
Sermon “Filled with Fragrance”                                                                                                         Pastor Dionne 

John 12:1-8 
 

Prayer:  Gracious God, help us to see the body of Christ still broken in this world.  Help us to know that we may 

meet it with lavish grace.  Help us to hear that we too may pour ourselves out with extravagant love. 
 

 It’s six days before the Passover.  Just six days.  No one knows how significant these six days are except 

Jesus.  Yet he stops.  Jesus stops for a minute to see some friends.  To have dinner at Lazarus’ house.  Jesus 

stops to have dinner with his disciples because he needs to eat, we all do, but also because he knows that his 

time is coming near.  Jesus has just a few more days, a few more minutes, just a little more time to teach, to 

preach, to let his disciples know that the kingdom of God is here and now, and that the kingdom of God is 

waiting from them in heaven.   

Jesus has just a little bit more time to impress upon his disciples that they are part of the kingdom.  The 

disciples have work to do.  The disciples will always have work to do.  Jesus is preaching and teaching with 

everything that is within him because he is building a kingdom for God, a kingdom with eternal consequences 

and he only has six days left to build a people who are so in love with God, so in love with justice, so in love 

with mercy, so in love with grace, so in love with God’s love for them and their neighbor that they will continue 

the work he began. 

Jesus has just six more days.  But that day, that time, it is time to stop and eat.  It is time to stop and 

fellowship with friends.  Jesus stopped at Lazarus house to share a meal with those who loved him, and those 

who hated him, most.  Martha is there, serving the meal.  Lazarus is there, sitting at the head of the table.  And 

Mary is there.  Mary, whom we have learned is also a disciple, she’s there.  And Mary does what each of us 

have an opportunity to do.  Mary does the teaching; Mary’s actions do the preaching.  It is Mary who performs 

the function of the priest.  It is Mary who does the anointing.  

 

We remember Jesus: holy, mighty, living and dying for us.  Pouring his heart out as a testimony to God.  

For us.   

Because of us. 

And so I ask, as we remember Mary, would we pour our hearts out in the oil? 

 

Mary fell to her knees, broke open her treasure, and lavished oil on Jesus’ feet. 

Would we pour it? 

When we see the jar and know the cost. 

Would we pour it? 

 

The fragrance of the oil permeates the air, overpowering the room. 

Would we pour it? 

 

Would we wipe Jesus’ feet with our hair?  Feet that had walked long, hard roads filled with the dirt and manure 

of the world. 

Would we wipe them? 

 

Would we withstand the stares of the other disciples?   

Would we withstand the stares the whispers of the women?   

Would we withstand the condemnation of the people to pour oil onto the Master’s feet? 

 

Would we pour the oil of radical hospitality, unending love, mercy, and grace and forgiveness? 

 

Would we be Mary?  Would we pour it? 

 



Or would we count the cost?  The oil is a year’s wages.  We could give the money to the poor.  We could feed 

the hungry.  We could encourage the widow and give hope to the orphan.  We could…we could…we could.   

 

The fact is we could do so many things with a year’s wages.  But would we purchase a bottle of oil that was so 

expensive that it costs, not just a year of wages, but a year of our lives.  Would we pour it?   

Would we open our eyes and see that Jesus is sitting in front of us and open the bottle?  Would we be the one to 

pour, and pour, and pour praises of love and thanksgiving upon the Master? 

 

Would we take the thing most valuable to us, our hair, and wipe his feet?  Would we be able to withstand the 

stares?  The whispers?  An unmarried woman touching a man who is not family.  What would be the cost, the 

social cost, the emotional cost, the cost to her reputation in touching a man who is not a member of her family?   

 

 Would we pour the oil?  Would we take our all: all of a year of our lives, all of our reputation, all of our 

praise, all of our love, all our thanksgiving; would we take it and pour it?  And keep pouring it?  Keep pouring 

until there’s nothing left. 

 

Nothing but love. 

Nothing but praise. 

Nothing but grace. 

Nothing but mercy. 

Nothing but gratitude. 

Nothing but the sweet fragrance of the goodness of God left within us to give to the world. 

 

Jesus tells the other disciples that Mary saved the oil for the day of his burial.  A day in which the perfume 

would be used to cover the stench of his death.  Yet Mary opened the oil and anointed Jesus that very day.  

Letting her love of the Master flow for all to see.   

 

Do we pour as Mary poured? 

Prayer:  Giver of the most expensive gift of all, help us to learn from you. May we who are skillful at catering 

for our own wants, make ourselves more vulnerable to the needs of others.  Help us to live unselfishly and more 

sensitively, that we may spread love’s fragrance wherever the odor of cynicism and despair hangs in the air.  

Through Jesus Christ, our Savior.  Amen! 

 


