
Whatever it takes! 

BECAUSE YOU’RE WORTH IT!! 

 

When I was a kid there was a story we all thought was really funny in our 

church youth group. It was a poem about the soap seller.  There was a man 

whose job it was to sell soap, so he went around trying to sell soap and got 

people to buy soap!  He was a believer in soap, of course, which is precisely 

why he went around trying to get others to buy it.  He believed in soap, in the 

power of soap, in the benefits of soap – and he wanted others to know them 

too.  Actually he wanted others to believe in soap as he himself believed in 

soap.   

He wasn’t the only person who believed – he was part of a community of 

believers.  Yes, there were others like him who believed in the power of soap, 

in the benefits of soap.  The soap seller and his community would have 

meetings together.  These meetings were for the worship of soap. They would 

sing heartily to froth the lather almighty.  They would sing songs to his 

almighty sud.  They would sing songs like Oh Camay ye faithful.  The soap seller 

would leave these meetings to go and stand on his soap box to expound the 

benefits of soap.  He wanted everybody to know that soap could make you 

clean. 

It didn’t matter how dirty you got, soap was the answer.  You could take soap 

with you, to the shower, you could take soap with you to the bath, it didn’t 

matter which soap you used. 

One day when out selling soap he pressed a bar into the hands of a bystander 

and said, “There! Try that in your palm olive!”  But her reply stunned the soap 

seller: “But which soap do you wash in?”  Completely taken aback: “Which 

soap do I use?  I’m the soap seller; I don’t actually have to wash in the stuff do 

I?” 

We all know that when something clean touches something dirty, the clean 

becomes dirty. And we all know that to become clean, we need to wash …in 



soap!  We might believe in the power of soap to make us clean. We might 

believe in the benefits of soap… but unless we wash in soap… we will never 

become clean. And we know, don’t we, that we all need to become clean. 

In the garden that evening, he wanted to walk with them in the cool of the day 

as he’d always done, but Adam and Eve were hiding.  He asked: “Where are 

you?  What have you done?”  What they had done was to become 

contaminated with pride: “You will be like God!”  They’d fallen for the lie, and 

now, contaminated, were hiding! 

God would set about making those he loves, clean again. Trouble with dirt 

though, as we know, is that it gets everywhere and, in the end everything 

becomes dirty, but God longs for us to be clean.  All the way through the story 

of God with his people in the Old Testament, God reaches out to make them 

clean.  God gave his people the law to live by and by so doing they could be 

clean.  They could offer sacrifices to make them clean.  Every year on the Day 

of Atonement, all the dirtiness of the people would be placed onto the goat 

that was to be taken far away into the desert… and the people were clean 

again! 

But the dirt gets everywhere, always. Jesus came to make what is dirty clean. 

All through his earthly life, Jesus made dirty people clean.  People then, as 

now, knew that when something dirty touched something clean, it was always, 

always the clean that became dirty. But with Jesus this changed – in fact Jesus 

reversed it. 

There’s a man who’s desperately been trying to hide from himself and his wife 

what he knows is happening: cuts that won’t heal; a grip that can no longer 

hold his tools; losing the sense of feeling in some fingers. It will ruin him and 

his family, and maybe he’s wrong, maybe it’s nothing but growing older, but 

when his wife confronts him with teary eyes he knows he’s got to face the 

truth.  It means he’ll have to leave: leave his home, his family, his wife, his son!  

And he knows he will never return, this is it!  He knows he’ll have to cover 

himself. She gives him the bell that says he’s coming, just in case people don’t 

spot him – as if that would happen!  He knows he’s destined to live as an 

outcast. He knows everyone will shout, “unclean, unclean” when they see him, 

and everyone will simply run away when they do!   



Leprosy is cruel in the extreme. But he’s heard of Jesus and that he can make 

the unclean – clean. So he hides again – this time right where Jesus will walk 

by. And before he can stop himself and talk himself out of it, he leaps in front 

of him as he passes the rock behind which he’s crouching.  The people 

immediately stagger back and as one chant, “Unclean unclean.” 

“Lord,” he says, “if you are willing, you can make me clean.”  Jesus, looking him 

in the eye, reaches out and touches him on the shoulder.  The gasp of the 

crowd can be heard miles away. And then Jesus says, gently, warmly, sincerely, 

“I am willing. Be clean!”  Just the words would have been enough. The 

touch...he’ll remember that!   

