WINDOWS ON EASTER
Lenten Worship Series – Week 5
Window of Forgiveness – A Woman of the Night
March 21, 2021

	WORSHIP SERVICE OUTLINES
Each worship outline contains all elements needed for your worship service.  The order of each service presented is only a suggestion.  No doubt changes will be needed to accommodate the flow and worship style of your corps.  The outlines are flexible and allow opportunities to “cut and paste” as needed.  If you are blessed with instrumental or vocal music resources, you may find there is more structured material here than needed.  Sermon manuscripts are included as a sample and not to be preached verbatim.




	SB#89/HC#161 – O for a thousand tongues to sing (My Great Redeemer’s Praise)
	TB-75 – Grimsby
TB-59 – Azmon 
HC-161
	No CD
HTD3-T4 (4 vs.)
HCD15-T11

			Additional Optional Songs

	SB#241 – And can it be
	TB-445 – Sagina
	HTD4-T13 (4 vs.)

	SB#411 – Come in, my Lord, come in
	TB-162 – Diademata
HC-241
	HTD1-T8 (4 vs.)
HCD23-T11

	SB#421 – Have you been to Jesus for the cleansing power?
	TB-557 – Are you washed?
	HTD7-T2 (3 vs.)

	SB#451/HC#71 – Would you be free from your burden of sin? (Power in the Blood)
	TB-945 – Wonder-working power
HC-71 
	No CD

HCD6-T11

	SB#453 – Amazing grace!
	TB-57 – same
	HTD3-T2 (4 vs.)

	SB#456 – Dear Lord and Father of mankind
	TB-105 – Repton
	HTD8-T13 (3 vs.)

	SB#466/HC#105 – I stand amazed in the presence (How Marvelous!)
	TB-769 – My Savior’s love
HC-105
	HTD10-T8 (4 vs.)

HCD9-T15

	SB#504 – Lead us, heavenly Father, lead us
	TB-406 – Praise, my soul
	HTD2-T12 (3 vs.)

	SB#509 – O boundless salvation!
	TB-506 – My Jesus, I love Thee
	HTD2-T3 (4 vs.)



Window of Forgiveness

Call to Worship:
We reach for God in many ways.  Through our sculptures and our scriptures.  Through our pictures and our prayers.  Through our writing and our worship.  And through them He reaches for us.  His search begins with something said.  Ours begins with something heard.  His begins with something shown.  Ours, with something seen.  Our search for God and his search for us meet at windows in our everyday experience.  These are the windows of the soul.

She is a prostitute.  Her evenings are spent standing on a street corner, soliciting business; her mornings are spent sleeping in, nursing hangovers.  This woman of the night found in the Savior what she could never find on that street corner.  Forgiveness for her sins.  Salvation for her soul.  Peace for her heart.  
(Windows of the Soul, p. 17; Moments with the Savior, pp. 148, 152)
Psalm 103 says…
8 The Lord is compassionate and gracious, slow to anger, abounding in love.  9 He will not always accuse, nor will he harbor his anger forever; 10 he does not treat us as our sins deserve or repay us according to our iniquities.  11 For as high as the heavens are above the earth, so great is his love for those who fear him; 12 as far as the east is from the west, so far has he removed our transgressions from us.  (Psalm 103:8-12, NIV)

	HC#29 – Psalm 103
	HC-29
	HCD2A-T19

			Additional Optional Songs

	SB#409/HC#77 – Change my heart, O God
	TB-584 – same
HC-77
	No CD
HCD6-T17

	SB#418/HC#269 – Every day they pass me by (People Need the Lord)
	TB-797 – same
HC-269
	No CD
HCD25-T19

	SB#463 – I have no claim on grace
	TB-161 – Chalvey
	No CD

	SB#475 – Shackled by a heavy burden
	TB-651 – He touched me
	No CD

	SB#490 – Don’t assume that God’s dismissed you
	TB-656 – His love remains the same
	No CD

	SB#499 – It is Jesus I need
	TB-703 – It is Jesus
	HTD12-T9 (2 vs.)

