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    A Pure Love—Imparting Value and Significance to Women of All Cultures… All Times


Based on Jesus’ encounters with women, this fascinating book explores Jesus’ heart for the women he knew during His time on earth—and thus His heart for every woman. Time and again, Jesus went against traditional conventions and treated women with respect and compassion, imparting value and significance to them. Through the compassionate eyes of author Bruce Marchiano—an actor who once played the part of Jesus in the film The Gospel of Matthew—we see how Jesus’ pure love for women fills them with hope and gives them a new vision of who God created them to be.









“Any man who captures the heart of this book will not only be able to capture the heart of any woman, he will fulfill her with his self-sacrificing love—and all other women will be safe around him. Any woman who reads this book will fall in love with Jesus and will find herself ready to live in self-sacrificing love with the man God’s purpose provides her.”


—DR. JACK W. HAYFORD, chancellor, the King’s College and Seminary; founding pastor, The Church on the Way


    “As an actor, Bruce Marchiano portrayed Jesus Christ on film. Now, in his new book, he speaks prophetically from the very heart of God, fashioning a message for a group of people Jesus loved—women. If you fall into this group, you’ll find a bit of yourself on these pages, have your heart deeply encouraged, and know more of the loving Savior’s purpose and plan for your life.”


—DEAN JONES, actor; president, Christian Rescue Committee





Cover Design: LUCAS Art & Design, Jenison, MI
Cover photo by Robbie Botha, used by permission of International Bible Society


Register online at simonandschuster.com for more information on this and other great books.


Visit BookClubReader.com, your source for reading group guides and other book club materials.







JESUS, the MAN
WHO LOVED
WOMEN




[image: images]




 


[image: images]


Published by Touchstone, a division of Simon & Schuster, Inc.


1230 Avenue of the Americas, New York, NY 10020


www.SimonandSchuster.com


Jesus, the Man Who Loved Women © 2008 Bruce Marchiano




All rights reserved, including the right to reproduce this book or portions thereof in any form whatsoever. For information, address Touchstone Subsidiary Rights Department, Simon & Schuster, 1230 Avenue of the Americas, New York, NY 10020.


Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data


Marchiano, Bruce.


Jesus, the man who loved women : He treasures, esteems, and delights in you / Bruce Marchiano.


           p. cm.


ISBN–13: 978-1-4165-4397-8 (trade paper)


ISBN–10: 1-4165-4397-X


ISBN-13: 978-1-45169-667-7 (eBook)


1. Women in the Bible. 2. Christian women—Religious life. I. Title.


BS2445.M27 2008


226’.0922082—dc22


2008005016


TOUCHSTONE is a registered trademark of Simon & Schuster, Inc.


Interior design by Jaime Putorti


Unless otherwise noted, all Scripture quotations are from The Holy Bible, New International Version® Copyright © 1973, 1978, 1984 by International Bible Society. Used by permission of Zondervan. All rights reserved. Scripture quotations marked (NLT) are taken from the Holy Bible, New Living Translation, copyright © 1996. Used by permission of Tyndale House Publishers, Inc., Wheaton, Illinois 60189. All rights reserved. Italics in Scripture quotations were added by the author for emphasis.




 


To my father—


I miss you, Pop
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Flowers appear on the earth; the season of singing has come, the cooing of doves is heard in our land.

—Song of Songs 2:12





BEFORE WE BEGIN
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Imagine a Man


One of my favorite phrases of all time is from the musical stage play Man of La Mancha. I will never forget hearing it for the very first time when, at the age of eighteen, I went to see a local production. I was a college student majoring in performing arts at California State University–Fullerton. I had my eyes firmly set on an acting career, and to say that Man of La Mancha was one of my foremost inspirations woould be a huge understatement.


I remember buying the soundtrack from the original Broadway musical starring the now-deceased Richard Kiley in the role of Don Quixote. In those days the music was on an LP, and I played that LP until the grooves were worn flat. I spent whole afternoons acting out the entire production in my living room, singing every song, playing every role, over and over, day after day. I was the hero, Don Quixote. I was his faithful squire, Sancho. I was the Padre, or the Innkeeper, and I would act out complete scenes, even dialoguing back and forth between the characters.


