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Imagine the weight of a stone. Not just any stone, but the kind clutched in a sweating fist—rough, cold, and perfectly weighted for its singular, violent purpose. It is a stone meant to end a life. For millennia, stones have been the instruments of finality: the seal on a tomb, the crushing blow of judgment, the marker of a grave. They are the tools of a world that knows how to punish but often forgets how to redeem.

We live in a world that is very good at throwing stones.

We throw them at others, armed with the righteous indignation that comes so easily to fallen hearts. We see a scandal online and we reach for a digital stone. A colleague fails, a neighbor falls, a public figure is exposed, and we are quick to join the mob, to add our voice to the chorus of condemnation. We have become experts in the art of accusation, often forgetting that the same law we wield against others would, if honestly applied, condemn us as well.

But the stones we fear most are not the ones thrown by others. They are the stones we throw at ourselves.

In the quiet hours of the night, when sleep will not come, we stand in the courtroom of our own conscience. The evidence is laid bare. We replay our failures, our addictions, our broken promises to God and to those we love. We promised we would stop, and we did not. We swore this time would be different, and it was not. And so we take up the cold, heavy stone of self-condemnation, and we prepare to deliver the final blow to our own hope. We tell ourselves we are beyond redemption, too far gone, too stained by the very sins we despise.

If this is where you find yourself—standing in the middle of your own judgment scene, waiting for the blow to fall—then this book is for you.

There is a story buried in the eighth chapter of the Gospel of John that has captivated hearts for two thousand years. It is a story of a woman caught in the very act of adultery, dragged from the shadows of her sin into the blazing light of public shame. Her accusers are not content to let her quietly repent; they want her death. They thrust her before Jesus, not because they care about justice or holiness, but because they see her as a tool. She is bait in a trap they have carefully constructed to destroy a Galilean teacher who has dared to challenge their authority.

But in this story, something unexpected happens. The trap is sprung, but not on Jesus. The stones that were meant to kill are dropped to the ground. The accusers, one by one, slink away into the shadows from which they came. And in the silence that follows, a woman who came expecting to die finds herself standing face-to-face with the only One who had the right to condemn her.

And He does not.

Instead, He casts a stone of His own. It is not aimed at her head but at her heart. It is not a stone of death but of liberation. “Go,” He says, “and sin no more.” With those five words, He does what no Pharisee could do and what no amount of self-condemnation could accomplish. He sets her free. He kills the woman she was so that she can become the woman she was created to be.

This is what it means to be stoned by Jesus.

It is a strange and paradoxical phrase. We are accustomed to thinking of stoning as the ultimate rejection, the final punishment for the unforgivable sin. But when Jesus stones a person, He does so to save them. His stone is not the crushing weight of the law but the liberating power of grace. It is the death sentence for the old self so that the new self can live. It is the end of trying harder in our own strength and the beginning of a life surrendered to the One who has the power to truly transform.

This book is an exploration of that divine encounter. It is the first volume in the Amazing Grace sermon series, a deep dive into the moment when mercy and truth met, when righteousness and peace kissed, and when a woman’s life was forever altered by the simple, profound words of her Savior. But this story is not merely a historical account to be admired from a distance. It is a mirror held up to our own lives, an invitation to step into the same drama.

We all have our addictions, our secret shames, our cycles of failure that we cannot seem to break. Some of us struggle with substances that promise escape but deliver only chains. Others are entangled in the snares of lust, adultery, or the quiet, corrosive addiction to pornography. Still others are bound by the less visible but equally destructive habits of anger, greed, gossip, or the relentless pursuit of approval. We have tried to stop. We have made promises to God, signed contracts with ourselves, and wept tears of genuine repentance. But somehow, we find ourselves back in the same place, standing in the rubble of our broken resolutions, waiting for the condemnation we feel we deserve.

The accuser, the enemy of our souls, is never far away. He whispers that our failures are final, that God’s patience has run out, that we are the exception to grace. He points to the law, to our repeated falls, and he insists that the only appropriate response is the crushing weight of divine judgment. He wants us to believe that we are defined by our worst moments, that our identity is forever sealed by our addictions and our sins.