	SB#502 – Jesus, tender lover of my soul
	TB-717 – Jesus, Thou art everything to me
	HTD5-T11 (4 vs.)

	SB#736/HC#102 – Tell me what to do to be pure (Whiter Than the Snow)
	TB-932 – same
HC-102
	HTD9-T19 (3 vs.)
HCD9-T12

	HC#123 – Shine on Us
	HC-123
	HCD11-T13

	SB#935/HC#203 – There are people hurting (They Need Christ)
	TB-886 – same
HC-203
	No CD

HCD19-T13



	Drama – Unforgivable? 



Choric Scripture – Luke 7:36-50
Jesus Anointed by a Sinful Woman

Reader 1:	36-40 Once a Pharisee named Simon invited Jesus to be a guest for a meal.  Picture this:

Just as Jesus enters the man’s home and takes His place at the table, a woman from the city—notorious as a woman of ill repute—follows Him in. She has heard that Jesus will be at the Pharisee’s home, so she comes in and approaches Him, carrying an alabaster flask of perfumed oil. Then she begins to cry, she kneels down so her tears fall on Jesus’ feet, and she starts wiping His feet with her own hair. Then she actually kisses His feet, and she pours the perfumed oil on them.

Simon:	[thinking] Now I know this guy is a fraud. If He were a real prophet, He would have known this woman is a sinner and He would never let her get near Him, much less touch Him . . . or kiss Him!

Jesus:		Simon, I want to tell you a story.

Simon: 	Tell me, Teacher.

Jesus: 	41 Two men owed a certain lender a lot of money. One owed 100 weeks’ wages, and the other owed 10 weeks’ wages. 42 Both men defaulted on their loans, but the lender forgave them both. Here’s a question for you: which man will love the lender more?

Simon: 	43 Well, I guess it would be the one who was forgiven more.

Jesus: 		Good answer.

Reader 1:	44-46 Now Jesus turns around so He’s facing the woman, although He’s still speaking to Simon.

Jesus:	Do you see this woman here? It’s kind of funny. I entered your home, and you didn’t provide a basin of water so I could wash the road dust from My feet. You didn’t give Me a customary kiss of greeting and welcome. You didn’t offer Me the common courtesy of providing oil to brighten My face. But this woman has wet My feet with her own tears and washed them with her own hair. She hasn’t stopped kissing My feet since I came in. And she has applied perfumed oil to My feet. 47 This woman has been forgiven much, and she is showing much love. But the person who has shown little love shows how little forgiveness he has received.

48 Woman, your sins are forgiven.

Simon:	[muttering] 49 Who does this guy think He is? He has the audacity to claim the authority to forgive sins?

Jesus:		50 Woman, your faith has liberated you. Go in peace.
(Luke 7:36-50, The Voice)

	SB#736/HC#102 – Tell me what to do to be pure (Whiter Than the Snow)
	TB-932 – same
HC-102
	HTD9-T19 (3 vs.)
HCD9-T12

	Additional Optional Songs

	SB#445 – Turn your eyes upon Jesus
	TB-994 – same
	No CD

	SB#467 – If human hearts are often tender
	TB-17 – How much more
	HTD1-T13 (3 vs.)

	SB#409/HC#77 – Change my heart, O God
	TB-584 – same
HC-77
	No CD
HCD6-T17

	SB#416 – Enter, enter right into my heart, Lord
	TB-606 – Enter, Enter
	No CD

	SB#418/HC#269 – Every day they pass me by (People Need the Lord)
	TB-797 – same
HC-269
	No CD
HCD25-T19

	SB#463 – I have no claim on grace
	TB-161 – Chalvey
	No CD

	SB#475 – Shackled by a heavy burden
	TB-651 – He touched me
	No CD

	SB#490 – Don’t assume that God’s dismissed you
	TB-656 – His love remains the same
	No CD

	SB#499 – It is Jesus I need
	TB-703 – It is Jesus
	HTD12-T9 (2 vs.)

