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   Welcome & Prayer 
Hi there and welcome to our service today. It’s great to share in it with you wherever you are! A little later on in our 
service we shall listen to and reflect upon a passage from Mark’s Gospel which tells of Jesus healing two people, 
but which, when you scratch beneath the surface, is about far more than that. It is about how Jesus restores them 
to relationship with God and with their community and through so doing, brings not just healing but wholeness to 
them. More on that later but as we gather to worship God together so we come to God in prayer: 
 
Loving God, we come to worship, desperate to receive from you. With our burdens and pains we present ourselves, 
to simply touch your clothing and be changed. Your Son made a way for those in pain and suffering, may this way 
be made clear for all. So God, let this be a transformational day like it was for the women who clung onto your 
son's clothing!  

In this time of worship, open our eyes to beauty, tune our ears to harmony: the fragrance of your love 
permeating every moment; the touch of your hand, the assurance of your presence guiding all we do. Together, 
we want to experience you with elation and know the joy of your presence with us here today. So, come, worship 
the Lord in the beauty of holiness. We come with desperate hearts to receive and worship the living and inclusive 
God. Ameni 
So we offer our praise to God now in music and song as our band lead us in two songs: 
 
 

Songs 
Lord, I come to you, 
Let my heart be changed, renewed, 
Flowing from the grace 
That I found in you. 
And Lord, I’ve come to know 
The weaknesses I see in me 
Will be stripped away 
By the power of your love. 
 Hold me close, 
 Let your love surround me; 
 Bring me near, draw me to your side. 
 And as I wait, 
 I’ll rise up like the eagle, 

 And I will soar with you, 
 Your Spirit leads me on 
 In the power of your love. 
 
Lord, unveil my eyes,  
Let me see you face to face, 
The knowledge of your love 
As you live in me. 
Lord, renew my mind, 
As your will enfolds in my life 
In living every day 
By the power of your love. 
 Hold me close…ii 

 
 
My hope is built on nothing less 
Than Jesus' blood and righteousness 
I dare not trust the sweetest frame 
But wholly trust in Jesus' name 

Christ alone, Cornerstone 
Weak made strong in the Saviour's love 
Through the storm, He is Lord,  
Lord of all. 

 
When darkness seems to hide His face 

I rest on His unchanging grace 
In every high and stormy gale 
My anchor holds within the veil 

Christ alone, Cornerstone... 
 
When he shall come with trumpet sound 
Oh, may I then in Him be found 
Dressed in His righteousness alone 
Faultless, stand before the throne 

Christ alone, Cornerstone...iii 

 

Introduction to the Theme 
When I was a teenager, I played an awful lot of sport. I know! You wouldn’t believe it now to look at me! I played 
in school teams for football, cricket and basketball. I competed for the school in athletics: doing, high jump, triple 
jump and hurdles. In my spare time I played table tennis, cycled and was a member of a local swimming club. But 
my real passion was hockey and though I say it myself, I was actually half-decent. I still remember one day 
receiving a letter through the post inviting me to a county trial after my PE teacher had nominated me and a number 
of my team-mates. I was so excited about it. For a group of 5 of us from the same team to be offered trials was 
quite remarkable and each of us benefitted from the confidence of knowing the others would be there too. 
 
But then when the great day came around and my mum drove me to the venue for the trial, we found that none of 
my four school-mates were there. After a great deal of conversation with the organisers we came to realise that 
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they were at a different trial. Why? Simply because each of their birthdays fell between January and August, while 
mine fell between September and December. It meant that I was in a different age category and that the majority 
of people at my trial were a school year one or even two years above me!  
 
I did my best. It went ok and I made it onto the reserve list. But finding that none of my mates were there was a 
massive knock to my confidence. I felt excluded and in some small ways I can still sense the fear that rose up in 
me, even when I think or speak about it now! 
 
I wonder, whether you have ever felt excluded, isolated or alone? I wonder too how that might have made you 
feel? How did you cope with that situation? How do you treat other people now who might feel like they are 
excluded? What can you do to help them feel included? These are just some of the themes that can be found in 
our Bible reading today which is taken from Mark chapter 5. We’re going to listen to it now. 
 

