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     I am the woman in the passage you just heard read from Luke today.  I know it is surprising to have a 

man like Pastor Paul voice my story, but please be understanding.  I have no name in the passage, which 

is not surprising because woman like me were never called by their name.  You see, I’m not going to play 

games with you-I was a prostitute.  I know, I know, this is not something that the Law of God approves 

of, or even that many of you would approve of.  Would you believe me if I told you that I didn’t want to 

be a prostitute, that I hated that life and that I hated myself for living it?  I could bore you all with all of 

my family history and how I got trapped in a prostitute’s life, but that is precisely how I felt about it-

trapped, with no way out, at least until I met Jesus.   

     He was different than any other religious teacher I’ve ever seen or met, that’s for sure.  The Pharisees 

and Scribes and other religious teachers of the time would cross the street whenever they saw a 

prostitute-they were forbidden under the Law from even touching one by accident-it was almost 

comical sometimes.  They would avert their eyes as if I was not even there, except of course for the 

occasional one that would visit our place at night, furtively looking around for fear of being caught.  

Certainly no prostitute like myself would ever be allowed by those religious leaders to go near the 

Temple to worship God-we were considered dirty and unclean. 

     But then there was Jesus.  He had developed a reputation as a teacher who spent time with the down 

and outs of society, people like us and the tax collectors.  So one day, when we heard that He was 

speaking right outside of town, a group of us just decided on the spur of the moment to go hear Him.  

When we got there, not surprisingly, the others in the crowd moved away from us.  You can imagine 

their surprise when after He spoke, Jesus actually sought us out, came over to talk to us as if we were 

normal people like everyone else.  He just had this smile on His face as He asked us our names, as He 

starting talking to us and listened to us.  It was such a gift!   

     Out of the corner of my eye, I could see some of those Pharisees and Scribes standing off to the side 

with the angriest looks on their faces that you have ever seen-you could almost hear them thinking-

there goes Jesus again with those prostitutes.  We didn’t care-we were just glad to be with Him.  After 

that, I went to hear Him and share in His ministry every chance I could get, and slowly over time, I began 

to understand deep down inside something that I pray you will understand one day, that God loves me, 

that my life of prostitution was not what this loving God desired for me, that I did not have to be 

trapped in my life.   I began to understand that this loving God wanted me to have a life full of purpose 

and joy, a life that gave God honor and glory.  I was so grateful to Jesus, beyond words, for showing me 

all of this. 

     I came up with this idea that I wanted to thank Him somehow, to do something to let Him know that 

His message and who He was had changed my life forever. Now in our culture at the time, if you visited 

someone’s home, the normal courteous things that someone would do for you would be to give you a 

kiss on the cheeks and then wash your feet, because our streets and pathways were always so dirty and 

dusty, and it was such a gift to someone else to wash their feet at the end of a long day.  Usually the 

host of a home would do this, of their servant, but if your guest was really special, and you really wanted 



to show them how much they meant to you, you would have their feet anointed  with expensive 

perfume, which would be a powerful sign of how much you appreciated them.  So I decided that I 

wanted to do this for Jesus, and went out and bought with all the money I had the most special perfume 

that I could find.   I just prayed that my gift for Him would be one that He would always remember. 

     So the big question was-when should I do it?  I put the perfume in an alabaster jug in my room, 

wondering when the right time would be.  Then that night, someone told me that Jesus was going to be 

just down the street at one of the Pharisee’s homes.  Right then, I just knew what I wanted to do.  I 

knew that if I told anyone of my plan, they would say that I was crazy, so I didn’t breathe a word-I just 

grabbed my jug and headed out the door into the night.  When I arrived at the Pharisee’s home, there 

were a few people hanging around outside.  With my head down, I just headed for the door.  One of 

them said, “Hey, what do you think you are doing?”, but couldn’t stop me before I was in their dining 

area. 

     I could see all those religious leaders in their fine clothing, seated on the floor, looking at me in shock, 

then getting up to protest the outrage of it all, but the only face that mattered to me was Jesus, so when 

I saw Him, I immediately went to kneel behind him.  I could see that the other religious leaders were 

shocked that Jesus would let a prostitute get that close to Him, but He acted as if He expected me to be 

there.  Now I had assumed that the Pharisee or one of his servants would have washed Jesus’ feet when 

He arrived at the house that evening as an act of common courtesy, so I was just intending to anoint His 

feet with the perfume and then leave.  I couldn’t believe it though-when I looked down on His feet, I 

realized that no one had washed them that night, and they were all dirty and smelly-I couldn’t 

understand how this Pharisee could have treated Jesus with such contempt.   I was so hurt on His behalf, 

and to be in His presence brought out all of my hurt and pain, all of my shame and embarrassment, all 

ways I had been rejected by these religious leaders, and I just began to cry in gratitude for the healing 

that Jesus had brought to my life.  And Without even thinking about it, as my tears fell on his feet, I 

began to wipe them with my hair very slowly, gently, worshipfully, kissing them as I did, getting all of the 

dirt and dust off of them.  Then I brought out my perfume, and I began to pour that out too on His feet, 

rubbing them with my hands, filling the room with its beautiful aroma, hoping that somehow, in some 

way, this act of mine would bless Him. 

     Now as I was doing this, I knew that the Pharisees must be absolutely shocked that a prostitute would 

be treating Jesus in this way, and I could hear one of them getting into a heated debate with Jesus, and 

then Jesus stopped him and looked at me, and then said to the Pharisee, “Do you see this woman 

Simon?  I entered your house; you gave me no water for my feet, but she has bathed my feet with her 

tears and dried them with her hair.  You gave me no kiss, but from the time I came in, she has not 

stopped kissing my feet.  You did not anoint my head with oil, but she has anointed my feet with 

ointment.  Therefore, I tell you, her sins, which were many, have been forgiven, for she loved much.  But 

the person who has been forgiven little, loves little.”  I couldn’t believe during this entire conversation 

that Jesus would be speaking to a powerful religious leader like this Pharisee on my behalf, but then He 

looked at me and said, “Your sins are forgiven.” 

     I couldn’t believe my ears-my sins, forgiven?  I mean, Jesus had helped me to see that God could love 

me, but did He really have the power to forgive me?  Was it really possible that my sins, as numerous as 

they were, could all be forgiven?  I could tell that Jesus’ statement greatly upset the religious leaders 

there-they started talking and arguing among themselves, but Jesus just took my hand and simply said 



to me, “Your faith has saved you; go in peace.”  And with tears in my eyes, I grabbed my jug and left the 

house quickly. 

     It only occurred to me later that I had never heard a Pharisee tell anyone that their sins were 

forgiven-that was something that everyone knew could only be done by God.  So after that night, I gave 

up my life of being a prostitute and became part of the group that followed Jesus.  Over time, I heard 

people say that Jesus was the Messiah of Israel, the Christ, the Son of the Living God.  And I believed it.  

Because that night that He forgave me of my sins was the most important night of my life.  I experienced 

His healing that night, and I will never forget a moment of it as long as I live.  So I want to say to you this 

morning, that if you are feeling trapped in whatever way, for whatever reason, Jesus can bring healing 

into your life too.  Whatever it is that you are facing this morning, His healing hands are here for you.  

Praise be to His name, Amen. 

 

 


