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Hi, 
 
I do hope you’re coping with all that’s going on.  The news this last week for Greater 
Manchester wasn’t that good and serves as a timely reminder how important it is to keep 
our social distances.  
 
Revd Dr Isabelle Hamley is chaplain to the Archbishop of Canterbury and shared her walk 
with God as she struggled with Covid-19.  I found it helpful to hear her experiences from a 
Christian perspective and have included most of the service for your devotions too. 
 
Zoom Worship 
The Zoom worship continues each Sunday morning from 10.00, if you’re new to it, don’t 
forget to ask for a Zoom invite (rev.richardmottershead@gmail.com), otherwise you’ll get 
the link the day before.  
 
Breakout Fellowships 
The last Breakout Fellowship in the current series will be on Wednesday night (12th August) 
starting at 19.00 for one hour.  After this one, there will be a short series on Covenant 
Discipleship before starting permanent Breakout Fellowships for those who want to explore 
the Methodist Way of Life in more detail. 
 
I wonder 
This might sound a strange request, so I’ll get straight to the point.  Do you have any new 
shoes  sitting in your wardrobe that can be given to a rough sleeper?  If the answer is yes 
then would you be willing to donate them?  I should point out that stiletto heeled shoes 
would not be appropriate for a rough sleeper!  If you haven’t got any new shoes but would 
be willing to donate a few pounds towards some, then that would be good too.  Either way, 
if you give me a call I will collect accordingly – thank you. 
 
Grace and peace in Christ,  
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The Revd Dr Isabelle Hamley, chaplain to the Archbishop of Canterbury, charts her walk with God and 
with Covid-19. 
 
Introduction 
Good morning. Another uncertain Sunday, with reports of Covid cases rising and local restrictions, so soon 
after the country had starting to wake up a little. Many had sighed with relief when they were finally able 
to leave the confines of their homes in order to get to the sea or countryside. Some, of course, will be left 
behind. A group of people of all ages are finding that Covid is far from being a short illness. They became ill 
as far back as February, and are still struggling daily with a chronic and lesser known form of the illness. 
 
I fell ill in March, just before lockdown. First I thought it was just a bit of a cough and a temperature. Then I 
got very ill, struggling to breathe, coughing incessantly; I couldn’t get up without help or I would collapse. I 
had pneumonia, a kidney infection and excruciating muscle pain. Three trips to hospital, fortunately I did 
not need to be admitted. I remember little of these first few weeks, except that breathing became 
everything. 
How deeply moving it is that the Hebrew word often used to refer to life, translates as breath or wind. 
When every breath was exhausting and hard won, I often thought of the song, Breathe on me, Breath of 
God, and how glibly I had sung it before. And thought of how much those around me take breath for 
granted. 
 
After a few weeks of intense illness, Covid settled into an ongoing pattern of difficulty breathing, coughing, 
chest pain, hoarse voice and utter exhaustion. No one knows why it stretches out like this, and no-one 
knows how long it may last. Doctors are puzzled, and all they can do is try things out. I feel a little bit like a 
lab rat in a giant cosmic experiment. The fragility and uncertainty of life looms large. Dependence on family 
and friends is both cherished and deeply uncomfortable. There is nothing I can do but wait, and hope. And 
some days, rage. 
 
Prayer 
Gracious and loving God, who breathed life into the whole of creation, may your Spirit breathe on us 
today; may you fill us with new life, and may we know your presence around us as you sustain our life and 
our being moment by moment. Amen. 
 
Our reading today will be taken from the Gospel of Mark, chapter 5. This is one of my absolute favourite 
stories in the Gospels. A story of two halves. One, a story of urgency, of crisis, of acute need. The other, a 
story of chronic pain and illness, always present but never urgent. 
 
