
Drawing faith out
Luke 8:40-56

The boat was in sight now, slowly growing larger in his view as it made its 
way to shore.  Jairus, synagogue ruler, local community leader, was used to 
being in charge of situations.  But not this time.  He couldn’t do a thing about 
his daughter’s declining health.  She didn’t have long left, they said.  Time 
was not on their side.  And he couldn’t do a thing to make that boat move any 
faster towards the shore he stood upon.

He was standing amongst a crowd - oh, such a crowd, a crowd like the town 
had never seen; squeezing and stretching and clamouring for a glimpse of 
the vessel coming their way and the miracle worker on board who they were 
all waiting for.

As they pushed and shoved to get the best position on the beach for when 
that boat hit the sand, Jairus stood helplessly still.  He thought back to that 
day twelve years ago when his little girl first came into this world.  The joy of 
it, the celebration!  He remembered how he’d run around town telling 
everyone.  She was like the princess of the place - the first (and it turned out, 
only) child of the community’s leader.

Since then, life had had its ups and downs - but it had been good.  Jairus and 
his wife had been blessed with their daughter.  They’d watched her grow, 
watched her learn, heard her laugh, seen her becoming a fine young woman 
with her whole future…

Jairus stopped himself from going there.  He took himself back to the day she 
was born.  There were such cheers from the people of the town that day.  
Crowds had gathered then, too.  Back then, it was with simple, joyful 
cheering.

Today though, there were more of them.  And they were crying out - some of 
them for help, some of them just to be entertained.  ‘Well, none of them will 
cry out louder than me,’ Jairus thought to himself.  ‘Not today.  Today, my 
daughter needs Jesus.  Today, I need His attention.’

The boat was in sight now.  At least, it must have been, she thought, because 
the crowd in front of her down on the beach were all getting suddenly excited 
about something in the distance.  Not that she could see.  She was too far 
away.  She was always too far away.  She couldn’t come near them, she 
knew that.  What with her illness, what with all the blood…
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She was ‘unclean.’  That’s what everyone told her.  She knew she couldn’t 
mix with everyone else down there, because she’d make them ritually 
unclean.  She had to keep her distance, stay away, not make things worse.  
Yes, people she knew in the town felt sorry for her - so they said.  But there 
was nothing anyone could do.

So she stood helplessly still.  She was bent over double with the pain, but she 
was used to that.  She thought back to that day twelve years ago when she 
first noticed something was wrong.  It was supposed to be a happy day.  It 
was for everyone else.  Everyone was talking about Jairus’ news - a new 
baby girl.  Great news for him and his family.

But that was the day she’d realised, ‘I shouldn’t be bleeding like that.’  Fear 
set in.  Life wasn’t going to be okay now.  She’d lose her family.  She’d lose 
her health.  Her hope of a day of celebration like Jairus was having was gone.  
She’d be kicked out of the community.  She’d spend all of the little money she 
had on doctors.  And it would be a waste.  ‘Sorry, we can’t do anything more 
for you,’ they said.

She’d seen it all coming, and it had played out just like that over these twelve 
years.  There was no joy, hope or peace for her.  But she had heard about 
Jesus.  She’d heard stories about a leper made well - someone ‘unclean’ like 
her.  She’d heard about a paralysed man walking; even a dead boy raised to 
life.  This Jesus wasn’t just another hope to cling to.  He was the only hope 
she had left.

She’d heard about Jairus’ daughter though.  She had been unwell, near death 
- everybody knew it.  And now, as she began to see the boat for herself, she 
looked again at the swarming crowd wedged between her and her hope.  She 
saw Jairus.  His back to her, his face towards that boat, he was standing still.  
But she could see him take a deep breath.  He was getting ready to meet 
Jesus.  Everyone would let him through, of course.

