
Now the Passover and the Festival of Unleavened Bread were only two days away, and the
chief priests and the teachers of the law were scheming to arrest Jesus secretly and kill
him. “But not during the festival,” they said, “or the people may riot.” While he was in
Bethany, reclining at the table in the home of Simon the Leper, a woman came with an
alabaster jar of very expensive perfume, made of pure nard. She broke the jar and poured
the perfume on his head. Some of those present were saying indignantly to one another,
“Why this waste of perfume? It could have been sold for more than a year’s wages and the
money given to the poor.” And they rebuked her harshly.“Leave her alone,”said Jesus.“Why
are you bothering her? She has done a beautiful thing to me. The poor you will always
have with you, and you can help them any time you want. But you will not always have me.
She did what she could. She poured perfume on my body beforehand to prepare for my
burial. Truly I tell you, wherever the gospel is preached throughout the world, what she has
done will also be told, in memory of her.” Mark 14: 1 - 9

The Woman with the Jar

Jesus is reclining, not upright, not standing, not walking and talking or healing or 
teaching. He is lying back, at rest, restoring himself with food and drink and the 
company of others. He is vulnerable in this position and exposed, and the people 
that surround him are… who? People who see him or don’t, people who love him or 
fear him, people who hope or listen or feel confused or excited or encouraged? Not 
far off is the threat of schemes to arrest and kill him… the threat is real and very 
near, but for this time, this small moment he still has, the schemers bide their time 
and wait till their own fear of rioting and uprising subsides…

Jesus is vulnerable to threat outside but also inside this
house: he is a guest, and as a guest he takes the risk of
being vulnerable, and as a guest he has said to his host:
yes, I’ll come, and yes I’ll take the risk of being with
others, some of whom I know and others I maybe
don’t. And I’ll be new for people and known to others.
And some people will love to hear what I say if I say
something and some will love to see and feel what I do
if I do something. And others won’t. But I’m coming
anyway. 

And while he is reclining there, a woman comes in and
makes a gesture that is so public and huge that it is
unavoidable to the senses: perfume, so costly and rich,
and in one simple gesture it is all poured out, and you
will never never be able to get it back into the jar. That alabaster jar will forever be 
broken, and the perfume will forever be outside and never contained again, and 
none of it is held back, none of it. 



God’s love is like that jar,
that costly and beautiful
jar that is broken forever
without any regret. God’s
love for us is like that
perfume, that most
precious and wondrous
thing: out for all to see
and feel, out forever,
given forever and
completely, and never
held back in any way, and
never taken back, and
without a single regret.
God is like that woman,
and that woman is like God: God comes to us and pours out love on us and over us 
forever and without question or reservation, and openly and in public, not in secret 
like the fearful plotting schemes of haters. And that woman and God take a huge, 
huge risk in doing so, because what do they get in return? The woman is rebuked 
harshly by others who see what she does and are troubled. Because what she does 
is large and they can’t fail to see. And why are they troubled at what they see? Why 
is love troubling? What does God’s love say to us, in joyful shouts and in faithful, 
truthful whispers? It says: I will never go back on what I have said. I will never take 
away what I have given you. There is no end to me, I only become more and more 
and go on and on, there is no condition to me, I will not ask you to deserve me. 
What is the trouble here? That we say to ourselves and worry with the fear that God 
doesn’t mean what love says? That what God gives us is not meant for us? For 
others perhaps, except me? 

Yet here is a woman, in the image of God, pouring out that word of love onto Jesus, 
telling him he is precious and loved. And Jesus says yes.