	SB#565/HC#89 – All I once held dear, built my life upon (Knowing You)
	TB-725 – same
HC-89
	No CD
HCD7-T19

	HC#123 – Shine on Us
	HC-123
	HCD11-T13



[Please print Congregational Prayer in bulletin]
Congregational Prayer:

Leader:	Lord, forgive me for all the sins I have committed.  For how I have attracted attention to myself.  For how I have compromised my character.  For how I have cheapened my life and the lives of others.

All:		My debt is great, O Lord.

Leader:	Forgive me for all the times I have been pharisaical.  For when I have judged someone’s heart by the clothes they have had on.  For when I have looked down on someone who was worshiping you in a way that was different from my way.  For all the tearless times I have entertained your presence.

All:		My debt is great, O Lord.

Leader:	Forgive me the sins I have committed, which, like the prostitute’s, are many.  Forgive me the opportunities to serve you that I have neglected, which, like the Pharisee’s, are also many.

All:		My debt is great, O Lord.

Leader:	Help me to realize the extent of that debt so I may appreciate the extent of your graciousness in canceling it, and love you all the more…Amen.
(Moments with the Savior, p. 153)

	Children’s Moment – Expensive Perfume



Missionary Moment for World Services/Self-Denial
For World Services/Self-Denial information, see the “Goals for a Brighter Future” resources at:  https://centralmissions.org/gfbf/ 

Announcements and Offering

Testimony of Faith – [Choose someone from the congregation who can testify on this theme.]

Message – Window of Forgiveness – A Woman of the Night

	SB#439/HC#139 – There is a message
	TB-879 – same 
HC-139
	No CD
HCD12-T19

			Additional Optional Songs

	SB#419 – Father of love, of justice and of mercy
	TB-675 – I bring Thee all
	No CD

	SB#436 – Softly and tenderly Jesus is calling
	TB-590 – Come Home!
	No CD

	HC#160 – I Surrender
	HC-160
	HCD14-T20

	HC#173 – In this quiet moment
	TB-186 – same
HC-173
	No CD
HCD16-T13

	HC#179 – Come to Jesus
	HC-179
	HCD16-T19

	SB#409/HC#77 – Change my heart, O God
	TB-584 – same
HC-77
	No CD
HCD6-T17

	SB#416 – Enter, enter right into my heart, Lord
	TB-606 – Enter, Enter
	No CD

	SB#463 – I have no claim on grace
	TB-161 – Chalvey
	No CD

	SB#475 – Shackled by a heavy burden
	TB-651 – He touched me
	No CD

	SB#490 – Don’t assume that God’s dismissed you
	TB-656 – His love remains the same
	No CD

	SB#499 – It is Jesus I need
	TB-703 – It is Jesus
	HTD12-T9 (2 vs.)

	SB#502 – Jesus, tender lover of my soul
	TB-717 – Jesus, Thou art everything to me
	HTD5-T11 (4 vs.)

	SB#503 – Just as I am
	TB-424 – Just as thou art
	HTD1-T15 (4 vs.)

	SB#506/HC#24 – Lord, you know that we love You
	TB-950 – You know that we love You!
HC-24
	No CD

HCD2A-T14

	SB#565/HC#89 – All I once held dear (Knowing You)
	TB-725 – same
HC-89
	No CD
HCD7-T19

	SB#769 – Jesus, see me at Thy feet

HC#98 – Nothing but Thy Blood
	TB-289 – Nothing but Thy blood
HC-98
	HTD11-T7 (4 vs.)