She could never meet Jesus.  Nobody would let her through.  And Jesus 
couldn’t possibly know who she was or what she was suffering, for 
everyone’s sake.  But still, she waited.  She stood there alone, wondering if 
there might be a chance - a chance just to be near Jesus, just for a second… 
‘It’s now or never,’ she thought to herself, as she covered her face and hid by 
the roadside, waiting…

Who needed Jesus more?  Who needed Jesus first?  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The boat finally pulled into shore, and immediately a wave of people crashed 
upon it before Jesus could set foot on dry land.  His disciples made a way for 
Him, and Jesus arrived on the scene.  Jairus didn’t quite know how he’d 
arrived there - whether by people’s deference to his social gravitas, or the 
sheer physical strength of a desperate father - but here he was, face to face 
with Jesus of Nazareth.

He fell to his knees and with every shred of pride ejected, he pleaded: ‘Jesus, 
please come home with me now - my only daughter is dying.’  He had put 
himself out there, in front of everyone, vulnerably, publicly.  His heart was 
racing, and it leapt when Jesus asked Jairus to show Him the way.

Now their feet were racing too - as much as they could - Jairus, Jesus, His 
disciples, were forcing their way through a crowd of people that threatened to 
swallow them up like thorns choking a plant.  But they were moving.  Jairus 
dared to hope, dared to believe that it might be alright now.  He was on the 
move with Jesus at his side.

They could see his house now.  If they just kept moving, perhaps they 
might… ‘No, wait!  What?  Why has He stopped!?!’  Jairus was alarmed.
‘Who touched me?’ asked Jesus.

Everything shifted in Jairus’ heart that moment.  The hope drained from him 
suddenly like it had all fallen from a hole in his soul.  He welled up with fear, 
pain, frustration and anger.  He’d pinned everything on Jesus walking quickly 
with him.  And as he saw the messenger from his house heading their way, 
he didn’t know what to do with the scene unfolding in front of him like an 
insulting sideshow.

‘No, wait!  What?  Why has He stopped!?!’  The woman was alarmed.  She 
didn’t mean for Him to stop!  Really, that was the last thing she wanted!  She 
just wanted to stretch out for Him, just touch Him, and then move on quietly.  
Even when it had worked, even when she felt her bleeding stop and her 
becoming completely well for the first time in twelve years…

‘Who touched me?’ asked Jesus.  It was all so overwhelming for her in that 
moment.  The total joy and relief in her heart that, it had gone, she was well - 
she was already in tears because of that.  Then her heart nearly stopped 
when she heard Jesus ask that.  Nobody stepped forward.
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Maybe she’d get away with it.  Yes, look, there’s His disciples telling Him that 
everyone’s touching Him in this crowd - how could He be talking about her?

‘Someone touched me,’ Jesus said.  ‘I felt power go out from me.’  Then she 
knew for sure.  It was impossible to have an anonymous encounter with 
Jesus.  He felt something when He had healed her.

So she stepped forwards.  In front of all those people.  All those people she’d 
been excluded from for so long.  She felt herself trembling as she began to 
tell the story.  It wasn’t an easy story.  It was embarrassing, it was personal, 
and she had to admit to doing things that people would say weren’t allowed to 
even get to Jesus.

But Jesus had stopped everything else that was going on around them, 
however important, for this.  It was like time had been paused.  The noisy, 
bustling crowd went perfectly still and silent.  The only thing that was moving 
were her lips.  Jesus waited until everyone had heard her.

Then He told her, ‘Daughter, your faith has healed you.  Go in peace.’  And 
she did.  She was well again.  She was welcome again.  And she was 
assured that what she had expressed in Jesus was real faith.  And that had 
made all the difference in the world.

After the woman had finished her story, Jesus said something to her, but 
Jairus never heard what it was.  Because at that moment, the messenger 
tapped him on the shoulder.  ‘It’s too late.  Your daughter is dead.  No need to 
bother the Teacher any more.’

His head sank, and his heart with it.  All that worry, pain and fear they’d been 
living with.  And then a ray of hope with Jesus arriving.  For what?  Only to 
have the hope kicked out of him again with the worst happening!  It was 
worse than if Jesus hadn’t come at all!

What was the point?  If Jesus was just going to stop anyway to deal with 
something that could have waited?  Why couldn’t He have waited just ten 
more minutes and helped Jairus’ daughter first?  Why was this woman’s need 
more important than his daughter’s more urgent one?

