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The Syrophonecian Woman 
A Monologue 

Mark 7:24-30 
 

 
 
My mom told me that my mouth would get me into trouble some day.  And�she was right�. 
And�.she was wrong. 
 
My mouth saved my daughter’s life. 
 
I was at the market. Didn’t want to stay long as my daughter is not well. She is.. 
um�.well, to be honest�.okay� I’m just going to say it�.she’s being tormented by a 
demon. It’s not as uncommon as you think. 
 
She’s too young to be left alone so Jamil, my oldest son was with her. 
 
I was doing the daily shopping. You know, some onions, some lamb and spelt.  I had decided 
to stop at Rashida’s stand for vegetables and a little gossip. 
 
“A healer is in town,” she had said quietly with a nod over her left shoulder.  I couldn’t pretend 
I didn’t know what she meant. 
 
“Leave your things�. Go!” she had urged. He’s on vacation. Walked here all the 
way from Jerusalem�must have taken him a week�..”  Her eyes and head kept nodding in 
the direction of the beach. 
 
“Oh he’s probably like all the others!” I almost shouted at her. 
“I saw him heal Rivkah” she said simply. 
Rivkah, the cripple? My heart skipped a beat.  
I dropped my bags on Rashida’s beautifully stacked pomegranates and walked quickly 
towards the beach. 
 
I tell you, I didn’t know what to think.  I’d talked to so many who professed the ability to 
heal�..could I handle another failure?  But Rivkeh, healed? Was this more of Rashida’s 
gossip?  Well, I would know soon enough. 
 

 

 



 
 

In front of me was a small group of men who were eating lunch.  He looked kind enough.  
 
Well, I didn’t care.  I would do anything, anything to help my daughter.  I approached and 
bowed. 
 
“I heard you healed Rivkeh. Can you help my daughter?  Please, she is tormented day and 
night by a demon. Only a child, please, can you help her� please� please!” 
 
I fell to my knees begging like a commoner. 
 
He was quiet for a long time and then he shrugged and said, 
 
“I didn’t come for you,” and he gestured towards the town,“I came to the children of Israel. 
That’s my mission, that’s my focus.  I’m just here for a little break. It’s not fair for me to take 
the food for my children and throw it to the dogs.” 
 
I knew what he meant, but I couldn’t help opening my mouth: 
 
“Sir” I addressed him with a hint of mockery. 
“Sir, even the dogs under the table eat the crumbs of bread from the children.”  I spat out the 
words. 
 
He suddenly stood straight up and I ducked. I thought for sure he was going to 
swat me like the little dog that I was. But he laughed, offered his hand, helping me 
stand up. His face broke into a smile. And he laughed�..he shook his head�. He 
looked me straight in the eye and said� 
 
“You love to banter, don’t you!” he said with a mischievous grin. 
“I came here tired, but you have refreshed me.  For that, go home, your daughter is healed.” 
 
I didn’t have to be told twice. I went home so fast!  Halfway there, Jamil and my precious 
daughter were running towards me! 
 
I forgot my food at Rishda’s stall. 
 
Ach, no matter, tomorrow I would tell her how my mouth saved my daughter’s life. 