But there is another voice. It is the voice of the One who stooped down in the dust of the temple floor. It is the voice that silences accusers, that dismantles traps, that looks upon the shamed and the broken with eyes of unwavering compassion. It is the voice that says, “Neither do I condemn you. Go, and sin no more.”

This voice does not minimize sin. Jesus did not tell the woman that her adultery was insignificant. He did not wave away the law or dismiss the very real damage her actions had caused. But He did something far more profound than mere acquittal. He offered her a new identity, a new future, and the power to walk in it. He took her shame and gave her a name written in the Book of Life.

The pages that follow will take us on a journey through this remarkable story, verse by verse, moment by moment. We will explore the trap that was set for Jesus and how He turned it back on His accusers. We will sit in the silence of the temple as He writes in the dust, pondering the mystery of what His finger traced. We will watch the stones fall from guilty hands and witness the transformation of a woman who came to die but left to live.

But more than a study, this is an invitation. It is an invitation to stop hiding. It is an invitation to stop pretending that you have it all together and to stop running from the One who already knows everything about you. It is an invitation to bring your addiction, your shame, your repeated failure into the presence of Jesus—not to receive the condemnation you expect, but to receive the grace you desperately need.

For those of us who have been trying so hard for so long, who have wept in frustration over our inability to break free, who have felt the crushing weight of a guilty conscience, this story offers a different way. It is not a way of trying harder but of dying deeper. It is not a path of self-improvement but of self-crucifixion. It is the realization that the only way to truly live is to allow the One who is without sin to cast His stone of grace upon us, to put to death the old self so that Christ can live within us.

The apostle Paul, who knew something of the struggle between the desire to do good and the reality of his own failures, described this new life with breathtaking clarity: “I am crucified with Christ: nevertheless I live; yet not I, but Christ lives in me: and the life which I now live in the flesh I live by the faith of the Son of God, who loved me, and gave himself for me” (Galatians 2:20).

This is the destination of every soul that truly encounters Jesus. It is not a life of sinless perfection achieved through gritted teeth and white-knuckled resolve. It is a life of surrender, of daily dying, of allowing the life of Christ to flow through cracked and fragile vessels. It is a life where “sin no more” is not a burden to be carried but a promise to be received.

As we begin this journey together, I want to invite you to see yourself in this story. Perhaps you are the woman, standing exposed, waiting for the stones to fly. Perhaps you are one of the accusers, quick to condemn others while nursing secret sins of your own. Perhaps you are like the disciples, watching in silence, unsure of what to do. Wherever you find yourself, know this: the One who stooped down in the dust is still stooping down today. He is writing something in the dust of your life, something that silences accusations and offers hope.

His hand is not raised against you. It is extended toward you. And the stone He offers is not one of death, but of life.

Let us walk together into this story. Let us stand with the woman in the presence of the only One who can truly set us free. And let us receive, with trembling hearts and open hands, the stone of His amazing grace.

A Prayer Before We Begin

Lord Jesus, we come to You as the woman came—exposed, ashamed, and utterly unable to save ourselves. We have tried to break free from the sins that bind us, and we have failed. We have felt the weight of condemnation, both from others and from our own hearts. But we have heard that You do not treat us as our sins deserve. We have heard that Your grace is greater than our guilt. As we journey through this story, open our eyes to see Your love in new ways. Break the power of addiction in our lives. Silence the voice of the accuser. And cast upon us the stone of Your grace, that we might die to self and live for You. We ask this in Your holy name. Amen.
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The air in Jerusalem was thick with the weight of expectation. For seven days, the city had pulsed with the rhythms of the Feast of Tabernacles, the great autumn pilgrimage that drew Jews from across the Roman Empire to remember their ancestors’ wilderness wanderings and to celebrate God’s provision. The streets had been crowded with pilgrims carrying palm branches and citrons, their voices lifted in the songs of ascent. Booths of woven branches had sprouted on rooftops and in courtyards, fragile shelters that spoke of a people who knew what it meant to dwell in the temporary, trusting not in stone walls but in the presence of a God who tabernacled among them.

But beneath the surface of this sacred celebration, a different kind of tension was building. It was the tension of a collision between the old order and the new, between the keepers of tradition and the One who claimed to be its fulfillment.

