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 “Hope in the Healing” 
Scripture Lesson: Isaiah 58:8; Luke 8:40-48

We are well acquainted with the phrase – “time heals all wounds.”  This is a phrase often used as we reckon with the painful parts of our lives. Many find comfort in this phrase – as it gives them hope that the current sadness, pain, disappointment will one day fade away. I used to also find comfort in this phrase. 

	But “Time heals all wounds” is a cliché. And like many clichés, it sounds plausible even though it’s complicated. The messy reality of those “wounds,” which may result from traumatic events, grief, and heartbreak, is that they can heal over time. They might heal quickly. Or they may not ever fully heal at all – but leave a scar to remind us of our pain. 

	Healing is a complicated thing. It’s even more complicated in a world where brokenness seems to surround us everywhere we turn. That causes us to question – what does it mean to heal? Is healing even possible? I’ve asked these same questions many times in my own healing journey. 

	Our story today is one that we have heard many times before. But I think it can teach us something about healing. As we explore this story together, I hope we can find encouragement in this story of miraculous healing – that our healing is not only brought about by time – but by immense faith and a newfound hope found in Jesus, and that in our own healing, we can learn how bring healing to others. 

Let us pray: Holy God, let your Holy Spirit be present with us as we open our hearts and minds to hear the wisdom and encouragement of the Word in this moment. Amen.
	 
Today I want to begin by telling you the story of my friend Madison. My junior year of college an event was hosted on campus called Met by Love. This was an opportunity for students to spend the night in spirit-filled worship and hear a message of encouragement as finals were about to begin. 

	Me and a few friends decided to go – and this event was nothing like we had anticipated, as we began to worship students began to be filled with the Holy Spirit – falling to their knees in prayer, but I noticed one person in particular about 500 feet from me fall to the ground a begin to cry out to her friend next to her “I don’t feel pain anymore – for the first time in 10 years I don’t feel pain anymore.” I didn’t believe what I was hearing at first, and after that night – stirrings around campus began to happen about the girl who had been healed at the event. 

	Little did I know that a year later, that girl that I had saw be healed, would become one of my best friends – Madison. We had both been told about each other, but it wasn’t until our senior year when we would have every class together first semester and become friends. 

A few months after we became friend that I asked her about what I saw that night, and honestly, I was scared to bring it up. She told me about her struggles with fiber-myalgia and the physical pain she had endured for years, she also told me about the isolation she felt, and the anger she had toward God for afflicting her with such pain – that made her feel disconnected from other kids her age. 

She told me, she went to the event that night on a whim, and as she worshipped, she called out to God in silent prayer – sharing her anger, her feelings of isolation, and asking him in his time to relieve her pain. She finally had reached out to God for help. 

She shared that in that moment, she instantly was relieved of pain, and for a second she didn’t believe what was happening – and chalked it up to the spirit and energy of the environment around her. 

But as she continued to worship the pain continued to no longer be present. And she couldn’t help but drop to her knees in awe, and cry tears of relief that God really did see her pain and brought her the healing she asked for. 

As I began to prepare for this message today, I couldn’t help but think about the parallels between Madison and the hemorrhaging women’s stories. Two women, seeking healing – both in their body, but also their spirit and reaching out to God in faith, with a hope that He would heal them. 

	Our story begins as Jesus looks ahead and sees a crowd waiting for him as he returns to Galilee from the region of Gerasene, which is right across the lake. News had spread that Jesus had just healed a demon-possessed man, and everyone gathered at the shore to witness the arrival of this miracle-worker and to ask Jesus to heal them as well. 

	I imagine it was a chaotic scene, people screaming Jesus’ name and pushing and shoving each other to get even a glance at the man they had heard so much about. Some versions of this text say, that when Jesus arrived on the shore, the crowd almost crushed him. Can you imagine? 

	Jesus continues to make his way through the crowd and suddenly he stops – and says to the crowd “someone touched me, I felt the power go out of me” and he asks who touched him? And suddenly to crowd goes silent. 

	This is such an odd response from the crowd – they had come here for Jesus to heal them, they had even almost crushed him, and now they were afraid to admit they had touched him. But why? Some scholars say Jesus asked the question in annoyance – but we really don’t know. 

	Who was it that dared touch Jesus’ hem? It was the hemorrhaging women. I imagine this woman among the crowd – being jostled by those around her, seemingly unnoticed in the commotion around her. And with both hesitation and immense courage she pushes her way to the front of the crowd reaches out to touch Jesus’ hem. A seemingly insignificant action – that is more than what our eyes can see. 

	We are made aware that this woman, who is never given a name, has been bleeding for 12 years. You may be thinking, so what? In ancient times, according to the laws of Leviticus this women’s bleeding would make her ceremonially and socially unclean. Meaning that she would be barred from taking part in any part of Israel’s worship, and that anyone she touched would also be considered unclean. 

	This means until she was healed, she would be forced to live a life of isolation from her community and from the church. The women did everything she could seeing countless doctors – and no one was able to heal her. So, in this moment when she pushes through the crowd, and when she touches Jesus’ hem is not only an act of desperation, but also an act of great risk and courageous faith – as she was potentially making the most sacred of leader of their time, unclean. A simple action had the potential to put everything in jeopardy. 

	I don’t think when she reached out to touch Jesus, that she expectedly to instantly be healed, but I think she had the slightest bit of faith and hope that it could happen for her. A women exiled, unclean, and forgotten – remembered again. 

I imagine she was even more surprised when Jesus stopped and called out for her to reveal herself to the crowd. Would they know who she was? Would they know her condition? Would they run her out of the crowd away from Jesus? But she knew, in that moment she had no choice but to reveal herself. So, she steps out of the crowd and admits that it her. 

	Jesus in front of everyone says to the women “Daughter, your faith has healed you. Go in peace” But why would Jesus call her out among the crowd? I believe it’s because he wanted her to know that she was finally healed, because despite all she had experience, her faith and hope in his power had healed her. But it was also so her community would know she was healed as well – so she no longer had to live in isolation, that she was beloved child of God. 

	This story is beautiful. It is a story of not only miraculous healing but a testimony to the healing power of faith and hope. Each of us is or has been the women in the crowd – holding on to immense pain (in our bodies or in our spirits) seeking healing. 

	If this story teaches you anything, I hope you know that your pain does not define you. Our wounds often cause us to feel like the women – isolated, unclean, forgotten. But this story teaches us, that though we carry wounds – we are still called beloved children of God. And that our wounds are never too large for God to heal. 

	13th century poet Rumi writes that our wounds are the place the light enters us. The prophet Isaiah shares similar sentiments, where he encourages the people to cry out to God, to make their pain known to him, because God will restore and heal them, he will enable their light to shine again. So, friends it’s time to give our pain, in desperate, courageous, and hopeful faith, so we may be healed – and so that each of our lights may shine again, and we can experience the healing wholeness God intends for us. 

	We are in a critical time in our world – where we are surrounded by pain, wounded by the brokenness around us, and where people need healing. Jesus that day called out the women among the crowd, not only to assure her that she had been healed, but to show others that healing was possible for them too. So, may this story inspire us, to share with boldness our healing stories, the ways that God has redeemed us in our greatest moments of pain – so maybe through our stories we can bring light, bring hope, and bring healing to others. 
	
Jesus said, “Child your faith has healed you, go in peace.” As we embark on our healing journeys may we step out of the crowd, and with bold faith reach out our hands, to experience the healing power of Jesus. And may we not be afraid to share our stories of healing, so we may help bring hope and healing to the world around us.
