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It’s a pretty direct set of questions that we confront in this unnamed woman in Luke 7.  We know 

nothing about her – not where she came from or who she is.  We don’t even know the nature of 

her of her errancy – we simply know that she is a ‘sinful woman.’  As she drops to her knees and 

humbles herself to the point of using her own hair to wash the feet of Jesus, however, she poses 

two very direct questions.  Do we truly understand the nature of that for which we have been 

forgiven?  If so, how would we respond? 

 

As I considered those questions, however, my mind was taken back to a story that dates back to 

the Summer Olympics of 2004.  Now, let me start by saying that I am a borderline obsessive fan 

of the Olympic Games.  I can’t really explain why, but I love the competition, the atmosphere, 

and the entire tradition that is the Olympiad.  There are times, I admit, that I find myself 

watching badminton, weightlifting, ping pong, biathlon and yes, a fair amount of curling.  

Without fail, by the time the second week of the Olympics rolls around, Sharon is crying out to 

watch something, anything, else.  And, by the time it’s over, I think she’s more than just a little 

glad that they only come around every two years! 

 

Every once in a while, then, something from the Olympics makes its way into a sermon – and 

that was the case with the story of Paul Hamm, 15 years ago now, who was the first ever 

American to win the individual gold medal for the all-around gymnastics competition.  It was 

what happened next as the competition ended, however, that grabbed the world’s attention.  

 

When Paul Hamm won, the Korean team claimed that the score of a Korean gymnast, on a 

certain apparatus, had been misjudged.  So, the officials went to the tape and it turned out they 

were right – the score had been misjudged and this Korean gymnast should have gotten a score 

that would have won him the gold medal.  In the face of that claim, then, the US camp also went 

to review the tapes, and found that, at a different point in the same competition, this very same 

Korean gymnast had an element that should have counted two tenths of a point against him.  

Those points were never deducted.  If you were to correct both errors, then, the Korean would 

have won no medal at all.  With the Koreans reviewing one portion the tape and making one 

claim, and the Americans reviewing another portion for another claim, it all got very complicated 
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and very messy, very quickly.  It was all reflective of the increasing challenge of slow-motion 

replay and the ability for those judges to see every little detail of what they had done wrong! 

 

Now, stick with me here, because there is a point in all of this, but translate that approach to the 

storybook version of our examination at the Pearly Gates.  Your time has come, and you find 

yourself at the gates to everlasting glory.  Peter meets you there and you immediately begin cite 

some of your moral high points in life.  After all, you were a nice person and you were dedicated 

to your family.  You not only gave money to your church, but you were active in helping the 

church.  You sang in the choir, or maybe you were a Deacon.  Perhaps you taught Sunday school 

or served on the Property Committee.  You explain that you helped out at the meal kitchen and 

homeless shelter, and you yammer on and on with the wonderful things you have done in life, 

the good person that you were and the moral standard that you set.  You are feeling pretty good 

about yourself as Peter replies, “Sounds good, let’s look at the tape!” 

 

Suddenly your own life is being viewed through instant replay.  As you witness your life in 

reverse you note that Peter is taking deductions as he goes along.  Your confident smile begins to 

fade as you realize that every mistake, every little discrepancy, when watched this closely, won’t 

be missed.  There’s a tenth of a point for each of those Sundays you decided to sleep instead of 

coming to worship.  There’s another tenth for each lie you told to your family or friends.  There’s 

no deduction, but you can see he’s not pleased when you look at the caller ID, see that it’s your 

mother calling, and decide not to pick up.  Two tenths are coming off each time you rush by a 

homeless person or shun somebody who is a little different.  Your jaw drops when you see a full 

half-point being deducted each time you felt God urging you in one direction, but decided to go 

your way instead.  Your score is dropping in a hurry, and you know in your mind that haven’t 

even reached the big stuff, the things you really regret. 

 

Before you know it, the review is at your birth.  Your score had dropped below zero before you 

ever got as far back as your college years, so there was simply no need to get into any of that.  

You have no idea what you’re in for.  You’re terrified, understandably.  Your score is non-

existent and you are convinced that you are doomed.  But, you notice that he hasn’t stopped the 

tape.  You see your parent’s life pass in a flash, then your grandparents, your great-grandparents 

– centuries are passing by in seconds and the tape doesn’t stop.  Suddenly, you see it.  The tape 

has spanned nearly 2,000 years, and there’s Jesus on a cross.  The tape pauses on that image for 

just a moment, and then rewinds just a little further.  You’re watching intently as the tape plays 

the scene of that upper room, and Jesus is seated with his disciples.  “Drink it, all of you.”  Jesus 

says.  “This is my blood, which seals God’s covenant, my blood poured out for many for the 

forgiveness of sins.” 

 

As those words echo through the skies, Peter looks to you, smiles, and the gates open wide.  You 

glance at your scorecard as you pass by, and all the deductions have disappeared.  You walk 

through that gate with a perfect score, and you enter into life-everlasting in the glory of God. 

 

It’s a powerful dichotomy that Luke paints for us with Simon the Pharisee hosting this party, and 

this woman who was a sinner weeping and washing Jesus’ feet.  One greets Jesus with modest 

interest and perfunctory etiquette.  The other drops to her knees in humble adoration in the face 

of understanding just how remarkable is the love he has shown.  Which one are you?  Do you 
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truly understand the nature of that for which we have been forgiven?  If so, how will you 

respond? 


