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JESUS AND THE SINFUL WOMAN  LUKE 7:36- 8:1 

 

1 
I invited him to my lunch party to make up the numbers.      

And because he was someone, everyone was talking about.     

I didn’t believe the stuff I had heard about him.       He was 

totally off beam.     I had no respect at all for him.       But I 

knew it would liven up my party.       I’d heard that he was a 

pretty smart cookie.      So I thought there might be some 

lively discussion      I told the servants not to wash his feet.    I 

didn’t want the other Pharisees to think that I approved of 

him.    My reputation was important to me and if they 

thought that, then I could be shunned by others.    

I went to the lunch party to see Jesus.    The other women 

would not look at me, or if they did, it was to glare at me.   I 

understood that they hated me.   Felt threatened by me.    

You see I was a prostitute.    I had slept with some of their 

husbands.        You have to understand.    I was not a guest at 

the party.     But anyone in the village could come and stand 

around the edge of the courtyard and listen to the spiritual 

leaders.       It was quite popular thing to do.     

I saw her on the edge of the courtyard.   I knew who she was.   

Scum.    Disgusting.   The village prostitute.      What did she 

think – that somehow she would learn something by coming.    

Get closer to God.    Ridiculous.   No hope for someone like 

her. 

I wasn’t always a prostitute.   My husband died a few years 

ago.   He had no family and mine had been killed a few years 

ago in the uprising.     Then the loan shark took our land.    I 

didn’t have any choice.  I had two kids to feed.  Hated it.  

Hated myself   I felt the shame every day.   The looks, the 

whispers.    But what could I do. 

The party was going really well, when suddenly I saw this 

movement out of the corner of my eye.   What was she 

doing?     Did she not know her place?     She was kneeling at 

Jesus feet.      People stopped talking.   They were staring.       

I was so angry.   I had planned this so carefully and now 

everyone was going  to be talking about this for the wrong 

reasons.    

I hadn’t planned on doing it.     It is just that I felt so 

overwhelmed with love, seeing him so close.    You see, I had 

been in the crowds on the mountain when Jesus was 

teaching.   I had seen him heal a blind man since he was a 

child.     In addition, as he taught something burned in my 

heart.   It was as if I felt there was hope that God had not 

given up on me.     It was as if somehow that God had not 

written me off.      I mean, it sounds somewhat soppy, but I 

actually felt loved and that God had a plan for me.      I had 

not been to the temple for years.    What was the point?   I 

was beyond saving.    Yet when Jesus spoke, I sensed hope.   

                                                           
 

The smell of perfume filled the room.      Alabaster.     

Beautiful smell.   Then she was crying all over him.    Letting  

down her hair.     The only time I had ever seen a woman with 

her hair down was when I was with my wife.   Only a 

prostitute would do something so shameful.   Disgusting.     I 

mean to do this in public at my party.      And as I sat there, I 

suddenly realized something with huge clarity. 

I suppose I just got lost in the moment.     It was as if there 

was no one else in the room but Jesus and me.    And I just 

wanted to tell Jesus how much he meant to me.   Don’t’ get 

me wrong.  I wasn’t in love with him  like that.   I knew that 

he came from God.    That he was sent from God to give me 

hope.    I’d seen how the host had treated Jesus.   All the 

other guests got foot washing and perfume.  But not Jesus.    

Did they not realize who he was?      

What did I realize in that  moment at the party?     In the 

midst of my social embarrassment at this scene.     That this 

man was no prophet.    He was not from God.   Because if he 

was, he would not let this    this woman, drape herself all 

over him.   Did he not realize who she was?    A prophet 

would have known.      What did she think she was doing?   In 

addition, what did Jesus think he was doing, letting this 

happen?     This was just so embarrassing.    

The perfume was in a little jar around my neck.    It was my 

life savings.  I wanted to honour this man.    For me it was an 

act of worship.      

Just when things could not get any worse, Jesus said he had 

something to tell me.         Told me this story of two men who 

owed someone money.   One man owed him lots of money   

and the other just a little bit.      The man decided to wipe off 

both debts, the little debt and the big debt.      As if anyone 

would do that.    Ridiculous story.     Then he says   well which 

man would love him more.      Not the hardest question in the 

world.  However, I sensed there was as a trick in this 

somewhere.   Jesus had a bit of a reputation for tricky stories.   

I said   well  I suppose  the one who had the most written off.  

But I didn’t get where Jesus was going.    

I heard the story Jesus told.    I knew what he was saying.  