All these years later, I can still remember most every line from most every song. There’s the timeless and most well known, “The Impossible Dream.” There’s the love song of love songs, “Dulcinea”; the triumphant “I, Don Quixote”; the hilarious “I Really Like Him”; and on and on. Truly, to this day I could do the entire musical in a one-man show (now wouldn’t that be a comedy!).


If perchance you aren’t familiar with Man of La Mancha, it’s a story that is as simple as it is profound. It’s a play within a play that takes place in centuries-ago Spain—an era during which Spain and much of Europe was mired in terrible darkness and oppression. Dictatorship, disease, and poverty reigned across the continent, and it was “survival of the fittest.” The order of the day was dog-eat-dog, and every man was for himself.


The play begins when a playwright and idealist named Miguel de Cervantes is thrown into an Inquisition dungeon packed with the most vile and vicious criminals and cutthroats. He has with him a trunk that contains an unfinished manuscript as well as costumes, stage makeup, etc. The manuscript is the story of Don Quixote, a broken-down old man who fancies himself a knight from the mythical La Mancha. The baddies in the dungeon descend upon Cervantes, anxious to get their hands on everything he has.


Cervantes clings to the manuscript, even to the point that his life is at risk. He pleads to keep all that is in his beloved trunk—to him, the story represents goodness, righteousness, virtue, and hope. In desperation he proposes that he stage the story of Don Quixote for them right there in the dungeon and says that if they are not moved by its values, they can have their way. All agree, and the drama begins.


This is where that favorite phrase comes in. The criminals settle down, the lights dim, and Cervantes slowly opens the trunk as if it contains the most fragile and precious of treasures. He lays out his Don Quixote makeup, most ceremoniously a moustache and pointy white beard. He dips his fingers into a jar of glue. He spreads it around his mouth and across his chin. Then ever so slowly, almost religiously, he lifts the beard to his face and presses it into position. As he does so, he breathes these words in sacred awe: “Imagine a man.” As he speaks the words, Don Quixote de La Mancha is born.


As Cervantes’ play unfolds, we discover that Don Quixote is an old man who is so besieged by the ugliness and horror of the real world that he has retreated into an imaginary fairy-tale world. In his mind’s eye, he is in the era of noble knights, damsels in distress, virtuous kings, and glimmering castles. He himself is a knight whose mission is to uphold chivalry, battle all evil, and right all that is wrong.


He comes upon a windmill and perceives it to be a dragon. He attacks it with hilarious profundity. He enters a ramshackle inn that is actually a haven for highwaymen and prostitutes. But in Don Quixote’s eyes, the innkeeper is a lord and the inn is his manor. A traveling barber’s shaving basin is the glorious Golden Helmet of Mambrino.


More wonderful than anything else in Don Quixote’s make-believe world of nobility, beauty, cause, and right, there is a woman—Aldonza. In reality Aldonza is a brazen, harder-than-cement (forgive me for using the specific language of the play) “whore.” At the inn, she serves men their drinks and then serves them herself. She proudly boasts, “All you need do is cross my palm with a coin”; and that’s exactly how it goes, all day long, every long day—your room or my room, the barn or the bushes.


Aldonza is a woman who has long ago forgotten womanhood. She has never known virtue, dignity, care, or respect. She is like an old piece of leather both inside and out, and her bottom line is cold, hard cash.


When Don Quixote enters the inn, Aldonza sees only a new prospect. She approaches him with a jug of spirits. She bends low and makes sure that her all is in view. She throws her leg on the chair and raises her skirt, making sure that even more is in view.


But Aldonza has never met a man like Don Quixote—a man who sees none of what Aldonza has become at the hands of a cruel world. When he lifts his eyes to meet hers, instead of laughing, he gasps. Overcome to have looked upon such breathtaking beauty, he drops to his knee and lowers his face. His lips quiver in awe as they carefully whisper, “My lady…”


You see, in Don Quixote’s eyes there is no Aldonza. In his eyes the woman who stands before him baring her wares is anything but a whore. She is the picture of virtue, exquisite in beauty and grace. She is a human rose, a living seascape, the fullness of all that makes life worth living. She is “the Lady Dulcinea,” and he is her devoted knight, sworn to honor and protect her, to shield her from all evil, to give his life should it be so required.


