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“Pouring out kindness and justice”
Luke 7:36-8:3
“What is she like?” I asked.  “Oh,” he replied, “she is a bit of a fox.”
I thought about what he said for a split second.  I knew that at 16 months old he was hardly talking about how his daughter looked – as in foxy.  “She’s sly,” he explained. “She’s good at figuring you out and getting her way.”

With a bit of a grin he added, “She’s clever.”

“Hmmm,”  I wonder where she got that from?” I asked as I watched his grin linger a bit.
He proceeded to say other things about her.  “She’s fearless.  She's not afraid of anything.  If she sees something she’ll head straight for it.  She's smart and cute, funny and crazy.  There have been times when we have asked her to do something and she would simply say, ‘No!’ let out a laugh and then wait to watch the startled look she would see on our faces.”
When his voice broke and his lips began to quiver, it caught me by surprise.  “She’s my girl,” he said choking back his tears.  “She’s my girl.”

In that moment I heard and I saw a father’s love for his child.  It was an honest expression of a love overflowing – without conditions, without expectations, without judgments.  While some may argue that it hardly seems appropriate to compare the tears of a father for his child with the tears of the kind of woman who bathed the feet of Jesus with her tears, there is for me an honest expression of love overflowing in both instances. 
 The Gospel According to Luke shows a deep concern for religious and social outcasts.  As a disciple and apostle, Luke wanted to proclaim the significance of the inclusion of all people in God’s reign.  Such a proclamation meant outreach to outcast shepherds in the Christmas story and to a convicted criminal and crucifying soldiers at the cross.

It meant outreach to cheating Rome-collaborating tax collectors like Zacchaeus and despised Samaritans.  It meant outreach to women and children and to sinners who did not keep all the religious rules.  (The Word & You, Nan Duerling, Volume 1, Year C, United Church Press, Cleveland, Ohio, 1997, page 195).

The story in our reading today about the woman as well as other women including Mary Magdalene, Joanna, Chuza, Susanna, and others reflects Luke’s concerns.  What precedes our reading for this morning is how Jesus got in trouble with religious leaders for eating with tax collectors and sinners (Luke 7:34).  These latter received the baptism of repentance and forgiveness from John the Baptist; the religious leaders rejected it (Luke 7:29-30).

Today’s reading provides us with the contrast between a religious man and a woman at a meal.  Our story makes clear that Jesus did not hesitate to accept dinner invitations with religious leaders (Luke 14:1) nor did he hesitate to include them in his company, but he also did not hesitate to challenge their exclusiveness (Luke 14:7-14); their tendency to think themselves better then others.
Jesus made such a challenge to Simon after accepting his invitation to eat with him.  At first one can hardly fault Simon for being upset with the woman who manages to invite herself to the dinner.

The woman is not the only one to violate the hospitality extended by Simon to Jesus and others.  Although Jesus turns to the woman at one point and speaks to her, everything he says even to her is directed to Simon, his host, and to those gathered around the table.
But what transpires between the woman and Jesus is an honest expression of love made possible by the transforming power of forgiveness.  At first Simon and the others who were present at the dinner table were unable to comprehend what happened.
It may be that they were distracted, even embarrassed by the woman as she bathed Jesus' feet with her tears, dried them with her hair, kissed his feet, and anointed them with oil.  It is likely that someone may have said, “My God, does this woman have no shame?  Is she completely without modesty?  Doesn’t Jesus know the kind of despicable sinner she is?”

Simon expected that Jesus would know what kind of a woman she was and reject her.  But Jesus told Simon a story that forced him to answer for himself a question about the respective love of two debtors whose debts were cancelled (Luke 7:40-43).  In responding as he does, Simon becomes aware of his own callous response to the woman and her way of expressing love.
Jesus went on to say something that was probably very difficult for Simon to hear.  “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” (Luke 7:44-46).

Her love for Jesus was in response to Jesus’ forgiveness.  It is something that troubled Simon’s friends.  After all, they believed only God can forgive sins.  Jesus is able to forgive sins not by his own authority but by God’s authority.

He called the woman’s loving response “faith” (Luke 7:50).  By saying “Yes” to God’s forgiveness she was made well and whole and she could “go in peace.”  

There is a part of me that has come to believe that by saying “Yes” to God’s forgiveness she was not only acknowledging what she may have said or done by her own volition.  She was not only confessing to her own shortcomings, she was also casting off whatever Simon or others may have said or done to cause her hurt and pain.  It was time for her to forgive them.

That is the lesson for us today.  By receiving God’s forgiveness for ourselves we are then able to forgive others and to pour out kindness and justice so that all of us may be made well and whole.
It was only a few years ago that I shared with you a story about my father – not my tütükane or grandpa who legally adopted me or my step-father who became a part of my life after my grandpa died – but my biological father.  I spoke with my mother the year before she died about my dad and wanted to know why they never married.

My mother explained, “Your father’s parents decided since I was not Japanese, it was best for your dad and me not to get married.  That’s how it was back then.”

“We would have gotten married,” my mother added.  “We were both adults, but his parents said no and they moved away to another island.”

Up until four years ago I found it difficult to forgive my dad for what happened.  Whenever I would press my mother for a reason or an answer as to why dad never said anything, all she could say was, “That’ how it was back then.”

After my dad moved to another island he married a Japanese girl almost immediately and in the years that followed he and his wife had a son and two daughters.   I met my youngest half-sister in 2003. She lives here on Maui.   Since then I’ve also met my half-brother and his wife and my other half-sister’s son.
But before meeting any of them, my youngest half-sister and I spent one of our visits exchanging photographs.  I showed her pictures of my three brothers and one sister and said, “These are your half-brothers and half-sister.”

When my sister showed me photographs of her brother and sister, I was startled to see that the sister in Oregon married a haole and the brother in Nevada married a Pilipino.  I have not yet told my sister about what it meant for me to see what had happened in the family.

After years of feeling rejected by my own biological father I heard a loud inner voice say, “Good for you, dad.  I know your mom and dad decided that it was best for you not to marry mom because she wasn’t Japanese.  Thank God, you did not let that get in the way of the choices your son and daughter

made for themselves.”
It may be that I am giving him credit where credit may not be due.  The truth may be that my half-brother and half-sister made their own decisions.  It may be that they went against whatever he may have felt or thought.  At this point it doesn’t matter to me if he was able to support them in their choices or not, or whether he was able to be happy for them.  What matters is that I’ve finally been able to forgive him!
Thank God!  Thank God, indeed! 
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