 
Reading 

When Jesus had crossed again in the boat to the other side, a great crowd gathered around him; and he was by 
the sea. Then one of the leaders of the synagogue named Jairus came and, when he saw him, fell at his feet and 
begged him repeatedly, “My little daughter is at the point of death. Come and lay your hands on her, so that she 
may be made well, and live.” So he went with him. 
 
And a large crowd followed him and pressed in on him. Now there was a woman who had been suffering from 
haemorrhages for twelve years. She had endured much under many physicians, and had spent all that she had; 
and she was no better, but rather grew worse. She had heard about Jesus, and came up behind him in the crowd 
and touched his cloak, for she said, “If I but touch his clothes, I will be made well.”  
Immediately her haemorrhage stopped; and she felt in her body that she was healed of her disease. Immediately 
aware that power had gone forth from him, Jesus turned about in the crowd and said, “Who touched my clothes?”  
 
And his disciples said to him, “You see the crowd pressing in on you; how can you say, ‘Who touched me?’”  
 
He looked all around to see who had done it. But the woman, knowing what had happened to her, came in fear 
and trembling, fell down before him, and told him the whole truth. He said to her, “Daughter, your faith has made 
you well; go in peace, and be healed of your disease.” 
 

While he was still speaking, some people came from the leader’s house to say, “Your daughter is dead. Why 
trouble the teacher any further?” But overhearing what they said, Jesus said to the leader of the synagogue, “Do 
not fear, only believe.”  
 
He allowed no one to follow him except Peter, James, and John, the brother of James. When they came to the 
house of the leader of the synagogue, he saw a commotion, people weeping and wailing loudly. When he had 
entered, he said to them, “Why do you make a commotion and weep? The child is not dead but sleeping.”  
 
And they laughed at him. Then he put them all outside, and took the child’s father and mother and those who were 
with him, and went in where the child was. He took her by the hand and said to her, “Talitha cum,” which means, 
“Little girl, get up!”  
 
And immediately the girl got up and began to walk about (she was twelve years of age). At this they were overcome 
with amazement. He strictly ordered them that no one should know this, and told them to give her something to 
eat. Mark 5: 21 – 43 
 

Reflection 
Rev Tim Perkins 

“Intrusions” 
The videos can be viewed at www.burleymethodist.org 

Alternatively, the written text is provided below 
 

Song 
Who am I that the highest King 
Would welcome me 
I was lost but He brought me in 
Oh His love for me 
Oh His love for me 

Who the Son sets free 
Oh is free indeed 

I'm a child of God 
Yes I am 

 
Free at last 
He has ransomed me 
His grace runs deep 
While I was a slave to sin 

http://www.burleymethodist.org/


Jesus died for me 
Yes He died for me 

In my Father's house 
There's a place for me 
I'm a child of God 
Yes I am 

 

I am chosen not forsaken 
I am who You say I am 
You are for me not against me 
I am who You say I am 

Who the son sets free… 
In my Father’s house…iv 

Prayers of Intercession & The Lord’s Prayer 
Oh Lord, we know that you hear us when we cry out to you. We know that each of your children is precious to you, 
and loved beyond measure.  
Oh Lord, hear the prayers of your people.  
Hear us and set us free. 
 
Lord, we know that you hear the cries that must be made in silence: Those who live in fear of an abuser; Those 
who are persecuted for their faith; Those who are lonely or isolated.  
Oh Lord, hear the prayers of your people.  
Hear us and set us free.  
 
Lord, we know that you hear the cries of those living in the midst of conflict: Those trying to protect their children 
in war-torn nations; Those whose domestic situation is marred by constant tension and fear; Those who work or 
live in hostile environments.  
Oh Lord, hear the prayers of your people.  
Hear us and set us free.  
 
Lord, we know that you hear the cries of the hungry and thirsty: Those families who have to make the choice 
between heating the house and cooking a hot meal; Those experiencing the worst effects of the climate crisis, and 
facing drought or crop failure.  
Oh Lord, hear the prayers of your people. 
Hear us and set us free.  
 