Bible Reading - Mark 5.21-29 - Jesus Raises a Dead Girl and Heals a Sick Woman 
21 When Jesus had again crossed over by boat to the other side of the lake, a large crowd gathered around 
him while he was by the lake. 22 Then one of the synagogue leaders, named Jairus, came, and when he saw 
Jesus, he fell at his feet. 23 He pleaded earnestly with him, “My little daughter is dying. Please come and put 
your hands on her so that she will be healed and live.” 24 So Jesus went with him. 
 
A large crowd followed and pressed around him. 25 And a woman was there who had been subject to 
bleeding for twelve years. 26 She had suffered a great deal under the care of many doctors and had spent all 
she had, yet instead of getting better she grew worse. 27 When she heard about Jesus, she came up behind 
him in the crowd and touched his cloak, 28 because she thought, “If I just touch his clothes, I will be 
healed.” 29 Immediately her bleeding stopped and she felt in her body that she was freed from her 
suffering. 
 
Reflection 
What to do? If Jesus doesn't hurry, the little girl may die. But if Jesus does hurry, the unnamed woman may 
live, still in pain, still struggling, still ostracised by all around her. A child’s life is in the balance. Of course, it 

 



 
is an impossible decision. No-one can, or should, measure the value of one life against another. Yet to the 
crowd, and to the readers, maybe the answer is obvious. Jesus should attend to the urgent. Jesus, of 
course, unlike us, maybe, has the ability to attend to both. He does not let urgency blind him to other pain 
and need. He extends the same care and compassion to the woman who is not dying, but whose life has 
shrunk to unbearable proportion. 
 
The discipline of attending to long-term struggle and pain is so difficult. It is so much easier to run to the 
acute, when we can see that we are helping. So much harder to sit and hold someone’s hand and hear the 
same story as yesterday, and the day before, and the day before that. And know that we will probably hear 
the same story tomorrow, and we simply cannot fix it. Chronic conditions do not call for heroes. They call 
for people to dwell with others, in the pain, the waiting and uncertainty. They call for persistence, 
faithfulness and, more than anything, incredible patience. 
 
The woman in the story had spent years looking for a cure. She’d gone to many doctors, spent all her 
money. I am part of Covid support group. I often read stories of people spending savings to pay for tests; 
people trying out cures suggested by others, diets, new products, anything that will give hope. And in the 
midst of the search, there is a constant, aching loneliness, because it is so hard to get anyone to listen, day 
after day after day, and to keep searching, hoping and praying. Whenever I read the story of this woman in 
Mark’s Gospel, I hear her cry for others to dwell with her, and carry her hope, and I wonder how many 
women, men and children like her I may have passed by, or forgotten, in my hurry to attend to the urgent 
parts of life. 
 
Prayer 
Loving God, we pray for all those who live with illness as their constant companion. We pray that your 
Spirit would comfort them and give them hope; we pray that you would open our eyes to those around us 
and give us the patience and compassion to walk with those who suffer, day after day after day. Amen. 
 
Reflection 
This woman, losing blood, searching, what hope was she seeking? As she stretched out her hand to touch 
Jesus, did she really think things were going to change? She was so eager not to be seen, so that if she 
wasn’t healed, no-one would laugh, or condemn her for being part of a crowd. Others would not have 
wanted to be touched by her, of course. Her illness meant that if she touched anyone else, they would be 
made unclean, too. 
 
Every day I try and go for a slow walk, to get some sun, and some sense of life stretching out beyond the 
confines of my home. But every time I cough (and it happens quite a lot), everyone turns round sharply. I 
keep my distance. I wear a mask as needed. I have been told I am not contagious any more. But still, the 
fear is there, and I see it in people’s eyes. I saw it in the eyes of medics behind all their PPE in A&E, too. 
How do we find ways of true human contact when meaningful contact, through touch, through hugs, 
through smiling, through sharing the same space, has become dangerous? 
 