The Feast That Became a Crucible

The Feast of Tabernacles, or Sukkot, was more than a historical commemoration. It was a rehearsal of messianic hope. Each day of the feast, the priests would process from the Pool of Siloam to the temple, drawing water in a golden vessel and pouring it out at the altar amidst the singing of the Hallel psalms. This ritual, known as the Water Libation, was a prayer for rain and a prophetic anticipation of the outpouring of the Holy Spirit in the age of the Messiah. On the seventh and greatest day of the feast, the ritual reached its climax.

It was on this day, the Gospel of John tells us, that Jesus stood up in the temple courts and cried out, “If anyone thirsts, let him come to me and drink. Whoever believes in me, as the Scripture has said, ‘Out of his heart will flow rivers of living water’” (John 7:37-38). In that moment, standing in the midst of the feast’s central ceremony, Jesus did the unthinkable: He claimed to be the source of everything the feast symbolized. He was the water from the rock. He was the presence of God tabernacling among His people. He was the fulfillment of the festival.

The response was immediate and electric. Some in the crowd declared, “This is certainly the Prophet.” Others insisted, “This is the Christ.” But the voices of doubt were equally loud: “How can the Christ come from Galilee? Doesn’t the Scripture say that the Christ comes from David’s seed and from Bethlehem, the village where David was?” (John 7:40-42). Division rippled through the multitude. The whispers of controversy spread from the temple courts to the streets, from the pilgrims to the priests, until they reached the ears of the men who held the city’s spiritual power in their hands.

The Failed Arrest

In the chambers of the chief priests and Pharisees, the reports of Jesus’s growing influence had become a source of increasing alarm. This Galilean teacher, with His uncredentialed authority and His unsettling claims, was disrupting the delicate balance they had maintained with both the Roman authorities and the restless Jewish populace. He was drawing crowds that threatened to eclipse their own influence. He was speaking of a kingdom that did not bow to their interpretations. And now, at the very heart of their most sacred feast, He had dared to equate Himself with the fulfillment of messianic hope.

The council convened in urgency. The chief priests and Pharisees, despite their theological differences, found common ground in their opposition to Jesus. They dispatched officers from the temple guard with a simple but unambiguous order: arrest this troublemaker. Bring Him in. Silence Him before His message spreads further.

The officers made their way through the crowded temple courts, their eyes scanning the masses for the Galilean teacher. They had witnessed many arrests in the course of their duties, had dragged countless perceived troublemakers before the Sanhedrin. This, they assumed, would be no different. They would find the man, lay hands on Him, and deliver Him to the waiting council.

But when they found Jesus, something stopped them.

He was teaching. Not with the careful, qualified language of the scribes, who always anchored their pronouncements in the authority of earlier rabbis. He taught as one who spoke from His own authority, who knew the heart of the law because He was its author. The officers stood at the edge of the crowd, listening. And they could not move.

When they returned to the chief priests and Pharisees empty-handed, their explanation was both simple and staggering: “No man ever spoke like this man!” (John 7:46).

The fury that erupted in the council chamber was volcanic. “Are you also deceived?” the Pharisees demanded. “Have any of the rulers or the Pharisees believed in Him? But this crowd that does not know the law is accursed” (John 7:47-49). The officers had been sent to enforce the council’s authority, and they had returned not with a prisoner but with a testimony. Their failure was not merely operational; it was ideological. They had been swayed by the very man they were sent to capture.

The Voice of Nicodemus

Into this cauldron of anger stepped an unexpected voice. Nicodemus, a Pharisee and a member of the Sanhedrin, the same man who had come to Jesus by night seeking answers about the kingdom of God, now spoke up. “Does our law judge a man before it hears him and knows what he is doing?” (John 7:51).

It was a question of procedure, a reminder of the most basic principles of Jewish jurisprudence. The law required that a person be heard before being condemned. Even the most despised accused was entitled to a hearing. Nicodemus was not making a defense of Jesus’s teachings; he was insisting that the council abide by its own rules. But in the charged atmosphere of that chamber, his words were perceived as treason.

The response was swift and dismissive. “Are you also from Galilee?” they sneered. “Search and look, for no prophet arises out of Galilee” (John 7:52). The retort was both ad hominem and theologically inaccurate—the prophet Jonah, after all, came from Gath-hepher in Galilee. But accuracy was not the goal. The goal was to shut down dissent, to close ranks, to signal that no deviation from the party line would be tolerated.

