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What is your favorite aroma? What is your favorite fragrance? Is it the scent of a Christmas tree? 
Is it chocolate chip cookies right out of the oven? Is it the smell of baby powder on your infant 
child?   
 
My favorite aroma is the smell of one of my mom’s pumpkin custard pies, the kind she used to 
bake on Thanksgiving morning. The pie itself was not that large.  But  mom’s little pie could fill 
our entire house with its wonderful aroma. 
 
And that aroma was my nose’s way of telling me that I was home, that I am loved. 
 
In the Passion narrative which we just heard, Jesus approaches Jerusalem for the feast of 
Passover. Jesus knows that the religious leaders have decided to kill him, yet he decides to go 
right into Jerusalem.  
 
On his way to Jerusalem, Jesus stops at the home of Simon the Leper in Bethany. And while they 
ate dinner, an unnamed woman approaches Jesus. She breaks open a small but expensive 
alabaster jar, filled with oil. 
 
She anoints the head of Jesus with the oil. Some people were infuriated that she had wasted such 
expensive oil. “It could have been sold, and the money could have gone to the second 
collection!” 
 
Jesus’ critics are missing the point about what time it is. We will always have the opportunity to 
serve the poor. In fact, in Matthew’s Gospel, we are told that we will not enter the kingdom of 
heaven if we do not serve for the poor.  
 
But humanity would not always have time to honor Jesus in his earthly, human body.  
 
So, this unnamed woman knows what time it is. It is time to do an extravagantly loving thing for 
Jesus. She anoints him with the oil. 
 
Don’t miss one detail that Mark’s Gospel includes. Mark says that the oil was perfumed. Which 
means that the aroma of that oil must have filled the whole house as she anointed Jesus. 
 
A relatively small amount of oil, filling the house with its fragrance. 
 



When I smelled my mom’s pumpkin pie – it smelled like love. When the woman poured that 
perfumed oil on Jesus – it must have smelled like love. 
 
I am convinced that Mark includes the detail about the perfume  because he is trying to tell us 
something crucial.  
 
Throughout the Passion, important acts of love are portrayed, even as the brutality and blood of 
the crucifixion are right in front of our eyes. 
 
Little acts of love, like: 
 
+ Jesus, breaking bread and pouring wine, giving us the Eucharist, so that he could always be 
with us. 
+ Jesus, praying honestly in Gethsemane, bravely facing the suffering that is to come 
+ Jesus, refusing to strike those who beat him, being patient with those who spat upon him 
+ Jesus, bleeding on the cross, while the passersby mocked him 
+ Jesus, dying for our sins, and being laid in a tomb. 
 
Jesus is the love of God made flesh. After his crucifixion, his body was anointed with oil and 
spices, wrapped in cloth, and placed in a tomb. 
 
But, you know what happened next… 
 
The aroma of his love filled that tomb... 
the power of his love filled that tomb. 
 
The stench of death was everywhere on Golgotha, but on Easter Sunday morning, God’s love 
was so overwhelming, like a perfumed aroma filling every nook and cranny of that cemetery. 
And the stone was rolled away, and the earth shook, and Christ rose. 
 
If you go to Golgotha today, just inside the door of the church is a slab of marble on the floor. It 
is called the ‘anointing stone.’ Tradition says that it is the place where Jesus’ body was laid on 
the ground after they took him down from the cross. There, on that spot, they poured perfumed 
oil on the dead body of Jesus, and prepared him for burial. 
 
Today, several times each day, women come and pour perfumed oil on that slab. And Christians 
from around the world come, and they rub their hands on that oil, and they rub cloths on that oil.  
 
Last May, I rubbed this alb on that slab of marble, and for months after I got back to Richmond, I 
could smell the aroma of the anointing stone in Jerusalem. And every time I smelled it, my nose 



reminded me of Christ’s dying, and rising. It smelled like love. 
 
In a tiny little corner of the Roman Empire, 2000 years ago, a rabbi named Jesus from an 
insignificant little town died on a little hill outside of Jerusalem and his body was placed in a 
little tomb made out of rock. 
 
But ever since, the power of His love has spread and spread, like a loving aroma that wants to fill 
not just the whole house, but the whole world.   
 
The death and resurrection of Christ are God’s most perfect act of love. And the whole world has 
been changed because of it.  
 
Remember - the woman’s alabaster jar had to be broken open so that the fragrance of her love 
could fill the house. 
 
Similarly, Christ’s body was broken, so that the saving power of his love could fill the whole 
world. 
 
All of the celebrations of Holy Week are designed to help each of us to experience the 
extravagant way in which Christ loves you. His love, his forgiveness, his mercy are so wonderful 
– let Christ fill you with that gift this week. 
 
And then, be like the pilgrims in Jerusalem – take the fragrance and beauty of Christ’s love with 
you. Don’t just walk out of church today with some palms in your hand – walk out of here with a 
desire to spread the loving fragrance of God to every nook and cranny of your life.  
 
If the Lord gives you the opportunity to do an act of generous love today – seize that 
opportunity.  
 
You are baptized children of God, blessed with many gifts. God gave them to you, so that you 
could bless the whole house. 
 
What loving gifts has God given you? 
 
Don’t keep them in a jar. 
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