HCD8-T18

	SB#736/HC#102 – Tell me what to do to be pure (Whiter Than the Snow)
	TB-932 – same
HC-102
	HTD9-T19 (3 vs.)
HCD9-T12

	HC#123 – Shine on Us
	HC-123
	HCD11-T13



Benediction:
Heavenly Father,
So great is Your love for the world…it’s beyond all comprehension.
So great is Your love…that You sent Your beloved Son to die so that we who believe in Him might live forever with You.
So great is Your love…lavished upon us, that we may be called your children.
So great is Your love…that nothing in all creation can take it away from us. 
“Amazing love! How can it be that Thou, my God, shouldst die for me?
(The NIV Worship Bible, p. 1426)

	SB#241 – And can it be that I should gain
	TB-445 – Sagina
	HTD4-T13 (4 vs.)

			Additional Optional Songs

	SB#819/HC#202 – O Church, arise 
	TB-777 – same
HC-202
	No CD
HCD19-T12

	SB#89/HC#161 – O for a thousand tongues to sing (My Great Redeemer’s Praise)
	TB-75 – Grimsby
TB-59 – Azmon 
HC-161
	No CD
HTD3-T4 (4 vs.)
HCD15-T11

	SB#261/HC#99 – Lord, the light of your love is shining (Shine, Jesus, Shine)
	TB-822 – same
HC-99
	No CD
HCD8-T19

	SB#349 – Yet once again, by God’s abundant mercy
	TB-494 – Pilgrims
	HTD5-T16 (3 vs.)

	SB#509 – O boundless salvation! 
	TB-506 – My Jesus, I love Thee
	HTD2-T3 (4 vs.)





	[bookmark: _Hlk42803555]Lent 2021 Week #5

	DRAMA
Unforgiveable?
By Martyn Scott Thomas
© Copyright 2020 by Martyn Scott Thomas. All rights reserved. Used by permission.

	Topic:
	Forgiveness

	Scripture:
	Luke 7:36-50

	Synopsis:
	An unworthy woman seeks forgiveness.

	Characters:
	Jane Doe – a woman in her late 20s with a poor reputation

	Props/Costumes:
	Dirty clothes, unkept hair, and a small jar or vase.

	Setting:
	Bare stage.

	Running time:
	3 minutes



[Jane enters with her head down, clutching a small jar to her chest. She speaks softly, occasionally looking up but not making direct eye contact with anyone.]

Jane:	You may know my story, but you don’t know my name. But that’s okay because most people never ask my name. They know who I am, or at least know women like me, and to them my name’s not important. They know me by my labels – sinful, immoral, ill repute, [pausing] prostitute.

	Go ahead and judge me if you want. I know who I am and what I do. It doesn’t mean I’m proud of that fact, but when you live on the streets, you do what you have to do to survive.

	I wasn’t always like this. I was once somebody’s daughter, somebody’s granddaughter. But as I grew from little girl to young woman, I found that I was more and more attracted to boys. And they were attracted to me.

	Jewish girls weren’t supposed to act that way. They weren’t supposed to flirt with a boy, or talk and laugh with a boy, or be alone with a boy. But I didn’t care. I wasn’t really doing anything wrong. At least, not until I met Samuel.

	He was charming, and funny, and handsome. All the girls looked at him – I wasn’t alone. But I was the one that he looked at. I was the one that he talked to. I was the one he laughed with. I was the one. We soon found ways that we could be alone. It was innocent at first, just talking about anything and everything, but as time went on things got more serious. He asked me to be his wife.

	Even though our engagement was legally binding, it still wasn’t marriage. One night we got a little carried away. I didn’t mind because we were so in love and we would soon be man and wife. But then I was late. A week, two weeks, a month. I realized I was pregnant. I was a little scared, but I knew Samuel loved me. This wasn’t what we had planned, but I knew we would work it out. I was wrong.

	In our culture to be pregnant before marriage was sin. Even so, I thought Samuel would stand by me. Instead he became very angry, blaming me for our situation. He called me all sorts of names – names that I hear every day now. And then, he divorced me, officially ending our engagement. I never saw him or heard from him again. I was pregnant, unmarried, and all alone. I had to tell my parents. Surely, they would understand.

