
LOVE WINS 

The Widow and The Judge 

 

God loves you simply because he has chosen to do so. 

He loves you when you don’t feel lovely. 

He loves you when no one else loves you. 

Others may abandon you, divorce you and ignore you. 

But God will love you. 

Always. 

No matter what. 
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I’m not sure if it had a name, but if it did I was the one who named it!  Either 

way, I can’t remember its name.  I’m not sure when we first met either.  I’m 

guessing I would have been quite young, maybe before my dad died – so that 

would make me younger than 6.  But, to be honest, I don’t know for sure.  

Strangely though, I think I can remember the last time we met.  I would have 

been about 21.   

I went to Guernsey to stay with one of my friends from university.  We were 

both there, together.  But I returned home alone.  At the time I was quite sad 

although I never would have admitted it.  He didn’t come back through no fault 

of his own. Truth is, I left him there!  I didn’t mean to, just forgot him.  

For so many years we’d got on really well.   When I was really young we’d go 

everywhere together. As I grew older that changed.  But he was still valuable 

enough to me for me to take him to Guernsey when I was 21!   

At one time, he was nice and new, but that’s not how I remember him.  I 

remember him with patches all over, old stockings or tights if I remember 

correctly!  He even had patches on patches! 
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He had pretty much lost all of his stuffing, and the stuffing that had replaced 

the stuffing!  He’d pretty much lost all his shape.  He only had one eye and 

most of his ears had fallen off!  No one else would have wanted him.  We 

wouldn’t have been able to sell him on eBay - if it had existed then.  He 

wouldn’t have had, in fact he didn’t have, any value to anyone else. 

If my brother or sister wanted to upset me or send me into a tantrum, all they 

had to do was steal him and hide him, then demand some sort of ransom…. 

because, although he had no value to them, he had great value to me. 

He was, of course, a teddy bear.  Maybe he even looked like a teddy bear at 

some point, but I only remember him  as a ragged, patched up, sewn together 

many times, threadbare, distinctly un-bear like teddy!!  But this ragged, 

patched up, sewn together many times, threadbare, un-bear like teddy had a 

beauty that went far beyond anything you could see. And he had a value that, 

quite simply, nothing else did.  Perhaps, at first, you love a teddy bear because 

it’s cuddly and cute, but if you keep it long enough, maybe you no longer love 

it because it’s beautiful, but with a kind of love that makes it beautiful. 

Two truths about human beings that matter deeply: 

1) We are all threadbare teddies: we are all flawed, broken, wounded, 

patched up and far from how we were made.  We are, in truth, ragged.  

Some of our raggedness has been thrust upon us, circumstances, people, 

decisions beyond our control.  We have genes that set us up sometimes 

for strength, sometimes for weakness.  Most of us probably have 

contributed to our own raggedness.  Sadly, in truth, we so often neglect 

to choose the way of love…we cheat, we lie, we manipulate, we coerce 

and we defend and protect ourselves. 

2) But we are all God’s ragged threadbare teddies: and in all our 

raggedness, he loves us anyway and we are loved with a love that makes 

us beautiful.  He loves you because he loves you because he loves you….  

We were not created ragged – everything God made he declared was 

‘Very Good.’  We, yes you, are created in God’s image!  Raggedness is 

not our identity, raggedness is not our destiny.  We may, sometimes, be 

unlovely, but we are not unloved.  We were created out of love.  We 



maybe like ragged, threadbare teddies, but we are God’s ragged, 

threadbare teddies. 

In the light of this deep and profound truth, I wonder what Jesus meant when 

he told this story: 

18 Then Jesus told his disciples a parable to show them that they should 

always pray and not give up. 
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He said: “In a certain town there was a 

judge who neither feared God nor cared what people thought. 
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And 

there was a widow in that town who kept coming to him with the plea, 

‘Grant me justice against my adversary.’ 

4 
“For some time he refused. But finally he said to himself, ‘Even though I 

don’t fear God or care what people think, 
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yet because this widow keeps 

bothering me, I will see that she gets justice, so that she won’t 

eventually come and attack me!’” 

6 
And the Lord said, “Listen to what the unjust judge says. 

7 
And will not 

God bring about justice for his chosen ones, who cry out to him day and 

night? Will he keep putting them off? 
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I tell you, he will see that they get 

justice, and quickly. However, when the Son of Man comes, will he find 

faith on the earth?”  (Luke 18 v 1-8) 

So… in the light of the truth that we maybe ragged, threadbare teddies but 

God loves us anyway… take a moment now with those around you to discuss 

what Jesus is saying in this story. 

So… What do you think?  Anyone brave enough to share a thought… 

Here are my thoughts! 

There are two ways we can read this story.  First, we can read it as a 

comparison: so we say that the judge compares to God and the widow 

compares to us.  If we read it as a comparison, here’s what it says:  

- God is not interested in us in any way and will only eventually answer 

our prayers to get rid of us. 

- We are like a widow who has absolutely no status before God and to get 

him to listen to us we have to keep pestering him until he eventually 

gives in! 

Maybe, just maybe, that is in truth how it sometimes feels.  Maybe, 

sometimes, it really does feel like God is not really interested in me or my 

prayers.  Maybe, that’s how it feels for you right now.   

The truth is though, that Jesus does not intend this story as a comparison.  He 

does not want to say that God is like the judge or we are like the widow. 



Jesus knows that is deeply and profoundly untrue, and he wants us to know 

that it’s deeply and profoundly untrue.   

The much better way to understand the story Jesus tells, and the way he 

wanted us to understand his story, is that he is making a contrast.  His point is 

that God is not like the judge, and we are not like the widow.   

