
She Persisted 
a Monologue 

GOSPEL 

Luke 18: 1-8  

Our Gospel reading comes to us from a story told by an anonymous writer 
named Luke, who tells a parable that he attributes to Jesus.  

According to Luke: “Jesus told the disciples a parable on the necessity of praying 
always and not losing heart. “Once there was a judge in a certain city who feared 
no one—not even God. A woman in that city who had been widowed kept 
coming to the judge and saying, ‘Give me legal protection from my opponent.’  

For a time, the judge refused but finally the judge thought, ‘I care little for God or 
people, but this woman won’t leave me alone. I’d better give her the protection 
she seeks or she’ll keep coming and wear me out!’” Jesus said, “Listen to what 
this corrupt judge is saying. Won’t God then do justice to the chosen who call out 
day and night? Will God delay long over them? I tell you, God will give them 
swift justice. But when the Promised One comes, will faith be found anywhere on 
earth?” (Pause)  

I have met this tiresome, troublesome, annoyingly, persistent widow who constantly 
cries out for justice.  

This woman won’t leave me alone. I confess that I would rather not have this woman 
clamoring at my door!  Each and every time I see this woman, she goes on and on, she 
wears me out! 

I can’t go anywhere without seeing this woman. She is everywhere.  She always points 
to her oppressor and demands justice.  

She’s on the radio in my car as I go about my business. She is on my TV set as I try to 
keep up with the news of the day. She is on Facebook, Instagram.  

And she is looking for a break with her persistent cries for justice.  Frankly, I am sick 
and tired of this annoying woman. Yet, I cannot escape her shouts for justice.   

The truth is I’m not sure that anything at all can be done - to get justice for this - 
annoying woman.   

She just needs to forgive, forget and move on.  

But, why doesn’t she just leave me alone?  There’s nothing that I can do for her.  There’s 
nothing I want to do for her. (Pause)  



You see, I have my own troubles. Covid 19 has infected someone I know; my nephew 
starts college at the University of GA -in person; face to face; my mother has been 
quarantined at her retirement community for 6 months; my sister- in law is a 
pharmacist in GA - of all places.  

If only she’d leave me alone. Her persistent cries for justice have started to haunt me 
and I can’t even sleep away from her persistent cries for justice.  

If only she’d stop going on and on and on and on about her oppressor, about the 
injustice that has been perpetrated against her.  

Maybe if she would just shut up about it, I wouldn’t have to wrestle with her in the 
night. Round and round we go, pinning one another down, she demanding justice, me 
pleading for peace.  

This wrestling over things - beyond my control - is wearing me down.  

I’m starting to wonder who this woman thinks she is! 

And - I’m starting to wonder who - I think this woman is. (Pause)  

In the darkness of the night I sometimes wonder if this persistent, complaining woman, 
is me? Or You?  

Because - in her eyes, I sometimes see a glimmer of something far too familiar, 
something ugly, fearsome, unpleasant, and lurking in my own memories.  In the quiet 
hours before dawn, I think I can actually see myself in her.  

 But no, I’m not going there. We are not going there. Women all over the world don’t 
want to go there.  Defenseless, innocent, naive children all over the world we dare not 
see them in the face of this persistent woman. (pause)  

And then, - just when I think that I have her figured out - and I’m about to wrestle 
something, anything out of this insane encounter – the light begins to dawn on me,  

And I finally realize that there - in the face of this persistent woman is the ONE in 
whom we all live and breathe and have our being; the ONE whose name eludes us.   

I have awakened to the realization that this place - where we have all been, this place 
where we cannot escape – is a place to meet God for here and now, in the face of this 
persistent woman, in the face of every persistent woman, in the face of every persistent 
man, woman, child, crying out for justice –  

We have seen God face to face. In our own faces and souls. It isn’t always, pretty. It isn’t 
always what we want to see or where we want to see it.  But it is the face of the ONE 
that we call God; it is the face of God who also shouts, cries, and pleads for justice. 
(Pause)   



And then just like the Canaanite woman, we shout for mercy, but we seem to get 
overlooked, unnoticed.  Yet, she keeps calling out to you, keeps following you, refuses 
to be turned away until you heal her daughter.  (Pause)  

Wrestling with the persistent, pleading, ones - who continue to demand justice from me 
- I get up wounded from - the place -where I know that I have seen God face to face, 
and yet my life has been spared.  

Limping away, forever changed, knowing that the wound that changes the way I walk 
in this world - is the blessing given to me by those who have the courage to cry out for 
justice.  

This wound transforms me – and I begin to see – that I am at the same time both of 
them - the judge who has the power to create justice and the one who cries out for 
justice. I began to understand - God is where ever, and whenever, we have the courage 
to look into the face of another and see the face of God, and our lives have been 
preserved.  

We cannot walk away from an encounter such as this -without responding to the ONE - 
in whom we see the face of God, with justice.  Whether our role in - this lifelong 
wrestling match is that of the judge - or the seeker of justice, we can see God face to 
face.  So, might we join this woman?    

We call out to you Lord Christ: Have mercy on us. Hear our cries. Help us.  

We call out for mercy for those on the frontlines of fighting for justice.  

We call out for mercy for those grieving the death of loved ones. 

 We call out for mercy for the sick and those who tend them.  

We call out for mercy for the scared and those who comfort them.  

We call out for mercy for those without food or housing, medical care or community.  

We call out for mercy on behalf of those who do not have the strength to raise their own 
voices.  We call out for mercy for ourselves, trusting you know our deepest needs even 
if we do not have the wisdom to name them.  

Hear us, Lord. Heal us, Lord. Help us, Lord.   

Grant us the faith of the Canaanite woman so that we will persist in advocating for the 
vulnerable and hurting no matter how long it takes for our world to be made well. 

 Give us faith, Almighty God, to keep focused on our Savior, following the Way, loving 
you and our neighbors, until the One we worship comes again and come again. And he 
will.  



Lord have mercy.  Amen.  

 