Don Quixote sees none of the grime that stains Aldonza’s cheeks or the dread lines that inscribe hardship across her brow. The burlap rags that almost clothe her body are as silk and velvet in his eyes, and her shameless swagger is the glissade of graciousness. When this “imagine a man” looks upon Aldonza the whore, he sees only who Aldonza really is beneath all that her whore-ific history has made of her. All that this man sees is Dulcinea.
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In the pages that follow, you and I are going to meet a number of women. These women are not fictional like Aldonza; they are very real women who lived very real lives two thousand years ago. It knocks the wind out of me to write the words, but some of the women we’ll meet lived lives very much like Aldonza’s. Some of them lived very much the opposite. Some of them, may I humbly whisper, may have lived lives similar to your own.


You see, it’s a fascinating and unarguable reality: times may have changed. Technology may have developed. Surface considerations may differ from nation to nation, culture to culture, and generation to generation. But deep beneath it all, transcending it all, there is one thing that stays eternally the same—the human heart. That which the heart desires and longs for, that which warms and secures and cradles it in peace—these are still the same.


Come with me and meet these precious women. Let us peek inside their hearts and glimpse their hopes and passions. Let us cry with them, laugh with them, face their challenges, feel the weight of their disappointments, and experience the joy of their fulfillments. These precious women are everywoman. And who knows? One or two of them may even be you.


I would also invite you to “imagine a man.” This man was also very real, having lived two thousand years ago just as these women we will soon meet. Like them, he laughed and cried. He toiled and tried and planned and purposed. He laid down his head at the end of every long, hard day and rested in the cool of every long, hard night.


The human condition that met this man’s eyes was bleak at best. Just like Don Quixote’s Spain, everywhere he looked there was oppression and hard times. The rich were stealing from the poor, and the poor were stealing from each other. The religious were mostly pomp and splendor, and the nonreligious were…well…at least they weren’t pretending.


Admittedly, the people of Israel—the land in which both he and these women lived—had a remarkable tenacity, and after generations of persecution, they had learned to squeeze goodness from life’s dregs. Still, there was no denying the hardship, and so they cried out to the living God for his long-promised Messiah who, like Don Quixote, would march into their midst on a mission to right all that was wrong. He would be a savior, and his character would be such that he would willingly, as the lyrics of “The Impossible Dream” so eloquently proclaim, “march into hell for a heavenly cause.”


This man was that Messiah, and the day would surely come when he would fulfill his march into the worst of hell. But that’s not what this book is about. This book is not about his deeds in divinity. This book is about him as a man. It’s about his character and quality, most specifically in relationship and interaction with those very women.


You see, between his days of youth and that day of hell, this man would cross paths with every one of them. They would look into his eyes. They would lean on the tenor of his voice. They would glimpse his heart—some over long periods of friendship and others in moments of passing. Some would only know him from across a courtyard, and others would get close enough to experience his touch. But they would all experience his person. Like Aldonza with Don Quixote, they would all see themselves through the eyes of his heart.
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We all know who this man is by now, and so let us consider what a woman would have experienced two thousand years ago in the presence of Jesus. What would a woman have learned in a moment of human interaction with this man who was God? What would she have seen in his eyes or heard in the lilt of his voice? As he placed his hand upon her shoulder, how would that hand have felt to her? What message would it have whispered into her heart? What pureness of care would have washed her every “Aldonza” away?


This is what we will explore in the pages that follow. We’ll meet these precious women in the gospel stories of Matthew, Mark, Luke, and John. There, we’ll also meet Jesus afresh and anew. We’ll use our imaginations to peek into the possibilities and probabilities of their emotions and circumstances. We’ll eavesdrop as they stand eye to eye. We’ll listen to their laughter, share their tears, and taste of those two-thousand-year-old feelings that are still a part of every woman’s heart today.


Jesus Christ is the same yesterday and today and forever.
—Hebrews 13:8

Come to me [oh precious woman],… and I will give you rest.… I am gentle and humble in heart, and you will find rest for your soul.
—Matthew 11:28–29
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In the climatic scene of Man of La Mancha, Don Quixote is lying on his deathbed. A character called the “Knight of the Mirrors” has forced him to face who he really is. The encounter shatters his “impossible dream” of a world that can be won over by gallantry and goodness. The dream was his life, and so with the destruction of that dream, his life ebbs away.