Actually it’s better than that: 

- God is anything but like the judge 

- We are anything but like the widow 

Jesus is saying God is anything but like the judge who is stoic, uncaring and 

heartless, sitting behind some intimidating bench, only moved to act because 

he is sick and tired of our constant nagging. 

Jesus is saying we are anything but like the widow who is forgotten, 

abandoned, disconnected and without proper access to the judge. 

What Jesus is saying is that we may be ragged, threadbare teddies, but we are 

loved with a love that makes us beautiful… by a loving heavenly Father who 

has our best interests at heart, who loves us anyway and no matter what, 

precisely because he loves us because he loves us because he loves us… 

 

God loves you simply because he has chosen to do so. 

He loves you when you don’t feel lovely. 

He loves you when no one else loves you. 

Others may abandon you, divorce you and ignore you. 

But God will love you. 

Always. 

No matter what. 

Three things about this kind of love.  First, this kind of love means being for the 

one who is loved: it means being in the corner of the one who is loved. 

The Race 

Defeat! He lay there silently, a tear dropped from his eye. 

There’s no sense running anymore – three strikes, 

I’m out – why try? 



The will to rise had disappeared, all hope had fled away, 

So far behind, so error prone, closer all the way. 

“I’ve lost, so what’s the use,” he thought, 

“I’ll live with my disgrace.” 

But then he thought about his dad who 

Soon he’d have to face. 

 

“Get up,” an echo sounded low, 

“Get up and take your place. 

You were not meant for failure here, 

So get up and win the race.” 

With borrowed will, “Get up,” it said 

“You haven’t lost at all, 

For winning is not more than this – 

To rise each time you fall.” 

 

So up he rose to win once more, and with a new commit, 

he resolved that win or lose, at least he wouldn’t quit. 

So far behind the others now, the most he’d ever been, 

still he gave it all he had and ran as though to win. 

Three times he’d fallen stumbling, 

three times he rose again, 

too far behind to hope to win, he still ran to the end. 

 

They cheered the winning runner as he crossed, 

First place, 

Head high and proud and happy; no falling, no disgrace. 

But when the fallen youngster crossed the line, last place, 

the crowd gave him the greater cheer for 

finishing the race. 

And even though he came in last, 

with head bowed low, un-proud; 

You would have thought he won the race, 

to listen to the crowd. 

And to his dad he sadly said, “I didn’t do so well.” 

“To me, you won,” his father said 

“You rose each time you fell.” 

 

 

 



And now when things seem dark and hard 

and difficult to face, 

The memory of that little boy helps me in my race. 

For all of life is like that race, 

with ups and downs and all, 

and all you have to do to win – is rise each time you fall. 

“Quit! Give up, you’re beaten,” they still shout in my face. 

but another voice within me says, 

“Get up and win that race.”
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Jesus says our loving heavenly Father is always, constantly, relentlessly 

cheering us on but because we are ragged, threadbare teddies, we will fall, 

many times…but that is when God is most in our corner, cheering us on!  God 

is for you, always! 

Second, this kind of love means God delights in us and enjoys us.  God does not 

love us because he has to. God loves us because he wants to and chooses to!  

God is so very fond of you!  You are the apple of his eye! 

Third, this kind of love gives to and serves the one who is loved.  Most of all 

love gives – it is its very nature.  God is endlessly good, uncontrollably 

generous and irrationally loving.  God loves you enough to give his son to die 

for you. 

Anne Lamott wrote of an eight year old boy who had a younger sister dying of 

leukaemia.  He was told that without a blood transfusion she would die.  His 

parents asked if they could test his blood to see if it was compatible with hers.  

He said sure.  They tested and it was a match.  Then they asked if he would give 

his sister a pint of his own blood, that it could be her only chance of living.  He 

said he would have to think about it overnight. 

The next day he told his parents he was willing to donate the blood.  They took 

him to the hospital; he was put on a gurney beside his six year old sister.  Both 

were hooked up to IV’s.  A nurse took a pint of blood from the boy, which was 

given to his sister.  The boy lay in silence as the blood that would save his sister 

dripped from the IV, until the doctor came over to see how he was doing. 

Then the boy opened his eyes and asked, “How soon until I start to die?”
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Love is never so fully love as when it gives, and you are greatly loved…you are!  

Jesus tells this story about a widow and a judge to teach us who God is and 
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what he is like.  He longs that we grasp that one, we may be ragged, 

threadbare teddies, who will fall again and again, but our heavenly Father is for 

us, he delights in us, he longs to give to us and he loves us with a love that 

makes us beautiful. 

Now, if you are worried that I haven’t addressed the point about persisting in 

prayer, here’s what I think.  This story comes in a section in Luke’s gospel 

about the end times (Luke 17 v 20 – 18 v 8).  

Coupled with what we know from studying The Lord’s Prayer, where we are 

invited to pray for the kingdom of the heavens to come here and now, I think 

this is an encouragement to keep praying and not to give up praying for 

precisely that: the kingdom of the heavens to be present here and now.  

 Never give up praying that the kind of love that makes ragged, threadbare 

teddies, like you and me beautiful, will come here and now. 

Never give up praying that the kind of love we see in the life of Jesus – 

compassion, forgiveness, grace, mercy, freedom, attention and healing comes 

here and now in our lives and the lives of others. 

Never give up praying that the other ragged, threadbare teddies who don’t 

know that’s what they are see the kind of love that makes them beautiful and 

will find that love and meet that love and be transformed by that love. 

That kind of love which says: 

 

God loves you simply because he has chosen to do so. 

He loves you when you don’t feel lovely. 

He loves you when no one else loves you. 

Others may abandon you, divorce you and ignore you. 

But God will love you. 

Always. 

No matter what. 

 

Preached in Crawley Baptist Church, on 28
th

 July 2019, by Rev. Ian Phillips. 

 


