“The Touch”

(Inspired by Mark 5:25-34)

Introduction

She had been bleeding for twelve years, her strength slipping away while her dignity faded
under the weight of shame. Doctors promised cures, but every treatment left her poorer,
weaker, and more alone. Branded “unclean,” she learned to live on the edges of life, unseen
and untouched.

Then came whispers of a man who healed the blind, who touched lepers without flinching,
who carried authority over sickness itself. Desperate and trembling, she pressed through the
crowd, whispering hope to herself: “If I can just touch His cloak...”



This poem gives voice to her moment of courage —and to ours —when faith feels fragile, yet
still dares to reach for Jesus.

The Poem: “The Touch”

(A Poem of Fragile Faith and Healing Grace)

I reached for You through shame and fear,
a trembling hand that drew You near.

The crowd was loud, my hope was small,
yet still You stopped, You heard it all.

For twelve long years I bore the pain,
the silent tears, the endless strain.

No doctor’s word, no human hand,
could free my soul or help me stand.

The moment came, I touched Your seam,
and mercy poured —a living stream.

The torment fled, the darkness stilled,
my broken body wholly healed.

But greater still, You called my name,
no longer hidden, bound in shame.

You spoke, Daughter —my heart knew
that love had found me, strong and true.

Your gaze was kind, Your whisper deep,
a promise I was Yours to keep.

The years of silence lost their hold,

as hope returned, as peace consoled.

My faith was weak, my touch so slight,
yet You turned weakness into light.
Not in my strength, but all in You,

my trembling trust was proven true.

Now through the cracks of pain I see
Your treasure shining out of me.

The healing given is not just mine,
but life reborn, a love divine.

So now I live to tell the story,

how You restored my life with glory.
Not just my flesh, but soul made new,
forever held in love with You.



Reflection

This woman’s story is not only about a physical healing —it’s about Jesus restoring her
identity. For twelve years she had been labeled “unclean.” Her illness isolated her from family,

friends, and worship. She had been defined by her condition. But in a single moment, Jesus
redefined her. He didn'’t just heal her body; He called her “Daughter.”

That word matters. She wasn’t invisible anymore. She wasn't her diagnosis, her debt, or her

shame. She was His child.

Many of us carry hidden wounds. We come to Jesus hoping for relief from the pain, but He
offers more — He offers belonging. He restores dignity. He stops the crowd for us, looks us in
the eye, and names us His own.

Healing begins not when our symptoms disappear, but when our Savior draws us close and

says, “You are mine.” What a gift that even the trembling faith of reaching for His hem is
enough to meet His mercy.

Scripture to Carry With You

Mark 5:34 — “Daughter, your faith has made you well: go in peace, and be healed of your disease.”
Psalm 34:18 — “The Lord is close to the brokenbearted and saves those who are crushed in spirit.”
Isaiah 43:1 — “Fear not, for I have redeemed you; I have called you by name, you are mine.”

Matthew 9:22 — “Take heart, daughter; your facth has healed you.”