Illness affects not just our bodies, but the way we see ourselves, the way others see us. It makes it harder 
for the sufferer to reach out, and harder for others to extend love and care back, and receive the gift of 
someone’s trust and hope. Yet all of us have the power to look for meaningful conversations, for ways to 
care – if we only stop, and ask, as Jesus did, ‘who?’ who needs to connect? Who is around me, let me see 
them. And then, then comes the harder task: to truly listen, and respond not to our own need, but even 
theirs, but establish a true human relationship, between people of equal worth. Then hope can blossom. 
 
Prayer 
God of all hope, help us to place our hope in you, knowing that in all things you walk alongside us and hold 
our hand. May we also be givers of hope, as your Son Jesus Christ, walking with those who suffer, and 
sharing the Good News of your transforming love. In Jesus’ name, Amen. 

 



 
 
Poem - Up Hill  
Does the road wind up-hill all the way?  
   Yes, to the very end.  
Will the day’s journey take the whole long day?  
   From morn to night, my friend.  
 
But is there for the night a resting-place?  
   A roof for when the slow dark hours begin.  
May not the darkness hide it from my face?  
   You cannot miss that inn.  
 
Shall I meet other wayfarers at night?  
   Those who have gone before.  
Then must I knock, or call when just in sight?  
   They will not keep you standing at that door.  
 
Shall I find comfort, travel-sore and weak?  
   Of labour you shall find the sum.  
Will there be beds for me and all who seek?  
   Yea, beds for all who come. 

- Christina Rossetti 
 
Bible Reading - Mark 5.30-34 
30 At once Jesus realized that power had gone out from him. He turned around in the crowd and 
asked, “Who touched my clothes?” 
 
31 “You see the people crowding against you,” his disciples answered, “and yet you can ask, ‘Who touched 
me?’ ” 
 
32 But Jesus kept looking around to see who had done it.33 Then the woman, knowing what had happened 
to her, came and fell at his feet and, trembling with fear, told him the whole truth. 34 He said to 
her, “Daughter, your faith has healed you. Go in peace and be freed from your suffering.” 
 
Reflection 
The woman, her hopes met in the face of Christ. The crowd – well, the crowd must have felt pretty 
confused. Scared, of course, of contagion, of being made unclean. Puzzled that Jesus stopped for her 
rather than follow Jairus, the leader of the synagogue, after all. And a little abashed, maybe, that they had 
for so long ignored the woman in their midst – and many others besides. It’s so easy to do. I mean,  we 
understand acute illness, we understand death. We fear it, and do everything to keep it at bay. But chronic 
illness, hidden pain, carrying on limping, that’s hard to bear. It’s in your face, constantly. It tells us we are 
fragile, dependent, and finite. It is too much to bear to look at every single day. Once in a while is more 
than enough to be reminded. Yet maybe that is the gift that those who struggle for months, or years, have 
to give all of us: to remind us of our fragility, of our mortality, but also, that it is within this fragility that 
God has chosen to dwell. As theologian Paul Fiddes writes, ‘instead of finding that God negates the finite 
when he participates in it, we may say that God is humble enough to hide his glory within it.’ As we dwell 
in the difficult places of life, we can let go of our need to fix things, to have to say something useful, and 
instead learn to be, as human beings, together. 
Poem - To Know the Dark  
To go in the dark with a light is to know the light. 
To know the dark, go dark. Go without sight, 
and find that the dark, too, blooms and sings, 

 



 
and is traveled by dark feet and dark wings. 

- Wendell Berry 
 
Prayer 
God of light and shadows, who came into this world as a fragile human being, and knows the pain of a 
broken body, we pray for the courage to look at the whole of life through your eyes; the courage not to 
shrink from what scares us, in ourselves or others, and the courage to keep walking with you and one 
another, one step at a time. Amen. 
 
Bible Reading - Mark 5.35-43 
35 While Jesus was still speaking, some people came from the house of Jairus, the synagogue leader. “Your 
daughter is dead,” they said. “Why bother the teacher anymore?” 
36 Overhearing[a] what they said, Jesus told him, “Don’t be afraid; just believe.” 
 