Jesus has been invited for dinner and because he’s a rabbi he’ll be a guest of 

honour. But the simple rules of etiquette, a greeting kiss, the washing of feet 

were stunningly ignored. A thoughtful host would provide anointing oil too. 

But no, not this time!  Everyone present notices what amounts to a deliberate 

slap in the face, but they all keep their heads down, except one. 

She’s standing in the courtyard, with others, watching.  It takes all her courage 

to be there since everyone knows who she is and what she does – probably a 

prostitute. But she must see Jesus…there’s something about him, something 

has touched her heart, something he’s said or done or maybe the way he is 

with people.  It’s strong enough in her for her to chance the dinner party in 

front of all these people, for she knows what it is to be despised, ignored, 

treated with contempt, to be the object others use.  No decent person would 

speak to her, welcome her or acknowledge her.  Doors only open at night, in 

secret and in shame. 

But she’s heard of Jesus and seen him, and she thinks maybe she can be clean 

too!  So, she makes her move...and is standing at Jesus feet. Now everyone is 

watching. She kneels to kiss his feet so that someone might welcome him. She 

looks up and sees Jesus’ eyes of love, not lust.  Her tears begin to fall; tears of 

sadness for what she’s done; tears of gratitude because of the offer of 

forgiveness; tears of joy for a whole new life ahead.  She can’t ask for a towel 

to dry Jesus feet, Simon would never give her one, so she lets down her hair!  

 A woman never, never lets her hair down in public. For a husband it was 

grounds for divorce if a wife did.  Everyone knows she’s let her hair down many 



times before, but this time she gets it right.  She has oil too, to make her 

professional work more pleasant. She pours it on Jesus feet – she won’t need it 

anymore. She pours her old life away.  She, today, has encountered Jesus love 

for her, and now she is clean for the first time!   

A crowd was not a good place for him, to be – he wouldn’t be safe, a punch in 

the kidneys, or something worse. But he had to see this man Jesus.  He was too 

short anyway to see if he was in a crowd, so he climbed a tree to get a better 

view – to get any kind of view, and maybe, just maybe, no-one would see him.  

To say they hated him was an understatement. To be a tax collector was to be 

hated – you’ve sided with the authorities and made people’s lives hard.  It also 

makes you a traitor – making hard lives harder and your own people’s lives 

harder.  To be a chief tax collector – well you are despised. Everyone knew you 

ran the franchise so you could cream whatever you wanted off the top.  

Everyone knew you were stealing outrageously from them and everyone knew 

there was nothing they could do except hate you, ignore you, and if you were 

in a crowd, maybe beat you up. Zacchaeus wasn’t expecting Jesus to stop, 

speak to him by name and invite himself to dinner.  Zacchaeus was considered 

to be like a germ and you can’t redeem a germ…can you?   

I’d love to have heard the conversation that day wouldn’t you?  What did Jesus 

say?  Maybe he said nothing, just being there was enough to show Zacchaeus 

he could be clean. And Zacchaeus was transformed: the dirty became clean. 

When Jesus met a man with leprosy; when Jesus met a prostitute; when Jesus 

met Zacchaeus, he was on his way to the cross.  As he walked on the earth, 

Jesus reversed the order of things and he made what was dirty, clean.  He 

longs for you to be clean, so he walked all the way to the cross, so you and I 

could be.  He loves you because he loves you because he loves you….. 

On the cross Jesus took on himself all the dirt that contaminates our lives and 

when he rose from the dead, he opened up the possibility of new life – clean 

hearts.  How’s your heart friends?  Easter tells us we can have clean hearts. 

The leper said “If you are willing, you can make me clean.”   

Easter, the cross, the empty tomb, shows just how willing he is that we might 

be clean.  So… how’s your heart? 



The dirt gets everywhere: 

 It gets into our relationships and spoils them 

 It gets into our thoughts and controls how we think 

 It gets into our homes and causes us pain 

It gets into our words and we say things we regret 

It gets into our actions and we do things that hurt others 

It gets into our character and we do selfish things 

It gets into our minds and we think we’re better than everyone else. 

It gets into our hearts and we hide the truth, and hide from the truth. 

 

The dirt allows our pride to grow and pride pulls us away from the love God 

has for us. 

When we live with the dirt, we live with the shame, the guilt, the pain that our 

choices, our actions, our words, our thoughts often bring us. 

When we live in the truth of the cross and the empty grave – Easter, we can be 

clean. But you actually have to wash in the stuff - to open your heart to the 

truth about Jesus and to come to the cross. 

So how’s your heart? 
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