The council adjourned in frustration. The feast ended. The pilgrims began to disperse, returning to their villages and their homes, carrying with them the news of the Galilean teacher who had dared to claim the water of life. But for the leaders of Israel, the matter was far from settled. They had failed to arrest Jesus during the feast, but their determination had only hardened.

A Night of Two Agendas

As the sun set over Jerusalem on that final day of the feast, two very different men made their way to two very different destinations.

Jesus, after the long days of teaching, debating, and evading arrest, did not seek the safety of a friend’s home or the anonymity of the pilgrim quarters. Instead, He walked out of the city, across the Kidron Valley, and up the slopes of the Mount of Olives. This was His custom. In the midst of His busiest days, He retreated to the place where the olive trees stood as silent witnesses to His communion with the Father. There, under the ancient trees, He would have prayed through the night. He would have sought strength for the days ahead, clarity for His mission, and the peace that came from aligning His will with the Father’s.

Luke tells us that this was His habit—that at night He would go to the Mount of Olives to pray (Luke 21:37). It was a rhythm He maintained throughout His final days, a pattern of withdrawal from the noise of the city and the demands of the crowds into the quiet presence of the Father. On that night, as on so many others, He would have wrestled in prayer, not for His own safety, but for the souls of those who would hear His message. He knew what was coming. He knew the trap was being set. And He prepared His heart accordingly.

Meanwhile, in the shadows of Jerusalem, another group was also at work. The chief priests and Pharisees had not retired to their homes to rest. Their failure to arrest Jesus during the feast had not cooled their determination; it had inflamed it. They gathered in secret, their voices low but urgent, their minds sharp with the calculations of conspiracy.

They needed a new plan. The temple guards had proven unreliable, swayed by Jesus’s words. A direct arrest during a public gathering was too risky; the crowds that followed Him were too large and too devoted. They needed something more sophisticated, more carefully crafted. They needed a trap that would force Jesus into a position where His own words would condemn Him. They needed a situation where any answer He gave would lead to His undoing.

In the darkness of that night, the outlines of a scheme began to take shape. It was a plan that would use the law of Moses as a weapon, a woman’s life as bait, and the Roman occupation as a secondary snare. It was a plan designed to be perfect, to have no possible escape. They would present Jesus with a dilemma so finely balanced that either response would hand them the grounds for His destruction.

What they did not understand was that they were not the only ones who were plotting. While they schemed in their chambers, Jesus prayed on the mountain. They thought they were setting a trap for Him. But in the economy of God, the traps we set for others often become the very instruments of our own undoing.

The Trap Perfected

The plan they devised was a masterpiece of legal and political cunning. It required two elements: a victim and a question.

The victim would be a woman. Not just any woman, but a woman caught in the act of adultery. The law of Moses was explicit on this point: “If a man commits adultery with the wife of his neighbor, both the adulterer and the adulteress shall surely be put to death” (Leviticus 20:10). The prescribed method was stoning, the community’s collective act of purging evil from its midst. But there was a problem. The Jewish authorities, under Roman occupation, did not have the legal authority to carry out capital punishment. That power belonged to Rome. Any execution carried out by Jewish authorities without Roman approval could be prosecuted as sedition.

Thus, the trap was twofold. If Jesus authorized the stoning, He would be in direct violation of Roman law, and they could deliver Him to Pilate as a revolutionary who was setting himself above Caesar’s authority. If Jesus forbade the stoning, they could accuse Him of contradicting the law of Moses, of setting Himself against the very Scriptures He claimed to fulfill. Either way, they believed they would have Him. Either way, He would be exposed as either a Roman rebel or a blasphemer.

They would present Him with this dilemma in the most public possible setting, surrounded by the people who had gathered to hear Him teach. They would force Him to answer in front of the crowds, eliminating any possibility of evasion. They would set the woman before Him, her shame exposed, her life hanging in the balance, and they would wait for Him to condemn Himself.

The plan was cold, calculated, and utterly cynical. The woman was not a person to them; she was a prop. Her sin, her shame, her terror—these were merely tools to be used in their campaign against Jesus. They did not care whether she lived or died. They did not care about the sanctity of marriage or the justice of the law. They cared only about destroying the One who threatened their power.

