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I’M SORRY 
A COMMENTARY ON LOVE MEANS HAVING TO  
SAY YOU’RE SORRY 
 
 
“More than anything else, I’m sorry for myself…”  
– John Denver 
 
 
The color blue is often associated with sadness or depression. The use of blue to mean 
sad dates back to the 14th Century. Some believe that blue is related to rain or storms. 
This is from Greek mythology where the god, Zeus, would make rain by crying.  
 
On deep-water sailing ships, when a captain or any other officers were lost at sea, a blue 
flag would be hoisted. Upon returning to port, there would be a blue band painted across 
her hull. Thus, the color blue became associated with expressions of sadness or sorrow. 
The word “sorry” stems from the Old English, sarig, which means “full of sorrow.” 
 
There’s a landmark in Pacific Grove, California that’s full of sorrow. It commemorates the 
site where John Denver’s personal experimental aircraft crashed in 1997. It took the life 
of this folk music legend at the age of 53. His untimely death also had a profound impact 
on environmental issues. John used his fame to influence causes such as saving whales 
and feeding starving children in Africa. 
 
Track #10 of the CD, John Denver’s Greatest Hits, is a song called, I’m Sorry. Released 
in 1975, it was Denver’s number one career hit. I confess to playing and listening to the 
track over and over and over, again and again. It can repeat five or six times before I 
begin to regret that I’ve crooned along with none other than country boy John Denver for 
close to 20 minutes of my life. Then, I really can enjoy the song because I’m sorry, too. 
Perhaps the song is an apology for a relationship that was cast aside capriciously. It is 
possible that it was written as a ballad of repentance and regret. If you’re not very familiar 
with the words, let me fill you in.  
 
John professes to be sorry for a wide variety of things from “the way things are in China” 
(a product of his time), for the lies he’s told, to the way things used to be. But, more than 
anything else, poor John feels sorry for himself. Bless his heart. It occurred to me recently 
that the ballad amounts to the #1 all-time hit for pity party participants. Maybe that’s why 
I identify with the song so much. 
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I realized that I am an extremely proficient pity party hostess. John’s words, so near and 
dear to my heart, could be my theme song. I’m not proud of some of the parties I throw. I 
am fully cognizant of the fact that they’re not the way to have fun. However, at a moment’s 
notice you will find me poised and ready to let the sorrowful celebration begin. Whether it 
is at the blink of an eye, the wink of an eye, or the drop of a hat, I’m there. Your place or 
mine, indoors or out, morning or evening, it doesn’t matter one little bit.  
 
At times, nothing can stop me from turning down or casting aside another well earned, 
creatively invented, sin-twisted, and distorted opportunity for this party of one. You see, 
nobody works more, plays less, helps more, hurts less, loves more, hates less than I do. 
Nobody notices me, everybody ignores me, nobody likes me, everybody hates 
me…guess I’ll go eat worms. Bet you didn’t even realize the party had begun! 
 
I have a suspicion that some of you might have shown up for a party or two like this 
before. Perhaps even hosted a few?  All it takes is something like an ill-spoken word, a 
sideways glance or a bruised ego and you’re feeling sorry for yourself. It’s OK. Self 
indulge. God wants you to feel sorry…for your self.  
Yes, you heard me correctly. God wants you to feel sorry for your “self” You see, sorrow 
arrives not because of you and what you are…sorrow arrives because you are as you 
are.  
 
Perhaps that’s why – through these verses found in Romans 7:22-25 – I feel so close to 
the Apostle Paul.  
  
“For in my inner being I delight in God’s law; but I see another law at work in the members 
of my body, waging war against the law of my mind and making me a prisoner of the law 
of sin at work within my members. What a wretched man I am!  Who will rescue me from 
this body of death?  Thanks be to God—through Jesus Christ our Lord!  So then, I myself 
in my mind am a slave to God’s law, but in the sinful nature a slave to the law of sin.” 
 
His declaration, “What a wretched man I am” creates an awareness in myself of my self. 
That consciousness of my sinful being and helplessness to remedy it on my own, prompts 
me to utter the familiar words of confession, “I, a poor, miserable sinner…” Oh, I can 
intentionally reject remorse before it even gets to the front door. It can remain that way, 
on the outside looking in, for a long time—perhaps a lifetime.  
 
However, sorrow, escorted by repentance, are the guests of honor at the party of one. 
They bring with them the light that exposes sinfulness and unworthiness AND reveals the 
goodness, grace, mercy and peace of our loving God. These spoilsports put a damper on 
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the pity party and bring life, eternal life, to the partygoer.  
 
The most welcome party crasher for pity parties is and always will be the Holy Spirit. He’s 
the designated driver who is your party escort and lurks in the background waiting until 
His time has come. When it does, he casts a guiding beacon that guides you to a harbor 
of shelter and safety of a Savior’s waiting arms. Before you know it, you’re confessing 
your sorrow for a wide variety of things, just like John. But more than anything else, you 
become sorry for your “self” and forgiven and free—almost heaven. Thanks be to God for 
the forgiveness we have through Jesus Christ our Lord. Now that’s the best reason to 
party! @ 