Jairus’ head was swirling with thoughts and emotions.  He was just about to 
collapse, overwhelmed, when Jesus caught his eye: ‘Don’t be afraid.  Just 
believe.  And she will be healed.’  Something in Jesus’ eyes made his hope 
glow from the embers once more.
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Everyone wanted to come into Jairus’ house to see the spectacle of whatever 
Jesus was going to do next.  But Jesus wouldn’t let them.  He was suddenly 
clear and stern with the crowd - this private and very personal moment wasn’t 
going to be for people’s sport.  It was only for the girl and her closest - her 
mum and dad - and for Jesus and His closest - Peter, James and John.

They entered the room, and Jairus looked across at his only daughter, lying 
motionless.  It was like… like she had just stopped, all of a sudden.  Like she 
was ended; like she just wasn’t there, even though he could see her.  Jairus 
has never felt a pain like this one.  He’d never felt anything more deeply than 
this.

Then Jesus walked over to her.  By now, all those people surrounding them 
had swapped their loud wailing for laughter.  They were mocking Jesus for 
saying the girl was only asleep.  Jairus felt angry at all of those people - as if 
laughing at anything could be right just now.  He felt a little jarred by Jesus’ 
words too - as if Jesus didn’t know that she would never wake again.

But then… Then Jesus did wake her again.  And it wasn’t like some trick to 
show off.  It wasn’t like Jairus’ little princess didn’t mean anything more than 
being one more human being to deal with.  Jesus took her hand.  He spoke 
softly to her, like He was taking care to be gentle even whilst doing something 
so mighty as reaching down into death and tearing her from its clutches.

When she rubbed her eyes, the first thing she saw was Jesus.  And the first 
thing He saw was that she looked hungry.  So He called for food.  By now, 
everyone was laughing - this time, with total joy.  Jairus and his wife were 
laughing.  Their daughter was laughing.  Jesus was laughing.  What they 
shared was a laugh like every nightmare was over and everything from now 
on was fresh and new.

Jairus was about to run through the streets to tell the whole town the news, 
just as he had done twelve years ago.  To tell the news of his daughter’s new 
life once again.  But Jesus caught his arm.  He looked at Jairus and his wife, 
and He told them, ‘not now.  Not yet.  There’s more I need to do before they 
come for me.’

People still die, often tragically like this.  And we don’t see Jesus physically 
here and now, physically raising them back to life here and now.  What hope 
does this story teach us to have about death?
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The whole of Luke’s gospel is telling us who Jesus is and what He came to 
do in this world.  And everything we see Him do is like a mini illustration of 
what He’s also doing in a bigger, fuller, eternal way.  He’s painting pictures of 
the Kingdom of God.

So when we read about Him bringing outcasts into community, we’re to learn 
that Jesus is building a Kingdom where all are welcome to belong to God 
through Him - and that’s what it will be like when the Kingdom comes in 
fullness beyond death and history.

When we read about Jesus healing people’s illnesses, we’re to learn that 
though sickness persists in this world, it absolutely won’t in the completion of 
His Kingdom.  When we read about people being raised to life, we’re to learn 
that though we will die, those in the Kingdom of God will be raised to life too, 
where there will be no more dying, no more tears, no more pain.

As Jesus is going to make increasingly clear, participating in this Kingdom, 
and experiencing all these things, is totally linked to putting your faith in 
Jesus.  Putting your life in His hands.  Putting yourself out there vulnerably to 
Him, just like both Jairus and the woman in this passage did.  Both of them 
fell at His feet.  Jesus spoke to both of them about faith and belief in Him.

Faith in Jesus, then, is something tremendously important to have.  Like 
anything we possess, if it’s important, we need to tend it and look after it.  
Sometimes we talk about ‘exercising faith.’  That’s a helpful phrase, because 
it reminds us that faith is something that we actively engage in; that we 
deliberately put to use.

Much like we exercise muscles, which grow and become more effective and 
long lasting as we push them a bit beyond where they are now; Jesus seems 
to be doing something similar with the fragile and vital faith that both Jairus 
and the bleeding woman have.  In each case, in different ways, Jesus draws 
their faith out.