There is a dark irony in their scheming. They were so consumed with trapping Jesus that they lost sight of everything else. They were so focused on enforcing the letter of the law that they forgot the law’s purpose. They were so certain of their own righteousness that they could not see their own sin. They had become experts in the law, but they had forgotten the God who gave it.

The Unseen Architect

But there is something else at work in this story, something that the conspirators in their chambers could not see. While they laid their plans, they were themselves caught in a larger trap—the trap of their own hearts. Their hatred for Jesus had blinded them. Their certainty of their own righteousness had made them incapable of recognizing their own need for grace. They thought they were the hunters, but they were already the hunted.

The apostle Paul would later write that “the wisdom of this world is foolishness with God” (1 Corinthians 3:19). Nowhere is this truth more evident than in the plotting of these religious leaders. They had spent the feast trying to arrest Jesus and had failed. They had watched their own officers return from His presence convinced of His authority. They had been reminded of their own legal principles by one of their own number. And yet, rather than pausing to consider whether they might be fighting against God, they doubled down on their opposition. They refined their strategy. They sharpened their weapons. They prepared to spring a trap that they believed was unescapable.

What they did not know was that the One they sought to trap was not merely a Galilean teacher with a following. He was the Word made flesh, the One through whom all things were made, the One who holds all things together. They were preparing to trap the Architect of the universe with a scheme constructed from His own laws. They were preparing to test the One who searches hearts with a test designed by hearts He had already searched.

And so the night passed. The conspirators refined their plan, confident in its perfection. Jesus prayed on the mountain, preparing for the confrontation that awaited Him. And somewhere in Jerusalem, a woman went about her life, unaware that she had been selected to play a role in a drama far larger than she could imagine. She did not know that her sin, her shame, her very life was about to become the centerpiece of a collision between the kingdom of darkness and the kingdom of light.

The sun would soon rise over Jerusalem, painting the limestone walls of the temple in shades of gold and rose. Jesus would come down from the Mount of Olives, making His way back to the temple courts where the crowds would already be gathering. He would sit down to teach, as He had done so many times before. But this day would not be like the others.

The trap was set. The players were in position. The woman was about to be dragged from the shadows into the light. And in the dust of the temple floor, the finger of God was about to write a verdict that would echo through eternity.

Reflection

As we prepare to enter the temple courts with Jesus, it is worth pausing to consider our own hearts. The religious leaders in this story are easy to condemn. Their hypocrisy is glaring, their cruelty shocking. But the truth is that the seeds of their sin are present in every human heart. We all have a tendency to use others for our own purposes. We all have a capacity to prioritize our agendas over God’s purposes. We all have moments when we are more concerned with being right than with being righteous.

The question this story forces us to ask is not simply, “What was wrong with the Pharisees?” The question is, “Where do I see myself in this story?” Am I more like Jesus, who sees the woman’s soul when everyone else sees only her sin? Or am I more like the accusers, quick to condemn others while nursing secret sins of my own? Am I like the officers, who came to arrest Jesus but were stopped by His words? Or am I like Nicodemus, who spoke up with a quiet voice of reason but perhaps not yet with the full courage of faith?

The trap that was set for Jesus was set by men who were certain they were serving God. They were defending the law, protecting the purity of the community, safeguarding the traditions of their fathers. They did not see themselves as villains. They saw themselves as the faithful remnant, standing against a heretic who threatened everything they held sacred.

But their certainty had become a cage. Their devotion to the law had become a substitute for love for the Lawgiver. Their zeal for righteousness had become a mask for their own unrighteousness. And in their blindness, they were about to use a broken woman as a weapon against the very God they claimed to serve.

The trap was set. The stones were gathered. The woman was waiting in the shadows. And Jesus was walking toward the temple, ready to meet them all.

Prayer

Father, as we enter into this story, search our hearts. Show us where we have become like the accusers, quick to condemn others while ignoring our own need for grace. Show us where we have used others as tools for our own agendas. Show us where our certainty has become a cage. And prepare our hearts to encounter Jesus not as a distant historical figure, but as the living Word who still stoops down to write in the dust of our lives. We ask this in His name. Amen.
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