	[lowers head again] They didn’t physically kick me out of the house, but they made it clear that I was no longer welcome. How could I bring so much disgrace to our family? All around town I became that girl. I was the one everyone talked about but didn’t talk to. I was the one every parent told their young daughters not to be like. I was eighteen, pregnant and alone. [pause] I had a baby girl nine months later. She was the most beautiful thing I have ever seen. I tried to take care of her on my own, but it became too much. I asked my parents if they would take care of her and they agreed but said that I couldn’t be part of her life. I haven’t seen her or them since. That was 10 years ago.

	So here I am. I’m still that girl – or is it that woman? The one that people talk about, but don’t talk to – unless they want what I’m selling. Even then it’s just business. Nobody really knows me. Nobody really wants to. They use me as much as I use them. It’s just money to me. Like I said – whatever it takes.

	But no more. I can’t go on like this. I can’t do this anymore. I need a new start. But how?

	I heard about this man from Galilee – Jesus. They say he helps people, especially people that no one else will help. He helps them escape their past and get a new start. I don’t know how he does it, and I don’t really care. At this point, I really don’t have many options. [holds up jar] This perfume is all I have to my name. It may not look like much, but it’s pretty expensive – the one luxury I’ve allowed myself. I plan to find this man, fall at his feet, and offer him the only thing of value I have. What’s the worst that can happen?



WINDOWS ON EASTER
Children’s Moment – Week 5
Window of Forgiveness – Expensive Perfume
March 21, 2021

by Kristin Schmidt (adapted by Martyn Scott Thomas)
                     https://ministry-to-children.com/jesus-anointed-childrens-sermon/

Scripture:  John 12:1-8

Props needed:  small bottle of perfume.

[The Narrator should call the children of the congregation forward and have them sit around his/her chair.]

Narrator:	Good morning! I have a question for you: what is the most expensive thing you can think of? [allow the children to answer]

Yes, those things might cost a lot. Here’s another question: if someone handed you a whole bunch of money, what do you think you’d like to buy? [allow the children to answer] Those things sound great.

Sometimes it seems like people pay a lot of money for things that shouldn’t cost all that much. For example, perfume. Now I have here a little bottle of perfume that costs more than I would like to have spent for a few ounces of smelly liquid, but there are other types of perfume that cost a lot more money.

For example, there’s this one called “Joy” that is $800 for one ounce. It uses 10,000 jasmine flowers and 336 roses in every tiny bottle. There’s another brand called “Clive Christian number one” and it is over $2,000 just for an ounce! It also has aromas of bergamot, natural gum resin, orris, vanilla, sandalwood, and extracts of ylang ylang – whatever all of that is. Oh, and then there is “Chanel Grand Extrait” which is $4,200 per ounce. This seems a little outrageous, if you ask me.

In the Bible story today, there is a woman who brought some perfume to Jesus. It was one of the most expensive perfumes in the world. This woman poured it on Jesus’s feet, and wiped it up with her hair. She was willing to give a costly ointment for the One she knew was the Messiah. Judas, one of the disciples, criticized her for wasting such an expensive item, but Jesus defended her actions and reminded everyone that He was worth more than money.

What can we learn from this passage? We can learn that all the fancy things and all of the money in the world aren’t worth anything compared to Jesus. We need to be willing to give everything for Him, because He gave everything for us. That’s worth celebrating!

Let’s pray. Dear Jesus, you are worth more than all riches in the world. Help us to remember that and to always put you first in our lives. Thank you for loving us. Bless us today. Amen
	
			I’ll see you back here next week.  [dismiss the children]


WINDOWS ON EASTER
[bookmark: _GoBack]Lenten Sermon Helps – Week 5
Window of Forgiveness – A Woman of the Night
March 21, 2021

Scripture:  Luke 7:36-50

[Material from Moments with the Savior by Ken Gire, pp. 148-153]

[bookmark: _Hlk42773744]She is a prostitute.  Her evenings are spent standing on a street corner, soliciting business; her mornings are spent sleeping in, nursing hangovers.