Let’s look at the woman first.  Here’s someone who has been used to shying 
away from people.  She’s been forced into that by her circumstances.  She’s 
isolated, alone and poor.  She’s also someone who’s at her wits’ end.  She’s 
without hope, except that she wonders if coming to Jesus somehow, some 
way, might change things for her.
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So her faith journey begins.  In some ways, she’s very, very brave.  She 
wasn’t supposed to be anywhere near that crowd of people, because she 
was considered ‘unclean,’ and her touching them would make them ‘unclean.’

More than that, her going through with her plan of reaching out to touch 
Jesus would make Him ‘unclean.’  How would Jesus feel about that?  But the 
bottom line was, she knew she needed Jesus, and she crossed boundaries to 
get there.  The only thing that mattered was to get to Him, doing whatever it 
took to get there.  Deep breath, face set straight ahead, don’t look at the 
judging faces around her… let’s go.

On the other hand, her faith was a shy, embarrassed hidden one.  Jairus had 
thrown himself down at Jesus’ feet very publicly.  But she just wanted to 
quickly touch His cloak, while His back was turned to her, then be on her way 
without causing a fuss.

Partly, that’s because she didn’t want to bring up the whole ‘is everyone 
around her including Jesus unclean now?’ thing.  But partly, she just didn’t 
want her life changing experience to be noticed by everyone, as v.47 tells us.

Hers was a fragile faith, expressed without much knowledge or 
understanding, just wanting a brush with Jesus to see what happened.  And 
at this point, Jesus acted to draw her faith out.

He stopped - even in the midst of an emergency happening, he stopped - to 
call this woman to step forward and tell her story.  To share her testimony, 
with the eyes of all those people fixed on her.

She was scared.  She was trembling, now at Jesus’ feet just like Jairus had 
been.  In that culture, women didn’t speak in public at all.  It was scary for this 
woman to share her story - her very personal and quite embarrassing story.  
But Jesus encouraged her to do it - probably a shock in itself to all the people 
watching.

She might have felt really silly, saying things like, ‘Then I thought, “if I could 
just touch His clothes, maybe that might help?”’  You’d worry about sounding 
daft, right?  But Jesus waited until she’d shared it all.  She might have been 
worried most of all about how Jesus would react to her.  She’d made Him 
unclean, after all.  Would He be furious?

No.  Imagine the relief and joy for this woman - on top of the one she felt 
about being well again - when Jesus said, ‘Daughter, your faith has healed 
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you.  Go in peace.’  He wasn’t mad at her!  After all, that’s exactly why Jesus 
came for us - for us to make Him unclean.  For Him to take everything that 
makes us unclean and unacceptable, and deal with it in His own body on the 
cross.

More than that, Jesus had just reassured this woman that what she had 
expressed was real faith.  Touching a cloak might seem unusual, a bit 
ignorant or even a little superstitious.  But here’s the thing - how 
knowledgable you are in your faith, or how strong your faith is, or how well 
you can explain it, doesn’t matter a fraction as much as this - the object of 
your faith.  This woman’s faith, as green and immature as it was, was in 
Jesus.  That’s what saved her.  Simple.

Jesus didn’t leave it green.  He drew her faith out.  He called her out to tell 
the story.  And maybe that was part of the expression of an ever growing faith 
that Jesus said was what ‘healed her.’  Wherever your fragile faith is now - 
and it is fragile in different ways for all of us - Jesus will keep calling you to 
exercise it in new ways for it to grow.

Have you had an experience of telling the story of what Jesus has done for 
you?  In what ways did it exercise your faith and help you to grow?

For Jairus, the experience of having his faith ‘drawn out’ was in a very 
different way.  In some ways, this man was the opposite of the woman.  She 
was isolated, outcast, and shy in the expression of her faith in Jesus.  He was 
well known by everyone in town, moved in very social circles, and he was 
very, very public in expressing His faith in Jesus to help him, falling at Jesus’ 
knees in front of a big crowd on the beach.

