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Chances are good that you know Cesar Millan, the so-called Dog Whisperer.  If you watch Casar with the most obstreperous of dogs, you see that he knows how to speak the language of “dog” not only in words but with his body.  
Under Cesar’s influence, these wild and even vicious dogs seem to melt into the sweetest and most-loving lap dogs one could imagine.  
This morning I would like to introduce you to a different Caesar Malan, one who lived almost two cenuturies before our Cesar Millan, the Dog Whisper  
This Caesar was something of a whisperer himself, not a Dog but a Soul Whisperer.  He is the Reverend Dr. Caesar Malan, a Swiss pastor.  One night in 1822 this Caesar Malan whispered into the soul of an angry 33-year-old woman, changing her life and thereby the lives of millions.

Who was this lady and why was she so unhappy?  

Certainly her early years showed no sign of dysfunction.  Initially she was very happy, even earned the nickname “Carefree Charlotte” for humorous poetry she penned.  
But around the time Charlotte turned 30, her health took a serious turn for the worse.  She was struck down by an incurable ailment that left her feeling weak, sluggish, and exhausted, hour after hour and day after day.  Her body held her captive in her home, often on her bed.  It is said that she became increasingly rebellious and defiant, at times depressed and despondent.

The granddaughter of an Anglican priest and the sister of two priests in the Church of England, Charlotte seemed to have lost her way.

That was until that night in 1822 when her father, Mr. Elliott, invited the Reverend Dr. Caesar Malan, in hopes that he could help his daughter overcome her despair and regain her faith.

During dinner, Charlotte was said to be highly emotional and seemed to be increasingly irritated.  Dr. Malan addressed her: “Charlotte, you are tired of yourself.  You are holding on to anger and hate and becoming sour, bitter, resentful.”  

How was this word of truth framed? Perhaps it was not unlike like our Dog Whisperer, corrective action more through body language than with words, a presence that bespeaks compassion and love.

Whether it was that very night or after a few days—accounts vary—but Charlotte confessed that she really wanted to come to Jesus.  But, she said, “I don’t know how.”
“Why not come just as you are?” Dr. Malan responded. “You have only to come to him just as you are.”
The seeds of the Soul Whisperer were planted into the soil of critical need and profound desire.  Charlotte would celebrate this conversion moment as her “spiritual birthday.”

Some fourteen years later, these seeds would flower in a way that would ultimately be inextricably connected to the conversion and spiritual birth of others.

It was in 1836, when one of her brothers who was a priest decided to build a school in Brighton, England, for the children of poor clergymen.  The main fundraising activity was a bazaar, and Charlotte was eager to help but overcome with her physical inability to do much of anything.  The night before the bazaar was a time of deep spiritual conflict within her soul.  But when she awoke on the day of the bazaar she determined to gather up all the certainties not of emotion of but of salvation, her Lord, his power and his promise.

Taking pen to paper she sat down—some say under a tree across from the bazaar—and wrote in verse the formula of her faith, the Gospel of pardon and of peace.
It was now, right now, she was accepted by her loving Savior . . .  [Johnny Cash mp3]s
1.
Just as I am, without one plea,
But that thy blood was shed for me,
And that thou bid'st me come to thee,
O Lamb of God, I come, I come.

2.
Just as I am, and waiting not
To rid my soul of one dark blot,
To thee whose blood can cleanse each spot,
O Lamb of God, I come, I come.

3.
Just as I am, tho' tossed about
With many a conflict, many a doubt,
Fightings and fears within, without,
O Lamb of God, I come, I come.

4.
Just as I am, poor, wretched, blind—
Sight, riches, healing of the mind,
Yea, all I need in thee to find—
O Lamb of God, I come, I come.

5.
Just as I am, thou wilt receive,
Wilt welcome, pardon, cleanse, relieve,
Because thy promise I believe,
O Lamb of God, I come! I come!

6.

Just as I am, thy love unknown
Has broken ev'ry barrier down,
Now to be thine, yea thine alone,
O Lamb of God, I come.

7.

Just as I am, of that free love
The breadth, length, depth and height to prove,
Here for a season, then above,
O Lamb of God, I come.

As the day wore on, her sister-in-law came to see her and bring her news of the bazaar.  It is said she read the hymn Charlotte composed and asked for a copy.  
As Bishop Moule, a relative of Charlotte living at the end of the nineteenth century, states aptly, 

So it first stole out from that quiet room into the world, where for sixty years it had been sowing and reaping, until a multitude which only God can number has been blessed through the message.
Together with over a hundred other hymns of her composing, “Just as I am” was published as part of the “Invalid’s Hymn Book” in 1836.  It has been said that the beloved hymn raised more money for the school than the bazaar and all other fundraising besides.

Her brother the priest would later say, 
In the course of a long ministry, I hope I have been permitted to see some of the fruit of my labor, but I feel that far more has been done by a single hymn of my sister’s.
“Just as I am” has been called the “world’s greatest soul-winning hymn,” sung at many an altar call, the most noted being the Billy Graham crusades that in person reach 150 million and, through television, countless millions.

“Come just as you are.” 
Words of a soul whisperer reframed by an invalid who had found in them renewed strength and life.
Simon the Pharisee in today’s gospel did not invite the woman.  Some place, somewhere she must have heard the Great Invitation whispered from the Lord himself: “Come, come to me all ye that travail and heavy laden and I will give you rest.”

So she came just as she was and unabashedly pours out her love in sweet perfume and even sweeter tears, drying the Savior’s feet with her hair.

Whether we be this morning relaxed and confident or frustrated and fragmented, joyous or sorrowful, sainted sinner or sinful saint, will we hear that Invitation today, which the Savior whispers to our soul, not so much with pious words but with body language of unconditional love and total acceptance that has the power to transform our lives and makes whole.

Will you come, my friend? 
Come with your pain, your anger, your rage? 
Come with your sadness, your sorrow?
Come with your nagging awareness that you won’t do everything you want to do in this life and that you have done not a few things you shouldn’t have done? 
But just come.

Come just as you are.  
Come today.
Your faith has saved you.  
Your sins are forgiven you.  

Go now in peace and truly live.