She drinks with her lovers to get her through the evening.  She drinks alone when they have gone.  Until at last she drinks herself to sleep.  For her, the wine isn’t a beverage; it’s a painkiller.  It makes her numb.  And numb is the best she can hope to feel.

It is dusk and once again she pours herself a drink.  She lies a moment on her bed and stares at the ceiling, her thoughts mingling with the aromatic spices that are pressed between the layer of her sheets.

How many times has she lain there with a man, staring at that same ceiling, pretending to enjoy herself, pretending she was not only wanted but needed and—in her wildest of fantasies—loved?

But she realizes she was wanted for only one thing, needed for only a night, and loved not at all.

She sighs as she gets up to get ready for still another night.  Around her neck she puts a necklace from which hangs a small, alabaster jar of perfume.  She fixes her hair seductively, drapes a few tawdry scarves around her shoulders, smears some color onto her face, and puts on a pair of spangled earrings.

She goes out to her customary corner, where she takes the vial of perfume and dabs a little on her neck.  She has met all manner of men on that corner, from shopkeepers to those who tax them to those who receive their tithes.

They want to stay with her at night, but by morning they are gone.  Men.  They’re all alike.

Or so she thinks until she meets Jesus.

She meets him on his way to a dinner engagement.  As he approaches her corner, she counts on her perfume to lure him.  In case it doesn’t, she brushes a hand against her earrings to catch his eye.

But his eyes do not follow the contours of her body.  Instead, they look beneath the spangles and the scarves to see what it is that brings her to this street corner night after night.

She feels his eyes pressed hard against the hollow contours of her soul, and in uncharacteristic modesty, she pulls a scarf over her face.

He speaks to her, and in a moment she realizes he must be a prophet.  How else could he discern her silent shame?  How else could he know her secret longings?

He tells her that the love she longs for is not on that street corner.  He tells her about a love so pure it can wash away all her sin, no matter how unsightly the stain or how permanent it may seem on the surface.  It is the love of God.  And it is hers for the asking.

She listens in veiled silence.  After a few more words Jesus leaves for his appointment.  In his absence she drops her veil.  A spade of conscience digs at her heart.  She gropes for her chest, but all she feels is the cold alabaster jar nestled in her bosom.

The thought that anyone could love her like that—let alone God—overpowers her.  She falls to her knees, pleading for this forgiveness, begging to know this love.

She gets up, disoriented, and runs down the street.  She accosts people to ask if they have seen Jesus, if they know where he went.  She scours the streets, the alleyways, but the night seems to have enveloped him.  After an anxious half hour of searching, she finds someone who thinks he saw Jesus go into Simon’s house.

She arrives at the Pharisee’s house, breathless, her heart beating against her ribs like a suddenly caged bird.

From the open doorway she sees soft mats bordering a low table where guests are reclining, propped on their elbows.  The servants are busy filling goblets and replenishing trays of food, so she’s able to slip into the room unnoticed.

She approaches the table reverently and stops at the feet of him who is now her Savior.

Suddenly, everybody’s attention turns to her: “Look what the cat dragged in”… “A sinner in Simon’s house?” … “This ought to be interesting.”

Self-consciously she clutches the small alabaster jar dangling from her neck, then collapses, sobbing in a heap of scarves.  She buries her face in the Savior’s feet, showering them with the love that spills from her eyes.

Simon sits up.  The moment is awkward for the host.  He knows the woman’s reputation.  If Jesus were a prophet, he reasons, he would know too.  And if Jesus were a righteous man, he would certainly send her away with a good scolding.

But Jesus neither scolds her nor sends her away.

Wiping her eyes the woman sees the mess her tears have made as they’ve mixed with the dust on his feet.   She untresses her hair to clean them and to dry them.  As she does, she kisses them.  
Hair that was once used to seduce is now used to serve.  Kisses that were once for sale are now freely given away.