This man had waited for Jesus to help him with the awful situation in his life 
that nobody else could help him with.  When Jesus arrived and all eyes were 
on Him, Jairus said loudly and clearly, ‘I trust you with this.’  There was a 
certain boldness and confidence about his faith.  So long as Jesus would 
walk urgently by his side, everything was in control.

And at this point, Jesus acted to draw his faith out.  Not from under a rock, 
like the woman.  But to draw his faith out in time, trust and patience.  Jesus 
stopped, when Jairus assumed that the right thing must be to press on as 
urgently as possible.  Jairus couldn’t understand that.  And neither, I’m 
certain, can you or I when Jesus isn’t as urgent in our lives as we expect He 
must be.
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Would Jairus cling on to faith whilst Jesus dealt with something that seemed 
like it could wait?  Then it got worse.  He heard the news that his daughter 
had actually died.  Why?  Why did Jesus let it come to this?  He didn’t have 
to.  It was in His power not to let the tragedy happen.

Here now was a bold, publicly expressed, confident faith in Jesus 
experiencing severe questions.  Questions about Jesus’ timing.  Was it off?  
Didn’t His timing just suck?  What about Jesus’ priorities?  Why was the 
healing of this woman taking priority over rescuing his daughter from dying - 
especially when it could have waited?

Even if Jairus had known the end of the story, that his daughter would be 
raised to life - why did Jesus let it get that far?  Wouldn’t it have been enough 
of a miracle to heal his daughter from terminal illness, instead of letting her 
suffer death, and letting Jairus and his wife suffer the gut wrenching grief that 
followed, however short lived that grief was?

Jairus’ faith was fragile and vulnerable in a different way to the woman’s.  
She’d needed to grow in confidence in her faith.  He had a confident faith that 
was now being shaken.  And here’s what Jesus did for Jairus in the midst of 
that.

He walked with Jairus every moment of it.  From the time Jesus arrived on 
the scene and met Jairus, to the time He made everything new in Jairus’ 
home, He had been right there by Jairus’ side.  Not one moment was Jairus 
without Jesus, even in all the wrestling and confusion and pain.

Jairus had to learn to journey side by side with Jesus, though, at Jesus’ pace.  
When Jesus stopped, Jairus could do nothing else but stop.  He might have 
felt like screaming out, ‘Come on, Jesus!’ but at the end of the day, Jesus was 
in charge of what happened and when.

And here’s the moment in v.50 which, for me, most speaks to us of what 
Jesus says to the person with the shaken up faith: ‘Don’t be afraid; just 
believe, and she will be healed.’  Jesus looking Jairus in the eye in his 
despair, and saying, ‘Hang in there with your trust in me.  Keep believing.  
Wait and see what I’m going to do at the end of this story.’

Throughout the miracle stories that Luke has narrated here in chapter 
8:22-56, he’s been contrasted faith with fear.  The disciples were full of fear 
when the storm was about to overcome them.  And Jesus questioned where 
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their faith was.  Because either faith takes the place of fear, or fear takes the 
place of faith.

We saw it too in the reactions of different people to healing of the man with 
the demons that followed that.  Those who didn’t put their faith in Jesus were 
full of fear - even on account of Jesus Himself.  The man who put his faith in 
Jesus had had all fear cast out.

And here it is again, in the call Jesus makes to Jairus as He meets his eye.  
‘Don’t be afraid.  Do believe.  It’s faith or fear, Jairus.’

And that’s what the shaken up faith has to remember.  You can give up 
trusting Jesus because you don’t understand (and probably never can 
understand) His timing, His priorities, and what He allows to happen.  But if 
you do, you will live in fear.  Think it through.  This is not an evangelistic scare 
tactic.  It’s just true, isn’t it?

But if you exercise that publicly proclaimed, once confident faith - exercise it 
in the hanging-in-there way that Jairus was called to - then Jesus will draw 
your faith out.  He’ll build it up.  And remember, the Kingdom of God is 
coming.  All will be well for those of faith not fear.  To trust Jesus always 
meets its incredible reward in the end.  There is a day.  Everything else is just 
pictures along the way.

Waiting for Jesus or giving up on Him… Which is harder?  Which is better?  
Why?
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