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The Healing Touch 
Bible Study Drama based on Mark 5:22-42 

 
 (The two speakers stand facing the congregation.  They are not aware of each other, 
and do not address each other, but address the audience.  The last lines, however, are 
spoken in unison.  It’s best if the lines are memorized.  However, a good reading can also be 
effective, if the readers maintain a strong awareness of, and contact with, the audience.) 
 
Jairus: My name is Jairus and I am ruler of the synagogue in this town.  I have a daughter 

whom I live as I love my own life.  
 
Woman: I am a woman of this town and I have a disease that’s destroying me. 
 
J: For twelve years my daughter has been the joy of our home.  My wife and I 

watched her grow up with great expectations and great hope. 
 
W: For twelve years I’ve begged every doctor I know of to cure my illness, but not one 

of them can stop this flow of blood that leaves me drained of energy and declares 
me, year after year, unclean. 

 The doctors have taken my money and left me disappointed more times than I 
want to remember.  Friends who were once loyal, avoid me.  I can’t bear the 
thought that I’m doomed to live the rest of my life with this shadow; that I must 
carry this disease with me to my grave.  

 
J: Recently my daughter became seriously ill.  Whatever it is, it’s progressed so 

quickly that now she’s at the point of death. 
 
W: Instead of getting better, my illness gets worse and worse.  I am desperate. 
 
J: Of course I’ve heard of Jesus, the teacher everyone’s talking about.  I’ve heard 

say he heals lepers and has the power to perform miracles.  I’ve seen him in the 
synagogue, but I haven’t allowed myself to be caught up in popular excitement or 
swayed by whatever interests the common crowd.   

 But when I see my daughter fading before my eyes – the freshness of her youth 
drooping like a delicate flower, her health vanishing – I’m willing to try anything.  I’ll 
even seek out his young healer.  It’s what any father would do.  I’ll just go and find 
him. 

 

 

 



W: Everyone’s talking about Jesus, the healer, and I’m thinking, if only I could meet 
him, by chance on the street or in the market.  See him for myself.  This hope has 
taken complete hold of me.  Waking or sleeping, I can’t stop thinking and hoping 
that somehow, somewhere, someday I’ll get close enough to touch him.  Maybe 
just the hem of his robe.  It’s like a last chance.  Maybe he could heal me.  

 
J: So picture this: I’m in the crowded street where I’ve come to find Jesus and sure 

enough, suddenly, there he is, surrounded by an unruly, noisy crowd.  I have a 
certain authority around here and so I waste no time. I push my way till I’m right in 
front of him; I fall to my knees at his feet and beg him the way I’ve never in my life 
begged anyone for anything. 

 “Master,” I say, “my little daughter is at the point of death.  Come and lay your 
hands on her so she may be made well; so she may live.”  I’m pleading with every 
nerve and fibre of my body. “Come. There is no time to lose.” 

 Like I say, I do have some authority, but in this case, I feel I’m completely at the 
mercy of this man.  What will he say? And what will I do if he says, “I’m busy,” or 
“Not today.” But he says, “Yes,” just like that and follows me and we’re on the way 
to where my daughter lies, dying.  I want to take him by the arm and say, “Run. 
Hurry, she’s terribly ill.” I’m nervous with hope, and terrified that we’ll arrive too 
late. 

 And then, just when my hope is growing wings, Jesus stops dead in his tracks and 
asks, “Who touched me?” 

 Who touched me? What sort of a question is that, with crowds milling around you? 
And what sort of timing, when we’re on the way to prevent my daughter’s death? 

 
W: The street is crowed, a blur of noise and colour and motion, nothing unusual, 

when suddenly, ahead of me, not so terribly far ahead, I see him – Jesus! I know 
it’s him.  I feel it, though I’ve never seen him in my life.  I decide there and then – 
I’ll do it! But as carefully as possible in this crowd. So no one notices. I’m almost 
too weak for this, but I push myself forward, reach out my hand, and there! Yes! I 
can feel the texture of his garment between my fingers. 