37 He did not let anyone follow him except Peter, James and John the brother of James. 38 When they came 
to the home of the synagogue leader, Jesus saw a commotion, with people crying and wailing loudly. 39 He 
went in and said to them, “Why all this commotion and wailing? The child is not dead but asleep.” 40 But 
they laughed at him. 
After he put them all out, he took the child’s father and mother and the disciples who were with him, and 
went in where the child was. 41 He took her by the hand and said to her, “Talitha koum!” (which 
means “Little girl, I say to you, get up!”). 42 Immediately the girl stood up and began to walk around (she 
was twelve years old). At this they were completely astonished. 43 He gave strict orders not to let anyone 
know about this, and told them to give her something to eat. 
 
Reflection 
The end of the story is no less astonishing than its main part. Let us just think about it a little. Jairus, the 
leader of the synagogue, had run to Jesus with an emergency. He is a well known man. Visible, powerful. 
We know his name. The crowds are interested, curious. He has the right and power to ask and be heard, 
and he uses it. And his pain becomes a spectacle for crowds eager to see another miracle. Meanwhile, the 
unnamed woman has no rights, no power, no confidence. She is unseen by all around her, and wants 
nothing but to remain invisible. The crowd isn’t really that interested. Why should they be? She is not 
spectacle material. Her life is not one others aspire to. 
 
And Jesus – Jesus, of course, does the unthinkable. He will heal Jairus’ daughter, but will do it behind 
closed door. He doesn’t allow the crowd to follow, and not even most of his disciples. He shields the 
visible, and refuses to let a child’s life being turned into a spectacle. He responds to Jairus’ need, but does 
not tell him his need overrides that of anyone else. He makes the visible leader with status invisible, equal 
to the unnamed woman.  
 
Meanwhile, he stops for the woman first – a woman, not a man. A poor woman, an unclean woman, not 
the rich leader of the synagogue. He does not heal her in a hurry, as a discarded act of pity. He turns, and 
invites her to make herself known. The woman who was shrinking into herself, invisible and disregarded, is 
invited to be fully seen, touched and affirmed by Jesus. By healing her publicly, he tells everyone they have 
nothing to fear from her. He enables her to be reintegrated to her community. He restores not just her 
health, but her personhood, and shows that she is just as valuable and precious as Jairus’ little daughter.  
In this, Jesus shows himself once again to turn human expectations on their heads, inviting us on a road to 
transform a world that value some and disregards others, into a world where we cherish every person just 
as God cherishes them. 
 
Lord’s Prayer 
Our Father,  
who art in heaven,  
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hallowed be thy name 
Thy kingdom come,  
thy will be done,  
on earth as it is in heaven. 
Give us this day our daily bread;  
and forgive us our trespasses,  
as we forgive those who trespass against us. 
And lead us not into temptation;  
but deliver us from evil. 
For thine is the kingdom,  
the power and the glory, 
for ever and ever.     
                           Amen 
 
Prayers 
Gracious and loving God, 
May each of us know your gaze upon us 
May we know your touch upon our lives 
Your affirmation and your challenge 
To everything that we are. 
 
Forgive us when we have walked past those who struggle 
When we have nurtured our own fears at the expenses of others 
When we have fled from discomfort 
And refused to weep with those who weep. 
 
Teach us to sit quietly 
To truly see those around us 
To notice those who are invisible 
And pay less attention to those everyone can see. 
 
In the quiet of long hours, 
Whether we are sick or healthy, grieving or laughing, 
May we learn to rest in you 
And with one another. 
 
May you bring hope and new life 
In places of pain and despair, 
And heal the humanity that you once shared. Amen  
 
Blessing 
May God the most holy enfold you; 
may Jesus our Saviour restore you; 
may the Holy Spirit surround you. Amen. 

 