Lord, we know that you hear the cries of those who spend their days putting on a brave face: Those who hide their 
pain from others; Those who feel the need to be strong for someone else.  
Help us to stand alongside all who cry out for you. Not to speak for them, or to assume we understand, but to 
remind them they are not alone. Help us to share a little of your love at the times when it’s hard to feel your 
presence. In Jesus name, we pray. Amen.v 
 
Together, we say the Lord’s Prayer: 
Our Father, who art in heaven, hallowed be thy name. Thy kingdom come, thy will be done on earth as it 
is in heaven. Give us this day our daily bread and forgive us our trespasses as we forgive those who 
trespass against us. And lead us not into temptation but deliver us from evil. For thine is the kingdom, the 
power and the glory, for ever and ever. Amen. 

Song 
Beauty for brokenness, 
Hope for despair, 
Lord, in your suffering world 
This is our prayer. 
Bread for the children, 
Justice, joy, peace, 
Sunrise to sunset, 
Your kingdom increase! 
 
Shelter for fragile lives, 
Cures for their ills, 
Work for all people, 
Trade for their skills; 
Land for the dispossessed, 
Rights for the weak, 
Voices to plead the cause 
Of those who can’t speak. 
 God of the poor, 
 Friend of the weak, 
 Give us compassion we pray: 
 Melt our cold hearts, 

 Let tears fall like rain; 
 Come, change our love 

From a spark to a flame. 
 
Refuge from cruel wars, 
Havens from fear, 
Cities for sanctuary, 
Freedoms to share. 
Peace to the killing-fields, 
Scorched earth to green, 
Christ for the bitterness, 
His cross for the pain. 
 
Rest for the ravaged earth, 
Oceans and streams 
Plundered and poisoned –  
Our future, our dreams. 
Lord, end our madness, 
Carelessness, greed; 
Make us content with 
The things that we need. 



 God of the poor… 
 
Lighten our darkness, 
Breathe on this flame 
Until your justice burns 
Brightly again; 

Until the nations 
Learn of your ways, 
Seek your salvation 
And bring you their praise. 
 God of the poor…vi 

 
Closing Prayer 

Jesus the Christ is restoring the whole of creation, holding all things together. Today, as we go from this place, we 
choose to play our part in that restoration. And may the peace of God go with you, every single step of the way. 
Amen. 
 
 

Reflection 
Rev Tim Perkins, “Intrusions!” 

As we come to reflect upon God’s Word let’s invite God to open up our hearts and minds as we pray: Heavenly 
Father, may your Word be our rule, your Holy Spirit our guide, and your greater glory our supreme concern. In 
Jesus’ name we pray. Amen. 
 
Sometimes, the most important things that happen to you in life are the intrusions! You’re on your way somewhere, 
with an agenda – a clear, direct purpose in mind – and you get distracted. Something else comes up that demands 
your attention, and that something else turns out to be more important than the journey on which you originally set 
out. 
 
Our reading from Mark’s Gospel today is a story within a story. It’s about a woman who intruded into Jesus’ 
schedule. We hear that one of the leaders of the synagogue, named Jairus, approaches Jesus and begs him 
repeatedly to come and heal his daughter, who is near to death. Surely, there is nothing more important or pressing 
than that? And Jesus agrees. But while he is on his way to make this vital house call, followed as so often by a 
mass of people, and no doubt much human suffering and need, he experiences the intrusion into his journey by a 
woman. After, his encounter with the woman, Jesus then goes on to continue to Jairus’ house and heals his 
daughter. But no one in the crowd that day knew that would be the outcome. They just became aware of an 
intrusion and so I want to stick with this part of the story and explore why it is so important for us today. 
 
On the way to do something amazing for a local VIP and his seriously ill daughter, Jesus becomes distracted. A 
woman appears, surreptitiously. She intrudes both from the margins of the crowd and from the margins of society, 
which is where many women have been placed throughout most of history. We don’t know her name. We know 
nothing about her family circumstances. She is likely living alone. What we do know is that she is ill and she is 
suffering. For twelve years she has been haemorrhaging. 
 
And not only is that a lot of blood to lose, but it’s a lot of life to lose too. She has endured much under the treatment 
of many physicians. She has exhausted her resources in search of a cure, only for her health to deteriorate further. 
And at that point in time, a woman with her illness was unclean – a person to be shunned, a person to live apart, 
an outcast, someone who lived on the very edge of society. 
 
