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The Passion narrative... 
We have from the Gospel of Mark...

Starts with a woman. 

Who does something... 
Kind of strange... 
And really extravagant... 

 
She had an expensive jar...

Of ointment.  Perfume-y ointment.. 

It was really anointing oil... 
That people used... 
For dead bodies. 


And this whole big old jar... 

Was worth a lot of money. 


But she took this jar of perfume... 

And suddenly... unexpectedly... 
Poured the entire content...

Over Jesus' head. 


I would not have liked that.

I hate slimy lotions... and perfumes... 

Gross. Yuck.

 
I can't imagine having a whole jar... 
Poured out over my head.

But that is exactly... 

What she did. 


It was weird.  And a big deal. 

--------------------------------------------------------------------

Well...  just like now... 
Everyone back then...

Had an opinion. 


What the heck? 

What in the world...

Is she doing?

Is she crazy?

Is she out of her mind?


You know... that jar...

Of fancy perfume...

Was worth a ton of money...


All that money...

Could have been used...

To feed the hungry. 

To clothe the naked.




To help those in need.

 
But we know now.

2000 years later... 

They didn't say those things... 
Out of some sense of altruism. 

They weren't really concerned...

About people living in poverty.

 
I should say...

Judas... was not concerned...

He was more worried about..

Getting his grubby little hands...

On the cold hard cash. 


Doesn't matter. 
We can blame Judas... 
All we want. 

 
But the truth is...  

We're no different. 

We do the same thing...  
All the time.


We protest people, ideas, and things...

Out of our own self-internets... 

All the time. 


To protect...

What we have...

What we think we deserve... 


So. Just understand... there is no difference. 

--------------------------------------------------------------------

But.  In the midst of this action...

Of pouring out the anointing oil...

The jar of nard.

 
This woman.  
This woman who loved Jesus. 

Was making a statement. 

 
She was preparing his body...

For his upcoming death. 


It was an announcement. 


May I have your attention please...

I have something to say. 
This man... Jesus of Nazareth...

He is going to die. 

He was born to die. 

And now... in this moment. 

Has one week to live. 




So.  There you go. 

That's how we start. 

Happy Palm Sunday. 

Jesus has... 
One week to live. 

--------------------------------------------------------------------

What would you do? 

If today... I told you... 
You have one week to live. 


Would you climb a fourteener? 

Would you quickly book a flight... 
To Africa... and climb Mt. Kilimanjaro? 


Would you eat all the food...

You have denied yourself...

I mean... seriously...

If you have one week...

Who cares about cholesterol? 


Bring on the Chicago Deep Dish Pizza... 

Every single day... breakfast lunch supper...

Every single meal... pizza... 

For your last week. 

 
Would you drink yourself senseless?

Would you throw a party... 
Invite all your friends... 

Get completely wasted? 


Would you just go home? 
Hold your wife?

Kiss your husband?

Cry over your children? 


Would you go to church?

Get right with the Lord. 

You know... just to make sure...

That you felt and knew... 
That you are a beloved... 
Child of God. 


That your sins have been forgiven?

 
So you are ready... 

To see your God...

Face to face...  
And enter into eternity? 


If you had one week to live. 

What would you do? 

--------------------------------------------------------------------




Well... I want to tell you today... 
What Jesus did... 
With his last week. 


And I'll make it quick. 


He began by staying...

At the home...

Of Simon the Leper. 


Isn't that something?

How would you like to be known... 
As Simon the Leper?


I mean...

That's like saying...

Rod the Hypothyroid. 

Naming someone... 
Based on their disease. 


The name was designed to keep people away. 

Because Simon the Leper... 
Was unclean... 
And unacceptable...

And unaccessible... 

And unloved.


But not for Jesus.

He stayed at his home. 

Because he loved him.

Even if no one else would. 
Even if... other people... 
Said it was wrong. 


That's how he began...

His last week of life. 

--------------------------------------------------------------------

Then he went to Jerusalem...

To celebrate the Passover meal... 
With his disciples... his best friends... 

Who had worked by his side...

Who had engaged in his mission.  
Who had learned his words. 

Who had witnessed his deeds. 


Who gave their lives for him.  
Day after day...

For three years. 


He had a Passover meal with them. 


But he did it wrong.

He changed the words.




He changed the meaning.

He messed it up.


He took the bread... 

And connected it to his body. 
He took the wine...

And said it was his blood. 

 
And talked about forgiveness...

And a new covenant...

And all kinds of things... 
That didn't quite make sense...


Because they couldn't accept what he was doing...

They couldn't tolerate the goal that God had set.

They didn't want him to die.

Because they loved him. 

-------------------------------------------------------------------- 
But... now... he only had a couple days left to live.


So... he gave them a gift. 

Forgiveness... 
Through him.

Through his body.

Through his blood.

Through this new promise. 


Martin Luther wrote... 
In the Small Catechism... 
Where their is forgiveness... 
There is LIFE and SALVATION. 


So... that night.  Jesus gave them LIFE. 

--------------------------------------------------------------------

Then... you know the rest.

The garden.

The arrest. 

The joke of a trial.

The crucifixion. 


Yeah.  That's what Jesus did...

With his last week of life. 

He suffered and died. 

--------------------------------------------------------------------

And I would like to take one minute...

To point out... 
What he did not do. 


No resistance. 

When he was arrested.

 
No defense. 

In front of his accusers.




No protest.

When an angry irrational crowd.

Called for his demise. 


No fight. 

When the soldiers...

Mocked him. 
Beat him.

Spit on him. 

And stole the clothes from his body. 


No deviation...  
From his mission.  
Even though.  
He was afraid. 

Even though. 
He struggled with doubt.

Even though.

It hurt. 

So badly. 


Make no mistake.

This was not a good peaceful death. 

It was violent.  
It was horrible. 

It was so hateful. 

--------------------------------------------------------------------

So.  Why?

Why did he do it?


I mean... most of us... 
If we had one week to live... 
We would focus on...

What we wanted. 

Because our wishes...

Our dreams.

Our hopes.


Our unfulfilled goals... 
Would suddenly become...

Our priorities. 


But when Jesus knew... 
He had one week to live.

He didn't think about himself.


He didn't try to do... 
Things that he hadn't done.


He didn't indulge... 
In food... or drink... 
Or any desires of his own flesh. 


Nope. 




Instead. 

He held you. 

In his heart. 

 
He held me... 
In his heart.


He thought about us.

He thought about God. 
He through about the salvation... 
This week... this act of love.

This discipline...

Would bring into this...

Tired old broken world. 


It's beyond anything... 
I can imagine.

I can't comprehend... 

That in his last week of life... 


He thought about you. 

And me. 


And he just kept going. 

--------------------------------------------------------------------

Just like the lesson from Philippians says. 


Every step of the way.

He poured out his life.

He emptied himself. 

He humbled himself.

He was obedient to God.

He carried out the plan. 


He died.

So that we can live. 


Thanks be to God.

Amen. 



