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Well, the two stories we just heard are part of what’s called a “Markan” Sandwich, two stories 
put together, part of one told first.  Then the other and then the rest of the other, and always 
meant to be told together.  In this case a grown woman and a young girl, both healed by God in 
miraculous ways when it seemed like all hope was lost.  The first healing was of the woman who 
had been bleeding for twelve years, we’re told, and the second is the daughter of the leader of 
the synagogue, who had fallen ill and who was dying. 
 
I’ve been party to two miracles in my life so far.  The first was the healing of one of my dear 
friends’ little girl.  She was two month old at the time, having been born perfectly healthy.  At 
two month she fell ill with her own unexplained illness.  Annabelle was checked into the hospital 
with all sorts of unexplained ailments, a rash that they did not know the origin of, pneumonia, 
that they had no idea how she had contracted and swelling in both of her little hands.  Tests 
were done, blood was drawn, scans were ordered, and after two weeks the doctors were no 
closer to answers than they were when my friends first checked in.  Maybe it was cancer, they 
thought, or maybe a full shut down of Annabelle’s immune system, they wondered.  But the 
tests went on and on, and there were no clear answers. 
 
Those of us who were friends of the family were dumfounded by what was happening.  So, we 
did the first things we knew how to do.  We brought meals.  We took care of their oldest son.  
We cleaned the house and even delivered things to them when they needed them at the 
hospital, but after two weeks we were exasperated because nothing had changed. So, we did 
what we had been doing all along, but this time we did it together.  We gathered friends to pray. 
 
Now, unbeknownst to us, there was another community that night that had gathered to pray.  
This family had lived in Kansas City years before.  Their old church had gotten word of what was 
happening.  So, both groups of people were praying on the very same night.  We prayed for 
Annabelle’s parents, we prayed for the doctors and, of course, we prayed for Annabelle that she 
would be fully and somehow miraculously healed.  We learned later that at the same time that 
all those prayers were taking place a nurse who had been caring for Annabelle went to her 
parents and said, “You have to get some sleep.”  They had not slept at all in those two weeks.  
The nurse promised she would not leave Annabelle’s side throughout the night, and, if anything 
changed at all, she would come and wake them up and get them immediately. 
 
The first small miracle was that her parents actually slept that night for the first time in two 
weeks, and when they woke up, they heard of the second miracle.  A nurse rushed in and said, 
“We did nothing different last night.  We didn’t change Annabelle’s care at all.  In fact we just let 
her sleep, but I’m telling you.  I could feel it.  She is healed.”  And sure enough she was.   The 
rash had gone away, her hands no longer swollen.  All that remained was some rattling in her 
lungs, which went away a few days later  when she was discharged.  
 
Everybody was dumfounded.   The doctors still to this day call our friends and ask them for 
Annabelle’s records, wondering what exactly happened and trying to insert them into different 
studies they’re doing, but weeks later when Annabelle’s parents, Jason and Ellie, went to the 



hospital to thank all the nurses for her care, they said to them, “There’s no doubt about it.  This 
was a miracle.” 
 
Everyone wants a miracle.   Think for more than a moment, and I’m sure your mind has already 
been flooded with people you know who are in need of a miracle today.  Some of us do get a 
miracle in our lifetime, and some of us don’t, but miracles do happen.  These two women that 
we heard about in scripture today could testify to that truth, and almost thirteen years later, as I 
spoke to Annabelle’s mom this week to help me remember this story, she started tearing up as 
she remembered what a miracle it is that her daughter is now in middle school, healthy, healed 
and doing well.   
 
So, what do we do with these stories, these healing stories?  What can we learn from them, and 
what is the call that we receive from them as we seek to follow God?  As much as I’ve seen two 
miracles in my life so far, I have seen dozens of situations where we prayed, and the miracle 
never came.  The latest is a friend of mine from college who was diagnosed with cancer exactly a 
year ago.  Shoulder pain and nausea sent her into the emergency room, and she came out with 
a stage-four cancer diagnosis.  She had to share that news with her four children who were 
between the ages of six and eleven, and six weeks ago she died, and just yesterday was her 
memorial service.  Sometimes miracles really do happen, and sometimes they just don't.   
 
Theologian and teacher Barbara Brown Taylor writes, “Sometimes I wonder if these miracle 
stories in the Bible do more harm than good.  The problem with miracles is that it’s hard to 
witness them without wanting one of your own.” 
 