Aldonza kneels at Quixote’s side. Deeply affected by his blindness to her dirt and having never before tasted untainted love, she pleads with him to live. She begs him to reclaim the dream and, thereby, restore the dream that has claimed her own heart. Aldonza desperately sings to him the same love song he had sung to her—and Quixote stirs. The light returns to his eyes as he wonders aloud, “Maybe it wasn’t only a dream.” Aldonza seizes the moment with, “You told me about a dream…” and Quixote stirs even more. Through tears of hope, she repeats the timeless virtues captured in “The Impossible Dream,” and it works! Quixote leaps from his bed, as new life explodes in his heart.


What happens next has always been beyond breathtaking to me, even way back when I was a clumsy eighteen-year-old sitting in the cheap seats with my mouth hanging open. Having just risen from near death, Quixote turns to Aldonza and says words so remarkable that, again, I remember them to this day. He says, “This is not right, my lady, that you would be on your knees to me.”


There is no thought for himself. There is only, “My lady.” There is only, “You are so precious.” There is only Dulcinea.


Moments later, much weakened, Quixote falls in death. The innkeeper turns to Aldonza and beckons her to return to her work—to return to her life as it was. He says, “Come, let’s go, Aldonza.” But she doesn’t follow. Instead, she straightens and replies, “My name is Dulcinea.”


And Jesus, the Son of the living God—he who conceived and birthed you and held you in his heart before you ever came to be—whispers to you, Your name, oh precious woman, is Dulcinea.


His banner over me is love.
—Song of Songs 2:4


Come away, precious woman, come away. Come away with Jesus!


JESUS.


 


You are the most excellent of men and your lips have been anointed with grace, since God has blessed you forever.

—Psalm 45:2





CHAPTER ONE
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“Before Abraham Was Born, I Am!”


It was many years ago that I postured myself to discover who Jesus really was as a man two thousand years ago. If I may share the abridged version of that story, I’d been raised in a Christian home and educated in Christian schools. All through my twenties I attended church regularly and had a serious belief in God. At thirty, I was finally born again and lived excitedly in a new relationship with Jesus. My life became joyously filled with Bible studies, brotherhood, and heartfelt worship. Then one day, in the middle of it all, I was struck with the realization that in spite of all I’d learned and embraced in faith and belief, I had never taken the time to get to know him.


Oh yes, I knew all about him. I knew every gospel story and every gospel character. I could tell you why Jesus stepped out of heaven and why he allowed us to nail him to that tree. I could quote John 3:16 and many scriptures more. I was saved and well on my way to a glorious eternity in the wonder of his presence. I just didn’t know him—as a man in his personhood, character, and heart. As much as I knew Jesus in the Christianese sense of the word, I had no idea who he really was.


I dare to guess I’m not the only one who can tell that story. Sometimes even in the middle of our most sincere and godly intentions we can miss the forest through the trees. Sometimes one’s Christianity can become more about other things than about Jesus. Granted, they may be wonderful and valuable—but just not him.


We can also fall victim to that age-old adage: familiarity breeds contempt. Sadly, Jesus is probably the ultimate example of its heartbreaking truth. Especially in today’s Christian world, where there always seems to be something new and upcoming, that which is fundamental can be so easily overlooked. That which is simple ceases to excite. Regardless of importance or vitalness, much like breathing, that which costs nothing (as in Jesus who comes freely) can be so easily taken for granted.


So right there in the middle of our highest hallelujahs he stands, longing to be desired and pursued, longing to be what excites us most of all. With outreached arms and perhaps a mist of tears softening the fire in his eyes, he stands amidst all the bells and whistles that compete for our Christian attention, longing to be the obsession of our hearts.


And so there came the day when I laid everything aside and set my heart on knowing Jesus. I opened up the “grand ol’ Book” and chased the familiarity from its pages. I immersed myself in the streets of ancient Israel; I pressed myself into their living, breathing, human situations.


You will seek me and find me when you seek me with all your heart.
—Jeremiah 29:13


The Gospels ceased to be so much about “the original Greek”—as valuable as that understanding is—and became more about people. They became about men and women who were no different from you or me, who were doing their best to negotiate life in a world that was as challenging then as ours is today.


The gospel stories became about their hearts and minds and hopes and dreams, about their failures and victories, their joys and tragedies. The stories became about their search for God, even as he stood humanly manifest before them.