Here is a woman who has been poked at, tested, discussed, humiliated, stripped of her dignity, and still she suffers. 
She has no hope. No hope, it would appear, except for Jesus. And so she bravely reaches out from the margins 
to which she has been pushed, in the hope that this time it might just be different. She says to herself, “If only I 
can touch the hem of his garment, I will be well.” 
 
And that, I think, is one of the greatest statements of faith to be found in all the pages of the Bible. Here is a 
woman, who had been pushed to the margins of society because of her illness, her poverty, her pain, and her 
gender, and she is reaching out in need, reaching out a hand simply to touch the edge of the cloak of Jesus, the 
Lord and giver of life. 
 
And Mark tells us that immediately she was healed and immediately Jesus felt the power of healing go out from 
him. Everything happens immediately in Mark’s Gospel. It is a word he uses a lot to point to the urgency of a 
situation and to focus on the ability of Jesus to deal with what is placed before him. 
 
Not a single person in the crowd pushing and shoving around Jesus that day notices what this woman does. But 
Jesus noticed. Jesus knew that someone had reached out to him with intent. She had touched him deliberately, 
not by accident like the rest of those crowding around. 
 



So, Jesus abruptly comes to a halt. “Who touched me?” he asks. Now, we can’t tell from the tone of his voice if 
Jesus is upset or angered by this intrusion into his schedule, or whether he is filled with compassion. His disciples 
don’t give us any clue about that and they have no concern to identify the person. “Look at the crowd,” they say, 
“are you joking? It could have been anyone!” 
 
But Jesus insists. He wants to know who the person was, and he begins to look into the faces around him. The 
intrusion has been made and he wants to bring it to a conclusion. 
 
Perhaps this is one of the most transformative moments in the whole story. This woman, who was an unknown 
person, identified only by her bleeding and her pain, relegated to the margins of society by her illness, gender and 
poverty, was being sought out by Jesus so that he might look upon her face, and know her personally. 
 
Again, this woman takes matters into her own hands. She steps out from the anonymity of the crowd, in fear and 
trembling, and falls down before Jesus to identify herself. It was a decisive move, a move that all her upbringing 
and all her cultural norms would have deemed inappropriate. Yet she stepped out from the margins. She stepped 
out, away from simply being the passive recipient of the limits which had been placed upon her by society. She 
stepped out and placed herself at the mercy of the one who had the power to heal her and restore her to life. 
 
And the action of the woman here in identifying herself, was perhaps an even greater step of faith. It took more 
faith than anonymously reaching out in the crowd to touch the hem of Jesus’ robe. This action involved great risk. 
She had no idea what to expect. Would she be reproached for violating the rules that had pushed her to the edge 
of society? And they were rules put in place for a purpose. In the days of primitive medicine and science the safest 
thing for society was literally to cast out the ill to prevent the spread of disease. Today we call it “lockdown and 
self-isolation.” 
 
This woman had a lot to risk. But she knew she had even more to gain, and that possibility overcame her fear. 
And somehow, Jesus knew what had happened. And she knew he knew, and that knowledge opened up her heart 
to enable her to fall at his feet and confess the truth. 
 
And just listen to Jesus’ response. He didn’t say, “Why are you bothering me?” or “I’ll arrange a consultation in 
three to six months’ time.” Nor did he say, “Do you realise that you have intruded on my time and plans to go and 
heal the daughter of this important leader of the synagogue and because of your intrusion that little girl has now 
died!” 
 
No! Jesus tenderly lifts this woman by the hands, and addresses her saying, “Daughter, your faith has made you 
well; go in peace and be healed of your disease.” This was an intimate designation that honoured the woman as 
a member of his family, a member of the family of God. 
 
Following this intrusion, Mark goes back to the big story, the story about the daughter of Jairus, the leader of the 
synagogue. In this story, Jesus will again restore life. But I can’t help being more impressed with the life that is 
given back to this once sad woman, who had no recognition, for whom few people cared. 
 
And as with most of the stories in Mark’s gospel this intrusion gives us a glimpse into who Jesus truly is. He is a 
person who has as much love and regard for the unknown people of our society, as he does for the renowned. He 
is a person who cares as much for the poor, the ill, the dying, the underprivileged and those who live on the 
margins, as he does for the wealthy and the leaders of society. More than this, this intrusion also tells us something 
about the nature of the healing that Jesus still offers today. 
 
