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Jairus was important.

: ‘ o
He was wealthy, he was a religious leader, =~ GREAT-OMETER

and he had important titles.

Every day, when Jairus walKed down the road, everyone
noticed him, like he was wearing a name tag that said,

“Super-Duper, Very Important Person Alert!”






But on this day, Jairus didn’t care
about those things.

Jairus’ daughter was sicK.

She didn’t just have the sniffles,
either; she was so sick that her
family worried she would die.







Jairus had heard of a person
much more important than him —
someone who could make sick
people well, who had made people
with lame legs walk, who had
made blind people see.

People even said he was the
King that long, long, long
ago God had promised would
one day come. His name was..




Jesus!

L0

So Jairus found Jesus and asKed him —

actually, begged him — to come to his
house and heal his daughter.
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i Jesus said, “Yes!”
Jairus said, “Come quick!”

So they hurried along, and as they did,

> | more and more people joined them until
-~ a very large crowd was all hurrying
*ﬁ Sty together toward Jairus’ daughter,
i\ /"N :

£\ ‘@& | \h waiting to see what would happen.







Meanwhile... all the way across town
lived another sicK person.

She had been sick for twelve whole years.

Sick in a way that meant she had to Keep
away from other people and live all alone.

Sick in a way that if she walked down the
road, people pointed and yelled, “Unclean!”
and turned away. No one wanted to see her.

This woman had visited many doctors,
but none of them could maKe her well.
All the doctors’ appointments just left
her sicKer and sicKer and sicKer, and

poorer and poorer and poorer.
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