Every one of us knows someone who’s suffering.  Every one of us knows someone desperately in 
need of a miracle, but miracles are hard to come by.  When a miracle does come, it reminds us 
that the way things are now is not the way they will always be.  The promise that God gives us is 
that someday we will all be healed from whatever ails us.  Someday, every one of us will be 
made whole.  Someday, we’ll be made free from burdens and pains, and these truths are the 
very things we hold onto as followers of Christ, and any miracle reminds us that someday will 
come.   
 
Even when the miracle does come, challenges remain.  That bleeding woman, I’m sure, had a 
host of challenges in front of her after she was healed, having to rebuild community after being 
shunned for so long.  Or that little girl, healed and whole and sharing a loaf of bread with her 
mother that day.  She still had to go through middle school and high school and all the other 
challenges that lay ahead of kids, but smack dab in the middle of these miracle stories is the 
word from Jesus.  Jairus has come to him begging for healing for his daughter, and Jesus begins 
to follow him to where his daughter is, but he is interrupted by this woman who touches his 
garment, and then, of course he says that thing’ “Who touched me?”  And the disciples are like, 
“Are you crazy?  Who didn’t touch you?  Everyone has touched you.”  The crowds are pressing 
in, but Jesus stops because he wants to talk to her, and connect with her, and it’s then that they 
get the news that Jairus’ daughter is dead. 
 
And here’s how Jesus responds.  He says to them, “Do not fear.  Only believe.”  If ever there was 
something that induced this fear in all of us, it’s the myriad of circumstances that show us that 
we cannot control, fix or even care for our children and for the children of the world – anxiety 
brokenness, diseases.  For some of us, even death might come to our children, and every one of 



us, in our own way, with be searching for a miracle.  I think so often we approach these miracle 
stories in scripture by searching for some sort of formula, hoping that if we study them long 
enough, we can unlock the key to some sort of truth that will heal us or others or ease our pain.  
Read a story like this looking for a formula, and you might believe that it’s all about belief, that if 
you believe enough, the miracle will come, and that if you don’t have enough faith, it never will, 
but the truth is miracles are not about us.  They’re never about how good we are or how much 
faith we have or how deserving we have become.  Miracles are always about one thing.  They 
are about God.   The minute we make miracles about us and what we do or don’t do, we’re 
trying to control them, and as soon as we’re trying to control miracles, we’re trying to control 
God as well, and God and miracles cannot be controlled.  If they could, my forty-four year old 
friend from college would still be alive. 
 
The truth is that every gift we have, every breath we take, every single child in this room right 
now are free surprises and little miracles from God because faith does not work miracles.  God 
does, and when God does or does not perform a big miracle is simply a mystery to us.  God in his 
operations cannot be reduced to what we’re capable of knowing or explaining and reproducing.  
We’re not in the position to know anything for certain.  We’re only in the position to have faith 
and to wait and watch and listen for God and then join God where he leads. 
 
In her writing on miracles, Barbara Brown Taylor also writes, “It helps me to remember that 
Jesus prayed for a miracle on the night before he died.” 
 
You’ll remember He prayed, “For you all things are possible, God.  So, if you will, remove this 
cup from me.”  Jesus prayed that God would send a miracle that meant that he wouldn’t have to 
die on the cross.  When Jesus opened his eyes after praying that prayer, the cup was still there, 
and he was still on his way to the cross.  But I think a miracle still did happen that night.  It 
wasn’t the one Jesus prayed for, but it was a miracle nonetheless.  The real miracle was not that 
God took the challenge of drinking the cup away but that Jesus trusted God enough to walk into 
the future he was given anyway.  The real miracle that showed up that night was that Jesus had 
enough faith to trust that God knew better than he did. 
 
And isn’t it always a miracle when any of us understands that God is God, and we are not?   
Someday, I hope, we’ll know.  Someday, I pray, that we will see clearly why some are healed and 
some are not.  I have a feeling if God had a say, everyone would be healed every time right 
away, and in the end, God promises that that will be what happens, but for now the invitation 
that Jairus was given is the invitation that we have today:  Do not fear, but only believe. 
 
Let us pray.  God, we believe.  Help us in our places on unbelief.  It’s in your Son Jesus Christs’ 
example and name that we pray.   Amen.   


