temple. Anything up to two weeks each month. Not their fault, but I suppose they got used to it, somehow.

For this ordinary woman it was so much worse; hardly ever did seven days go by without some discharge of blood, and she had forgotten the last time she was able to go to her synagogue. She had no husband – couldn’t even get holy for long enough to get married anyway, even if she could find someone, and by now she was almost too old to have children. Something was wrong with her, but what could she do?
Her late parents, when they died, had left her some money and she earned a little doing a few odd jobs in the community. But she had used all that money trying to get help. One doctor said, “Take this potion”; another said, “No! That potion’s no good; take this potion.” They prodded and poked, tutted & apologised, then took their fees. Nothing worked, every penny spent. She was desperate, lonely, virtually an outcast. 

Everyone knew, everyone sympathised, occasionally someone gave her a little something to help her buy some food. But even if she went out, so easily could she touch someone and so make them unclean too, that people avoided her and she avoided them, as much as possible. And buying food? It was a nightmare, all achieved at quiet times of day, with some kind of bizarre dance, side-stepping, dodging with a weird ritual for exchanging money and goods. Terrible. So demoralising.
And what kind of a God would let this happen, eh? Why was there no answer for her sickness and worries? Despite the endless pleas and prayers and offerings in the early days, God had remained silent, aloof, uncaring. Worse. It seemed as though God had sort of rejected her, made her outcast, unwelcomed, unloved, alone in the world. The local synagogue ruler, Jairus, agreed that God had rejected her, but with a sympathetic shrug proclaimed that this was the Law. An air of bitterness slowly took over her sense of optimism. Realism she called it; “that’s life” she would say. Any friends she had, slowly deserted her – she was too needy, too negative, too depressed. She exhausted people, even those who began by caring. She wore them out with her moaning, her weakness, her smouldering rage.
Then one day she heard about a miracle worker, a man who went around healing all sorts: lepers, those with demons inside, epileptics, and (rumour had it) raising the dead! Wow! If only she could get a piece of that! Think what he might be able to do for her. But how could she get his help? No one as unclean as her could make direct contact. And she knew no one who would speak on her behalf, ask him to sort her out, cure her, let her have another chance at life. So a great idea, but quite impossible, sadly. Her raised hopes were dashed once more, just like they had been with each new doctor. This emotional roller-coaster was one she had to get off. Even if it meant losing all hope; better that, than the pain of failure. 
Very soon after she overheard someone say that this special man, Jesus by name, was nearby and heading to town. Bully for him! On the other hand it would not hurt her to have a peek, to see what he looked like. She just had to be careful not to get too close to anyone. So she found a quiet spot by the lakeside, and waited and watched as the crowd slowly built up. Not just locals either, folk from the farms around, and from other villages and towns nearby. People who did not know her, or how unclean she was. They began to push and jostle for the best position, while she could hear the buzz growing louder as he came nearer.

It was hard getting a glimpse but when she did she saw a pretty ordinary-looking guy, who seemed kind enough, laughing and joking with his friends. (Friends! Lucky him!) 

Then Jairus (y’know, the local synagogue ruler), he stopped him. Jesus immediately gave him his full attention, while he explained the terrible news about his twelve year old daughter. Thought she was dying, he did, and could Jesus help her, could he go and place his hands on her and make her better. “Of course”, said he, “lead the way.” ‘Yes, of course’, thought she, ‘anything for the religious man, and the ever-so-holy synagogue.’ The pushy man, with all that power and influence could have what he wanted. The daughter, who was as old as she’d been unwell, probably just had a cold, something that would clear up in no time. And anyway she bet Jairus had enough money for a doctor. What about her? How fair was this?
Something within her snapped, and she began to shove her way through the crowd. Who cares if everyone became unclean? She was going to get her share of help! Bit by bit, push by push, she got nearer until she was within touching distance. Then she froze, suddenly aware of the importance and danger of her actions. What if she made the holy man unholy, and his miracles stopped! What if he rejected her, as so many had done before? What if the crowd attacked her for her effrontery?
While she wrestled with her doubts and fears someone accidentally pushed her and almost without meaning to, she reached out and touched, ever so briefly, ever so gently, the cloak of Jesus; then just as quickly the crowd moved past her, and she found herself on the ground staring at her hand. Something had happened, something tingly running through her, from fingertips to toe ends. Something had happened, but what? She felt … well, somehow, so sure the bleeding had dried up, and not just for a moment or two, but completely, forever. Shocked, the truth dawned on her – she was cured, just by touching his cloak! She was cured!
“Who touched me”, he asked. 

“What d’yer mean, who touched you?” his friends replied. “Everyone’s touching you – haven’t yer noticed the crowd?”   

“No. Someone touched me, someone who needed to touch me. I felt something happen, some healing power leave me.” Then aloud, to the pressing throng, “Who touched me?” He looked around, trying to find the culprit; and the woman, who knew she was guilty of breaking the religious Law, feared the worst. Should she try to sneak away; should she confess? Tempted to leave, even so she called out, expecting the worst, “It was me!” 
Someone in the crowd, who recognised her, called out, “Keep away from her. She’s that sad woman who is always bleeding! She’s unclean!”  There were gasps from the folk around her, and suddenly there she was alone, in front of Jesus. Ashamed she fell to her knees, shaking with fear, and, unable to lift her eyes in case she saw the inevitable condemnation, she murmured again, “It was me. It was me who touched you. I’m sorry, I… I didn’t mean to. I’m so sorry.”  
“Look at me,” said Jesus. She shook her head, sure the worst was coming.

“Look at me,” he repeated, more firmly but somehow more kindly. And without meaning to, and against her better judgement, she slowly raised her head, and for a second glanced at his face. She tried to pull away from his gaze, but somehow couldn’t. What would he say now? How would the man of God, as he had to be, proclaim the will of God? What on earth was going to happen to her now?
“You knew I could help you, didn’t you?” She nodded reluctantly. “Do you think I am here to condemn you? Do you honestly believe that God wished you harm not healing?” Again she nodded. “No. This is not what my Father is like. God is in the healing, not in the disease; God is in the forgiveness, not in the disapproval. My daughter, your faith has made you well. Go in peace, and be healed of your trouble.” 

And with that he lifted her to her feet, smiled warmly at her, and, turning on his heels, he followed Jairus to his home.

The crowd was stunned. The holy man made unholy by a reckless woman. Not only had she dared to touch him, but he had deliberately touched her. And yet he wasn’t cross. He spoke of a God who cut through the knit-picking legalism so common for religious types, and seemed unaffected by her touch, retaining his holiness. He even smiled at the sinner. What sort of man was he?

I would like to say that from that day on everything became good for her, that she got accepted, married, and had a full and fruitful life. But that would not be true. It took a long time before folk trusted that she really was fully healed; for weeks there would be those who looked at her askance, half-hoping she was fine, half-expecting she was unclean again. But in time, she found her place in the town, made some new friends and became at peace with God.
It was not just her illness that was cured. Her needs had been satisfied, her negativity had become positive, her depression lifted, her weakness vanished, her rage assuaged. She regained her faith in God, a different God from before, one that looked and felt much like the man she met who’d changed her life.

And never did she ever forget that man, and his words. Never did she forget the love that streamed from his look, a love so amazing, so divine. To think that she, a fragile and failed woman, so bitter and angry, so lonely and fearful, was loved and accepted not just by this man, but by the God his life demonstrated. Surely such a one as you with all your fragility and failure, all your bitterness and anger, all your loneliness and fear, all your self-doubt and imperfection is acceptable and accepted by God.
