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Our scripture lesson for this morning comes to us from Mark 5:24-35. It is the story of the 

healing of a woman who had been hemorrhaging for twelve years. This story is situated in 

another miraculous healing story; the story of the synagogue leader’s daughter who is in need of 

Jesus’ healing touch. In fact, as a result of this healing, Jesus is delayed in his arrival to the home 

of the synagogue leader and his daughter dies. So Jesus raises her to life. Hear the story between 

its bookends this morning. 
 

And a large crowd followed him and pressed in on him. Now there was a woman 

who had been suffering from hemorrhages 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 hemorrhage 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.” 
 

* * * * * 

 

Over 100,000 cases have been diagnosed across the globe. Of those, around 3,500 deaths have 

been reported. We’ve watched the news reports of quarantined passengers on cruise ships. 

Airlines are decreasing the number of domestic and international flights as they seek to recover 

from lower passenger numbers. The World Health Organization, the Centers for Disease Control 

here in the United States, and global leaders choose their words and instructions carefully as the 

crisis seems to grow. 
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Over the past couple of weeks, as word of the novel coronavirus, or COVID-19, hitting our own 

shores in the states of Washington and California began to make the headlines, we have yet again 

begun to assess our own abilities within this nation to fend off viruses and infections. With over 

400 cases diagnosed, around 17 deaths as of yesterday morning, and 20 states impacted so far, 

many of us have begun to prepare in the best, and perhaps even the worst, ways that we know 

how to get ready for an illness about which we are still learning day by day. 

 

This past week, a friend shared with me that her Shipt driver (grocery and household needs 

shopping driver), texted her that eight of her items were not available. Those items were mostly 

cleaning supplies and toilet paper. Trying to prepare for whatever may come our way, there have 

been reports of hand sanitizers, face masks, cleaning chemicals, toilet paper, canned food, and so 

much more flying off the shelves at local grocery and big box stores.  

 

As our access to up to the second information has increased—and the internet can provide us 

with the latest statistics throughout the day—so, too, has our anxiety and our fear of anything 

that may be headed our way. With heightened fears, it’s no wonder that we’re trying to take 

control in the ways we can. Even still, there’s so much that leaves us feeling fearful. 

 

What will it mean to be quarantined, stuck in our homes or some facility, unable to be in 

complete control of our lives? We don’t like to give up control! What will it mean if someone we 

love gets sick? How will it impact the lives of those we love? What if we get sick? How will it 

change our lives? How bad will it be? Will those we love survive? Will we? What will happen if 

we become one of the numbers? Oh, friends, there is plenty to fear with so many unknowns out 

there. 

 

To make it even more difficult for us, the best advice that we hear is the similar to what we have 

to control the spread of cold and flu in this season. A visit to the Oakland County Health 

Department’s website earlier this week encouraged us to wash our hands, scrubbing for 20 to 30 

seconds, and to remain at home if we are sick. I went to do so at the sink as I found myself 

singing in my head, “ABCDEFG…”  

 

Wash your hands, stay at home, and if necessary, go to the doctor’s office. This doesn’t really 

sound like comforting news for most of us. In this immediate, take-control culture in which we 

live, we want the immediate, take-control fix. We have work to do. We have people to see. We 

have vacations planned. Our children have school to attend. Our families have sporting events.  

We have calendared our lives. We don’t have time for a virus to run its course. Friends, we come 

today with a lot of fear about what this could do to our lives, the lives of those we love, and our 

daily routines. We don’t have time to wait when we’re longing for the cure! 

 

Our fears of the potential impact of this virus even come into play as we gather for worship this 

morning. As many of you know from my email this past week, our custodial team has increased 

their work in keeping frequently-touched surfaces clean throughout our building. We’ve made 

hand sanitizer more readily available. I’ve instructed our head ushers to remind their teams about 

handwashing. Across our campuses, we’ve developed some practices for sharing communion in 

this time. 
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Even still, the church is the very place that we come to connect with one another. Each week, I 

know that there are people who want to reach out and hug me, and I’m an equal opportunity 

hugger. I know I can count on a hug each week from Beverly Hannett-Price and so many others. 

 

On Sunday morning and at studies throughout the week, the standard greeting is at least a 

handshake. We live for the connections we share with one another at church. Celebrating 

communion is part of what it means to be the Church; and the methods we use will change in this 

season. There are so many ways that we express our love and compassion for one another. Fist 

bumps or elbow bumps or a wave of the hand just don’t seem to bring about the same feelings, 

do they? What does it mean for us if what we hold most dear changes for a time? 

 

What does it mean for us to be the Church in this time? How do we respond? What happens if 

people have to self-quarantine or face mandatory quarantines and cannot come to worship? What 

will it look like if I’m standing in the pulpit facing an empty sanctuary? If the gospel is preached 

and there’s no one here to listen, am I a preacher? My Lord, our questions could go on and on.  

Perhaps, there is plenty for us to fear as we gather for worship this morning and face a 

wilderness world that has suddenly been turned upside down with the coronavirus. At moments 

like this, it could be easy for our fears to get the best of us. 