Compared to the leaders at the table ,  I was the worst of the 

worst.     So I was the one with the huge debt.       Could God 

forgive me.     Could he really forgive me.   was that what the 

story meant.   

Jesus had the nerve to publically point out that I didn’t show 

him the courtesies that I did the other leaders.   He pointed 

out I didn’t get the servants to wash his feet,   and I didn’t 

greet him with a kiss.     Or anoint him with olive oil.    Well  I 

didn’t respect him that much.     Sure I invited him to the 



 

party.      But that didn’t mean I was going to show him that 

kind of reverence.   

 And then he looked at me and said these words.   Smiling.   

Love in his eyes.      Your sins are forgiven   you faith has 

saved you, go in peace    and I just felt this shame lift off me.     

I cannot describe what it felt like.     I was forgiven I was free.      

It was an overwhelming experience of grace.   Mercy.    

The people around me started talking about who Jesus 
thought he was, going around forgiving sins.     However, I was 
thinking about what Jesus had said before.    The person who 
is forgiven little only loves a little...    That rattled me.   I hadn’t 
gone around sinning like that woman had.     Did I need to sin 
more so that I could be forgiven more so I could love more?     I 
had lived a pretty good life.    I kept the commands.     I read 
the Law.   This just was really bothering me.   
 
I wound the party up early.   I just wasn’t in the mood for 
debate any more.     There was something that bothered me 
as I was with Jesus.    It was like he could read my mind.   It was 
like he could see into my heart.    I prided myself on being a 
good person.    And yet when I was with Jesus it was like he 
could see through me.     My need to impress others.  My desire 
for more money.    My secret fantasies       I’m not sleeping too 
well since that party.     Part of me wants to see Jesus again 
and part of me wants to run a mile from this guy.     
 
  
I have used a  bit of imagination to put ourselves in this story.      
Read it in Luke 7:36 – 8:1.   There are two central characters 
and Jesus.   
 
One who probably thought she could never be forgiven. 
One  who probably thought he did not need to be forgiven that 
much. 
 
There are two different responses to Jesus.        
 
The woman worshipped Jesus extravagantly.   She knew she 
had received so much    and her response was one of love and 
gratitude. 
 
We can’t worship extravagantly and we cant love 
extravagantly until we become aware of just how much God 
has loved us and done for us.   Here is the gospel in a nutshell.     
We are so far from God.   Yet God has poured out his love for 
us.   Cross is an outrageous act of love.     That God would come 
and die for us, his creation.  
 
We can’t love others extravagantly sacrificially until we know 
the security of knowing we are loved.     We can’t love others 
freely; we will always want something in return. 
 
Simon the Pharisees he invited Jesus to the party.    He was in 
the same room.     But he didn’t think he really needed Jesus.   
So his heart was not moved.     He didn’t treat Jesus with 
respect or reverence.    He treated Jesus with the minimum of 
respect possible.    
 
I wonder how often we treat Jesus like this as we come to 
worship.      We are in the same room, but we are not 
responding from an attitude of overwhelming love and 

gratitude.    We do not really feel that bad a person     I want 
Jesus in the room,   we want the benefits.       God help me.     
But we not coming what overflowing heart.    In fact, how often 
do we come to God and show him no respect at all.       
 
We turn up late to church.      We daydream and think about 
other stuff.  We ask God when we need something but forget 
about him the rest of the time.    We only worship God when 
we are at church but no other time.        We are not conscious 
that we are in the presence of the all-powerful holy God.     We 
minimize our sin.    
 
Maybe they are two extremes of response.     There is a bit of 
a paradox here.      We are not to rush out to be bad so we can 
be forgiven more.      However, the more we press into God I 
think two things happen.   We become aware of just how far 
short of God we are.     And we become aware of how much 
God loves us.    
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R E F LE C T I O N  +  D I S C U S S I O N  

1. How do you think you would have reacted if you 

were at the party?    

 

2. Have you ever thought critically about someone 

elses expression of worship?   What is behind this?  

 

3. What can we do if we  feel we have been forgiven 

little?  Ie we haven’t got a dramatic testimony of 

salvation from a bad past? 

 

4. What hinders you from fully expressing yourself in 

worship? 

 

5. What do you think became of this woman?   Do you 

think she stopped being a prostitute?      How could 

God offer her forgiveness when there seems little 

evidence of repentance? 

 

6. Are we guilty of not showing God respect in how 

we approach him?     In what ways might we be 

more like the Pharisee than we care to admit? 

 

7. What is God speaking to you about from this 

passage?  What do you need to do in response?    
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