But high and above those layers, the Gospels became about what they are most supposed to be about—Jesus. Oh most wondrous Jesus! They became about the Son of the living God who loved his children so much that he relinquished every divine privilege to walk and live among them. They became about the Son of the living God who “made himself nothing” for you and me.


Who, being in very nature God, did not consider equality with God something to be grasped, but made himself nothing, taking the very nature of a servant, being made in human likeness. And being found in appearance as a man, he humbled himself and became obedient to death— even death on a cross!
—Philippians 2:6–8


So where do we begin our quest to know the man Jesus? How do we discover his heart and person? It has been said that the heart of a man is revealed in his actions. That being true, we begin in the land of Israel a long time ago. We begin with Jesus.
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He grew up before him like a tender shoot, and like a root out of dry ground. He had no beauty or majesty to attract us to him, nothing in his appearance that we should desire him.
—Isaiah 53:2


Two thousand years ago Jesus was a very real man, albeit more “real” than any man who walked the earth before or after him. His appearance was nothing like the paintings, films, and lyrical descriptions that are so much a part of our religious tradition and culture. He was not necessarily taller, for example, than everyone around him—as he is so often portrayed. His clothes were not all gleaming white while everyone else’s were earthen brown.


There was nothing in his visage or stance that carried even a hint of heavenly splendor. As the scripture above makes clear, to the human eye there was absolutely nothing about him that would have set him apart from anyone else of his day. Aside from his divinity and glory of mission, he was “just another working man” making his living by the sweat of his brow—a carpenter by trade who earned his keep with the strength in his hands and the tools his father taught him to use. It’s how he spent the majority of his life—sawing wood, hammering nails, sanding, planing, carving, and molding.


Picture his arms, thick and sinewy, dark and tanned, stained with sawdust and sweat. Picture the soil embedded beneath his fingernails and seated deep in the wrinkles of his knuckles. Picture the sun-baked furrows that stretch across the breadth of his most holy brow; the calluses, scrapes, bruises, and scars. Picture the barrel of his chest and the girth of his trunk, not like a weightlifter or athlete of today but like a man who works. And works.


Using our imaginations, picture Jesus at the end of a twelve-hour workday. His robes are soiled from top to bottom with pine tar, wood sap, and grit. Hand-me-downs from his father—whose laughter Jesus deeply misses since that day he passed on—are now so worn and threadbare. Patched and repatched, they are oh so close to his heart.


There’s a rag knotted around his forearm where earlier his homemade saw had snapped under the pressure of too much torque and torn into his flesh. He had no time to stop and tend the wound. There was too much to be done and too many deadlines breathing down his neck. So the blood was quickly wiped against the other sleeve, and the closest rag became first aid. Then it was back to work.


Now the sun has gone, and night has taken over. His eyes are fatigued, and the candles he’d planted about his workbench are no longer doing the trick. He’s making more mistakes, and progress has slowed. And so Jesus sets his tools down. He stops and takes a long, deep breath. He rakes the sawdust from the whiskers of his beard. Finally, Jesus closes the door on another long, hard day.


He walks to the well and draws an urn of deep spring water. He spills its icy cold over his face and scrubs himself alert. He lifts his head and shakes back his mane. He runs his hands through its thickness with fingers that are sore from the beating they took today and so many other days.


He sits quietly, resting in the cool night air. His gaze turns upward toward the moonlit sky as he drags a rag across his face, wiping it clean of the day’s toil. It’s quiet, so quiet. In the stillness of his heart, Jesus thanks his earthly father for passing on the skills by which he earns his daily bread, and he thanks his heavenly Father for the bread he ate that day.

OEBPS/styles/page-template.xpgt
 

   

     
       
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
         
            
            
            
            
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





OEBPS/images/bm.jpg





OEBPS/images/title.jpg
BRUCE MARCHIANO

JESUS, the MAN
WHO LOVED
WOMEN

He Treasures, Esteems, and Delights in You

Touchstone
New York  London  Toronto  Sudney





OEBPS/images/promo.jpg
Sign Up Here







OEBPS/images/common.jpg










OEBPS/images/copy.jpg








OEBPS/images/9781451696677_cover.jpg
BRUCE MARCHIANO

J ESUS, the MAN
WHO LLOVED

He Treasures, Esteems, and Delights in You