Then, as if to cleanse Jesus of her unworthy kisses, she opens her vial of perfume and pours the sweet fragrance over his feet.

The scent fills the room and thoughts run through Simon’s mind so fast they almost trip over themselves.  How scandalous.  How can Jesus let her carry on that way?  Doesn’t he know who she is?

Jesus proves himself to be a prophet, not by discerning the morals of the woman but by discerning the mind of the host.  He clears up the confusion in Simon’s mind with a parable.

“Two men owed money to a certain moneylender.  One owed him five hundred denarii, and the other fifty.  Neither of them had the money to pay him back, so he canceled the debts of both.  Now which of them will love him more?”

“I suppose,” concedes the Pharisee with some reluctance, “the one who had the bigger debt canceled.”

But the debt Jesus calls into account is not the prostitute’s; it’s the Pharisee’s.

“I came into your house.  You did not give me any water for my feet, but she wet my feet with her tears and wiped them with her hair.  You did not give me a kiss, but this woman, from the time I entered, has not stopped kissing my feet.  You did not put oil on my head, but she has poured perfume on my feet.”

The forgiveness that has been lavished on this woman is evidenced by the love she has lavished on Jesus.  Tears, hair, kisses, perfume.  Tokens of her love.  Testimonies of her forgiveness.

This woman of the night found in the Savior what she could never find on that street corner.  Forgiveness for her sins.  Salvation for her soul.  Peace for her heart.  And the love she so desperately longed for.  Love that would be with her not just for the night…but forever.

Prayer

Forgive me for all the ways I have prostituted my life.  For how I have attracted attention to myself.  For how I have compromised my character.  For how I have cheapened my life and the lives of others.

My dept is great, O Lord.

Forgive me for all the times I have been pharisaical.  For when I have judged someone’s heart by the clothes they have had on.  For when I have looked down on someone who was worshiping you in a way that was different from my way.  For all the tearless times I have entertained your presence.

My debt is great, O Lord.

Forgive me the sins I have committed, which, like the prostitute’s, are many.  Forgive me the opportunities to serve you that I have neglected, which, like the Pharisee’s, are also many.

My debt is great, O Lord.

Help me to realize the extent of that debt so I may appreciate the extent of your graciousness in canceling it, and love you all the more…
(Moments with the Savior, pp. 148-153)


[Material from Windows of the Soul by Ken Gire, pp. 177-182]

My life as a writer started with writing children’s books.  A More Congenial Spot was the first book for an adult reader that I started.  The first one I finished was Intimate Moments with the Savior.  I was working in California, co-authoring Bible study guides, when the printer sent us the final copy of the page layout before it went to print.  After lunch I was told by the rights and permissions department it would cost fifteen hundred dollars to use one of the quotes in the study guide.  It was a beautiful quote, and I hated not to use it, but I knew the budget was tight, so I opted to replace it.  But the quote was almost a page in length, and I couldn’t find anything that would fit.  

By five o’clock I had to have something on that page.  The only way I could think to solve the spacing problem was to write a poem of my own.  That way I could make it just the right length to replace the other one.

The subject of the study-guide lesson was Mary breaking an alabaster vial of perfume and anointing Jesus during the week when He was taken away to be crucified.  So that is where I start, looking through a window at the home of Simon the Leper, where Mary and Martha, Lazarus, Jesus, and His disciples were all gathered.

Jesus Anointed at Bethany
14 Now the Passover and the Festival of Unleavened Bread were only two days away, and the chief priests and the teachers of the law were scheming to arrest Jesus secretly and kill him. 2 “But not during the festival,” they said, “or the people may riot.”
3 While he was in Bethany, reclining at the table in the home of Simon the Leper, a woman came with an alabaster jar of very expensive perfume, made of pure nard. She broke the jar and poured the perfume on his head.