 How can I speak of what happens then? I don’t think there are words to name the 
wave of unexpected energy, that healing, that hope that surges through my body.  
The haemorrhaging stops.  I can feel it. I’m healed. 

 
J: I’m desolate.  The world has turned black around me and the weight of fear is 

heavy as stone inside me.  We will be too late. 
 
W: I guess I meant for it all to happen, if it happened, without fuss, without anyone 

noticing, and you can imagine how I’m taken aback when Jesus stops dead in his 
tracks and asks: “Who touched me?” A strange question in a crowded street, the 
people pressing toward Jesus.  One of his followers says, a bit impatiently: “You 
see how the crowd presses in on you; how can you say, ‘who touched me?’” 

 What to do? I’m healed.  Can that be taken from me? Part of me wants to 
disappear, just slip back into the crowd, I can do it, easily.  But part of me says: 
what kind of person would take a gift, a gift of healing, and just sneak away?  So I 
step forward shaking, not with weakness but with excitement and fear, and I tell 
Jesus everything: Those twelve years of seeing my health slip away, my money 
dwindle, hope die.  I tell him about my fear, about those years of weariness and 
about the glimmer of hope that never completely died. 

 And Jesus says: “Daughter,” – he calls me daughter – “your faith has made you 
well; go in peace and be healed of your disease.” 



 
J: It might have been only a few minutes, this interruption, but to me – an eternity.  

Jesus is taking his sweet time with this woman and I feel myself turning to stone.  
I’m too devastated even to feel terribly shocked when a servant comes and shouts 
in my ear: “She’s dead. Your daughter’s dead.  No need to trouble the teacher 
anymore.”  My desolation is beyond words.  All my dreams lie shattered at my 
feet. 

 And then I hear Jesus speaking: “Don’t be afraid.  Only believe.” 
 Believe! Believe what? I want to believe, desperately but this would have to be a 

miracle. 
 All I can do is follow Jesus. 
 I have no memory of how we made it to the house, but when we arrive, there’s a 

crowd, and the weeping and wailing of mourners is already filling the rooms and 
spilling out into the street.   

 When Jesus says: “Why are you weeping and making a big commotion? She’s not 
dead, only sleeping,” the wailing give way to a howl of scornful laughter.  These 
mourners have seen death.  They recognize it.  But the teacher has a presence, a 
power that I’m at a loss to explain, and he simply herds them out of the house. 

 I cannot bear the thought of seeing my dead daughter, but Jesus gestures for me 
and my wife to follow him.  The child really does look as if she’s sleeping, so 
innocent and pale and young.  Then Jesus takes her by the hand and speaks to 
her, quietly, as if it’s the most natural thing in the world to speak to one dead.  As if 
he really believes she can hear him. 

 “Talitha cumi,” he says, and to our amazement and indescribable joy, she rises, as 
if from a good night’s sleep, gets up, and we have our daughter, warm and alive, 
in our arms.  The joy and light of our life.  She’s alive! A miracle 

 
W: “Your faith has made you well.” That’s what Jesus said.  As if I contributed to the 

healing.  Twelve years of suffering and stress and worry are over.  I feel whole and 
full of hope.  It’s as if my life has been handed back to me, a gift.  I don’t know how 
many years are left for me, but they will be too short to express my gratitude to 
Jesus, and my joy.  I’ve been healed of my sickness. I’ve been saved. 

 
J: Our twelve-year-old is a bundle of energy and thriving imagination.  She’s the 

picture of perfect health.  And always hungry, my wife says she’ll eat us out of 
house and home. 

 I will never stop giving thanks for the gift of life, for the daughter who was dead 
and is restored to us.  A miracle. 

 
Together: Praise the Lord, O my soul 
 and forget not his benefits. 
 He forgives all my sins 
 and heals all my diseases. 
 Praise the Lord, O my soul.  
 


