
FBC Devotion Thursday April 15 2021 Luke 8:42-48 The Touch of the Master’s Hand 

“A woman was there who had been subject to bleeding for twelve years, but no one could heal her. 
She came up behind him and touched the edge of his cloak, and immediately her bleeding stopped.”  

In this incident, Jesus stops, turns and surveying the crowd asks, “Who touched me?” It seemed to 
Peter and the other disciples like an absurd question. Hundreds of people were milling around and he 
wants to know who touched him? There were so many people crowded around Jesus it could have 
been anyone. Besides, what difference does it make? A touch is a touch is a touch. 

But that’s not true. In the gospels there are three kinds of touches.  

First, there is the touch of hostility. That’s the touch of the religious leaders when they beat him 
at his trial.  

Second, there is the touch of curiosity. That’s the touch of the crowd milling around.  

Third, there is there is the touch of faith. That’s the touch of this poor woman who had suffered 
constant bleeding for twelve years. If the disciples couldn’t tell the difference, no matter, Jesus could. 
He knew that someone had touched him in faith in the passing brush of her fingers on his cloak. 

Jesus didn’t ask the question for his own benefit. He knew before he turned who had touched him. 
He’s the Son of God, after all. He asked not for his sake, but for her sake and for the sake of the crowd. 

He asked for her sake so that he could raise the level of her faith. If she went away without 
a further word, she might actually believe there was some magic power in his clothing. He wanted to 
assure her that it was her faith in him that made the difference. He wanted her to know that the 
healing would be permanent. To do all those things, she needed to identify herself to Jesus and to the 
crowd. 

What a question he asked “Who touched me?” He asked this so that the curious onlookers 
would see his power fully displayed. And perhaps most importantly, he wanted the crowd to know 
that he wasn’t ashamed to be touched by the untouchable. 

This woman had taken a real chance by touching Jesus. According to Jewish law, her touch could 
make Jesus unclean. But because he was the Son of God, his power of healing overcame her 
uncleanness. But she didn’t know that when she touched him and was instantly healed. 

What a lesson for us! Our Lord Jesus was not ashamed to be touched by the untouchable, and 
wasn’t embarrassed to be publicly identified with the castaways of this world. He was at ease with the 
outcasts and downtrodden. He touched the lepers and welcomed the oppressed. In this story, he’s not 
ashamed to be touched by an unclean person. 

Not ashamed? No, not at all. Delighted, I think, and glad to identify himself with her. Delighted that 
she had the courage to reach out and glad that he could heal her. And he didn’t care who knew about 
it. No, that’s not strong enough. He wanted the whole crowd to know what he had done. 

Why is this so important? Because with our Lord there are no “untouchable” people. In Jesus’ eyes, 
everyone is touchable. Thank God, there are no hopeless cases with him 