 

Yesterday, I gathered with delegates from across the state of Michigan as the Michigan Annual 

Conference held a special session to consider forwarding legislation developed for the protocol 

for “Reconciliation and Grace through Separation and Restructuring.” At the historic gathering, 

Michigan United Methodist clergy and lay delegates discerned whether to forward legislation 

that could result in a conversation around moving forward beyond our current impasse regarding 

matters of human sexuality through separation in our denomination. Before agreeing to send it 

on by 91% of over 1,000 delegates, we prayed and spoke more civilly to one another than we had 

in quite some time. All of our fears and hopes were gathered with us in that room. 

 

Similar to the coronavirus, there are so many unknowns about the future of our own 

denomination that leave us feeling frustrated, uncertain about the future, and fearful. What will 

our denomination look like? What will our local churches look like? Who will end up in which 

denomination if there will be more than one in the future? I don’t necessarily agree with all of 

my friends, colleagues, and brothers and sisters in the faith, but we’ve been faithful friends and 

family for so long. What will happen to the family? There are plenty of fears among us as we 

face whatever the future may hold for us. 

 

There are uncertainties not only about a global General Conference and what they may legislate 

at our gathering in May in Minneapolis, but also as we face the unknowns of the current 

coronavirus crisis in our own nation, not to mention the nations of our world. If the South by 

Southwest festival could be cancelled in Austin this past week, will the global gathering of 

United Methodists really come to pass, even as we wonder about what resolutions they might 

pass? 

 

Sisters and brothers, there is plenty for us to fear this morning, and the preacher hasn’t even 

addressed the fears we have for a primary election on Tuesday, let alone a general election in 
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November. No matter where we might be on theological and political spectrums, we come with 

some fear this morning. 

 

We gather for worship and we hear the story of a woman who had plenty to fear, as well. She 

had been suffering with hemorrhages for twelve years. She had been to a variety of physicians. 

She had spent all that she had trying to get better, but she only seemed to get worse. She had seen 

everyone and spent her last dime, only to find out that there was no known cure for her problem. 

I wonder if she felt like she was dying, not only physically, but spiritually. Can you imagine the 

fear that she had about what the future held in store for her in that day and age? A woman 

without any further resources…what would become of her? How much longer could she go on 

like this? 

 

This woman, however, had heard about Jesus. She may have heard about the miracles that he had 

performed; how he healed some people. She had nowhere else to turn. Everyone else had failed 

her. What did she have to lose? She had nothing left to pay for treatments that didn’t work. 

Under the law, she was most likely labeled as “unclean,” “untouchable,” an “outcast” in her 

society. 

 

The “untouchable” who was to have no contact with anyone, let alone a holy man like this Rabbi 

Jesus, searches for him in the crowd, thinking, “If only I can touch his clothes, I’ll be well 

again.” So she reaches out and touches his cloak. She risks her very life if they find out that she 

touched him. She would make him unclean, too. Who knows what they might do with her for 

such a flagrant violation of the Law! Yet, in faith, she reaches out and touches his cloak. Mark 

tells us that in that instant, she was healed. The twelve-year hemorrhage stopped right then and 

there. 

 

There was only one problem. Somehow, Jesus felt the power go out of him. “Who touched me?” 

he asked. His disciples almost laughed, knowing that he was in a crowd full of people pressing in 

on him from every angle. With fear and trembling, the woman knelt before him, confessing that 

she was the one who had reached out. She told “the whole truth.” She told her story. When Jesus 

heard her story, he said, “Daughter, your faith has made you well. Go in peace and be healed of 

your disease.” 

 

In faith, she risked it all. When she had nothing left to offer but her faith, Jesus met her there in 

that moment and gave her the answer to her fears in her moment of faith. She reached out in faith 

and Jesus was there. 

 

I don’t know what fears you bring with you this morning, my friends. I simply know that when 

we approach our wilderness moments, sometimes we come with fear and faith. In any case, Jesus 

is here! Does faith mean that we shouldn’t exercise precautions to avoid spreading a virus when 

we come together? Absolutely not! 

 

I wash my hands all day long singing, “ABCDEFG…” I went to the hospital to visit some of our 

members the other day and sanitized my hands when I went into their rooms. At the end of the 

visit, I went to pray with them and asked if it was all right if I refrained from touching them, not 
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because I feared catching anything, but because even as I sanitized my hands, I know that I 

walked through some corridors with plenty of things to pass on unknowingly. 

 

As we gather for worship this morning, I’ve encouraged those who are sick and those who have 

compromised immune systems to join us online. Did you know that you can continue to give to 

our ministry online, as well? If you’re joining us from home, friends, know that you are loved 

and we send you a spiritual hug and a blessing. And those of you that are here, if you refrain 

from hugging and shaking hands, I want you to know that’s all right, as well. We can still be the 

Church even when we’re practicing some precautions in this season. You can extend a blessing 

to one another in more ways than one. Washing our hands is an act of faith. Sure, we trust those 

who make those recommendations, but we also care for one another enough to use best practices 

for the good of our community together. 

 

How do we face the wilderness of a coronavirus? How do we face its impact on the body of 

Christ? How do we face our own struggles as United Methodists and what might become of us?  

With the faith of a woman who reached out to touch the cloak of a Savior! So, too, we come this 

morning, searching for a cure, reaching out to touch the cloak, and Jesus meets us here and 

online and wherever we find ourselves, reminding us that faith comes even when we bring our 

fears.  

 


