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a script from 

“Voices of Advent: The Woman Who Washed His Feet with Tears” 
Love 

by 
Andrew Kooman 

 
 

What For the woman who washed Jesus’ feet with her tears, the advent of Jesus not 
only removed her stigma as a woman lost to sin, but set her free! This modern-
day monologue can be performed or read in-person or online. 
 
Part of the Voices of Advent series, the script will help your congregation 
reimagine a famous passage of the Bible and experience the miracle of 
Christmas with renewed wonder.  
 
Themes: Advent, Christmas, Love, Monologue, Miracles, Forgiveness, Grace, 
Relationships, Reader’s Theatre 

 
Who 1 female actor, mid 20s or older   
 
When The present moment 
 
Costumes 
and  
Props 

The actor can wear casual clothing. If you want to suggest the first century, the 
actor can be dressed in a long robe and wear a headscarf.  

 
Why Luke 7:36-50 

 
How Think of this character as a courageous survivor, cautious with others but 

strong. 
 
Time Approximately 3 to 4 minutes 
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Lights up, Actor addresses the audience.  

Have you ever had someone look at you with disgust?  

 It’s hard to describe because it can be so subtle. But you know it—
painfully, terribly know it—when it happens. 

Embody the following actions so that by the end of the description you stare at the 
audience with contempt. 

 They take in a breath, slowly, and as they do their body expands. 
Shoulders widen, neck elongates. Their nostrils flare.  

 For a moment you are the center of their world of thought. Not ignored. 
Not invisible. The focus. And this is what is so hard to describe, but you 
just know it when it happens: there’s that look.  

 It might be a slight nodding of the head. Or the jaw sets slightly to one 
side. The eyelids squint. Or the upper lip moves slightly as they bite the 
tip of their tongue 

 And there. (Snap of a finger) 

 With a blink, a flicker of contempt, your worth is assessed. 

 Not a single word is spoken between you but they’ve communicated as 
clearly as if they shouted it. “You’re disgusting!”  

 Dismissed. Disposable.  

 That’s a good word for it. I was always disposable to men. Especially the 
religious leaders.  

 Of course, there are words that come with these looks too, but they’re 
not worth repeating here. I’m sure you can imagine what they might call 
someone like me. A poor woman with no prospects. A woman without a 
husband. And a sinner at that. 

 I lived being looked at with disgust.  

 But, do you know what I feared most? More than whether I’d be able to 
eat from day to day. How I’d ever pay off my debts. Or what I’d have to 
do to make the money to pay those debts back? 

 More than anything I feared to look at Jesus because of the way that the 
Pharisees looked at me. 

 I could bear the look from those self-proclaimed religious men, even 
though their scorn caused me great pain. I learned to live with their 
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disgust. Most of us had to because there was nothing we could do to 
please them anyway.  

 You don’t have to be a scribe to understand that some of them threw 
their own shame upon me because it was their own acts toward me that 
made me a sinner in the first place! 

 I watched him, you know, from a distance. As he walked the outskirts of 
the city. Greeting children, touching the sick. Laughing with those set 
free of demons or cancer, even leprosy. He healed people of everything! 
It was incredible. And you didn’t have to be a religious person to see 
that Jesus was sent from God into the world. 

 But I kept my distance. Because, well, I couldn’t abide the thought of 
having the Messiah look at me in the same way that the Pharisees 
looked at me. If he was disgusted, I’d know it. If his famous love for the 
poor didn’t fall upon me, I’d see it.  

 I stayed away from him until I could no longer stay away. I had to know. 

 I. Will. Never. Forget. It. When Jesus first looked at me.  

 I walked through the crowd. Timid as a mouse. Trying to hide myself in 
the throng of people. But suddenly the crowd moved as he stood up 
and he turned and it seemed almost by chance that our eyes met. 

 And I don’t care what anyone else says. It was like that story from 
Joshua, when the sun stood still and time stopped and he just looked at 
me.  

 Our eyes locked. And the same man who told the famous parable about 
the shepherd who went looking for the one lost sheep was looking back 
at me. 

 There was no disgust. There was no disdain. I was seen. Really seen.  

 And my friends! He didn't look away. His eyes were full of love. He 
smiled with happiness to see me. Like I was a long-lost friend. 

 Somehow, he knew exactly who I was. Everything I’d done. The bad, the 
sin and the good too. And he didn’t look away.  

 He reached out his hand. He smiled and called me daughter. Not “a 
woman lost in sin.” None of the other names people always called me. 
But daughter. 

 And I think you’ve heard the rest of the story. I can’t believe how many 
people know it! About the alabaster jar of perfume. How I entered the 
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house where Jesus visited for a feast and how I washed his feet with my 
tears as I wept. 

 That was my first Christmas, right there in a forgotten town. He wasn’t a 
sweet babe, wrapped in swaddling clothes, lying in straw. The Jesus I 
met was a man surrounded by people who wanted his attention and 
help. Jesus met me in my forgottenness and shame and looked at me 
with love. 

If you are doing a candlelight service, this is the moment to light the candle. 

 At the house of Simon the Pharisee where I couldn’t restrain the love of 
God that changed my world in an instant. A pure love. A forgiving love. 
A love that set me free. 

 Today as you ponder the Advent, sisters and brothers, remember that 
Jesus sees you when he looks at you with love. 

Lights out. 

PURCHASE 
SCRIPT 

TO  
REMOVE 

WATERMARK  
AT 

SKITGUYS.COM 