We live in a society where it sometimes seems that most resources in our health service are focussed on treating 
the illness and not the person. It is not the result of failures on the part of doctors and nurses, who do a fabulous 
job and who wish they had the time and resources to be able to spend with their patients. It is the result of the 
system, the economic model our society has chosen to embed, which is not focussed on generosity but efficiency. 
Our systems may be more efficient and economical in the short-term but it is a false economy because to truly 
bring about wholeness and enable wellbeing you have to treat the person and not just the illness. 
 
This story challenges us to view healing in a different way. If Jesus were only concerned about bringing physical 
healing to those whom he encountered, would he have been so concerned about finding this woman whom he 
knew had already been healed simply by having the faith to reach out and touch his cloak? I don’t think so! I think 
he would have simply carried on his way to Jairus’ house, with no interruption to his agenda. 
 
But the healing that Jesus really has to offer to us is not simply physical. It is about restoring a person to a 
relationship with God. Indeed, the Greek word most commonly used in the New Testament for “healing and 
wholeness” is exactly the same word that is used for “salvation.” And because of this Jesus needed to stop and 



search for the person whose faith touched his life. He needed to embrace her, to know her, to claim her as a child 
of God – to let her know that she was forgiven and restored not just to a relationship with God but also one with 
the society that had so marginalised her. 
 
Now, we do not find it here in this story, because Mark has other objectives in his narrative but often we find in the 
Bible that when Jesus heals someone he tells them to then go and show themselves to the priests and make the 
appropriate offering as a way of ensuring restoration within the community takes place. 
 
As a result, the Christian faith has always had a deeper understanding of healing than simply restoration to physical 
health. The central image of healing for the Christian is not cure, but care, not wellness but wholeness. Wholeness 
is not simply having a body that is no longer diseased. It means being able to live a meaningful life, in relationship 
with God and with those who care for us. It means being valued for who we are. 
 
Our story today sounds this message loud and clear. Beyond the actual physical healing of the marginalized 
woman, which is amazing in itself, is the indisputable fact that Jesus cared about her, that he sought her out, that 
he addressed her as a daughter, a child of God’s kingdom, when everyone else overlooked her. Not only did her 
haemorrhage cease, praise God, but Jesus also lifted her up as a member of God’s family, gave her a new identity, 
and assured her of a life that exceeded her wildest expectations. 
 
I believe that we are mature enough to realise that life, here on earth, comes to an end. There will be a time when 
nothing more can be done to keep the fragile temples of our bodies going. Even the woman in our story had to 
face this reality. Yet she did so knowing that she was a child of God. She did so knowing that she was forgiven. 
She did so knowing that she was restored to wholeness of life, restored to her community, restored as a person 
God cared for and loved. 
 
The ultimate healing that Christ has to offer is not just physical but spiritual too. It is not just relief from disease, 
but the knowledge that you are loved. It is not about having a longer life here on earth but living in the eternal light 
of God’s glory. 
 
So, the questions we are left with from this story are perhaps these: do we have the faith to reach out to Jesus 
and seek his healing and wholeness in our lives – whatever the issues that are restricting our experience of fulness 
of life? Who are the desperate ones in our society, those who are overlooked and marginalised and how can we 
enable them to be brought in from the cold? Are we prepared to be the presence of Jesus in our community 
reaching out with grace and love to those on the margins; those who are hurting or full of shame? I wonder what 
your answers to those questions are or might become? Amen. 

 
i Prayer written by Matthew Forsyth from Ordinary 13B by The Vine@TwelveBaskets. 
ii Words & Music by Geoff Bullock, 1992, Word Music. StF 471. 
iii Words and Music by E Liljero, R Morgan, E Mote & J Myrin, 2012, Hillsong Music. 
iv Words and Music by R Morgan and B Fielding, 2018, Hillsong Music. 
v Prayer written by Emma Dobson from Ordinary 13B by The Vine@TwelveBaskets. 
vi Words and Music by G Kendrick, 1993, Make Way Music. StF 693. 
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