4 Some of those present were saying indignantly to one another, “Why this waste of perfume? 5 It could have been sold for more than a year’s wages and the money given to the poor.” And they rebuked her harshly.
6 “Leave her alone,” said Jesus. “Why are you bothering her? She has done a beautiful thing to me. 7 The poor you will always have with you, and you can help them any time you want. But you will not always have me. 8 She did what she could. She poured perfume on my body beforehand to prepare for my burial. 9 Truly I tell you, wherever the gospel is preached throughout the world, what she has done will also be told, in memory of her.” (Mark 14:1-9, NIV)

With a five o’clock deadline heating up, I was tearing off my fingernails an anxious bite at a time.  I jotted notes on a legal pad, picked up a word here, a phrase there, discarded some of the things, set others aside.

As I worked, I found myself slipping into the story, sitting among the disciples as they watched Mary, catching their reaction in the corner of my eye, then turning to Jesus to catch His.  What did Mary see about Him that day that the disciples didn’t?  What did He see about her that they didn’t?

For a long time, nothing.  Then something deep inside seeped to the surface, rimming my eyes with sudden emotion.

And suddenly I have the right eyes.

Tearful eyes.

And through the blur of those tears, everything, paradoxically, became clear.

After two hours I finished typing the final draft, sent it down tour typesetter who space it on the page sent it out to the printer, just in time.  The following vignette is what I wrote.

Broken Vases

The aroma of extravagant love
So pure.  So lovely.
Flowing from the veined alabaster vase
   of Mary’s broken heart—
A heart broken against the hard reality 
   of her Savior’s imminent death.
Mingled with tears, the perfume became—
   by some mysterious chemistry of Heaven—
Not diluted but more concentrated,
Potent enough behind the ears of each century
   for the scent to linger to this day.
Doubtless, the fragrance, absorbed by his garment,
   as it flowed from his head,
Accompanied Christ through the humiliation of his trials,
the indignity of his mockings.  
the pain of his beatings,
the inhumanity of his cross.
Through the heavy smell of sweat and blood,
A hint of this fragrance must have arisen 
   from his garment—
Until, at shameful last, the garment was stripped
   and gambled away.
And maybe, just maybe, it was that scent
   amid the stench of humanity rabbled around the cross,
   that gave the Savior the strength to say:
“Father, forgive them, for they know not what they do.”

And as Mary walked away from the cross,
The same scent probably still lingered in the now-limp hair
   she used to dry the Savior’s feet—
A reminder of the love that spilled
   from his broken alabaster body.
So pure.  So lovely.
So truly extravagant.
It was a vase he never regretted breaking.
Nor did she.   
  
When I finished, I sat back and rested a moment in my chair.  Then something remarkable happened.  It was as if a fragrant whiff of Mary’s love had come through the open window of that page and breezed through the stuffy rooms of my heart with such potency, I could almost smell it.

Since I am a writer and since writing occupies so much of my time, I tend to sense God speaking more often in that area of my life than others, but maybe that’s just because that’s the area of my life when I am the most attentive.  All I know is, He meets me there.

He also met the wise men there, where they worked.  In the night skies with a sudden star.  He met the shepherds there.  In their fields as they kept watch over their sheep.  And He met me there too.  In my office as I watched over my words to meet a five o’clock deadline.

He met me there and brought me to a window in the Scriptures and showed me an intimate moment that Mary had with the Savior.  It was a moment so pure and so lovely it brought tears to my eyes.

And something else.

It brought a project I would end up spending the next six years of my life writing, a series of devotional books about the life of Christ that began with Intimate Moments with the Savior.

Going from Texas to California, you have to pass through Death Valley.  Going from A More Congenial Spot to Intimate Moments with the Savior, I had to pass through a Death Valley of my own.  

It’s not the route I would have chosen.  But it was the route God used to take me from a more congenial spot in my relationship with Him to a place that was a more intimate one.  
(Windows of the Soul, pp. 177-182)



