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“One Hundred Thousand Jonquils!”
2 Corinthians 2: 14-17
John 12: 1-8

POWERPOINT  ONE:
	“But thanks be to God, who in Christ always leads us in triumphant procession, and through us spreads in every place the fragrance of knowing him.”
					2 Corinthians 2: 14

Sometimes I just walk through Nordstroms!  Just for the visual and olfactory pleasure of it.  
I try to act casual—like I shop here weekly.  It is not that I can’t afford the so carefully and tastefully displayed high end goods, all that shines and winks in the sparkling glass case--no, no.  I just don’t need anything right at the moment.  
Ah, to be welcomed by all those well-pressed, styling Nordstrom business associates—no clerks here .

And then there are the cosmetic counters.  
Here are exquisite, unnaturally perfect women--wearing lab coats over tasteful, tailored outfits, (doctors of beauty?  Shamens?)  And all of them are enveloped in clouds of fragrance.  One word always comes quickly to mind: Intimidation!  I move swiftly by.

But on this day, I come on a knights errand, to buy Alice some perfume.
So I approach this Mecca of make-up trying for an off-hand, casual confidence.
“How are you,” this soft and dulcet voice purrs.
“Good,” I ssy.
“I am so glad.”  And just like that we really hit it off.
“What can I help you with?”
“Well,” I say, “I was thinking about buying some perfume for my wife.”
“Ah.  Special occasion?”
“No….just …um…because…uh, she’s my wife.”
“Oh.” She says, “Lucky girl!”  She lightly touches my forearm.  I blush.
 She calls over what seems to be a nearly identical, slender, lab coated model.  The first tells the second what I had said.
The second makes the same “oh” sound.  Looks at me with what feels like a ‘returning prince’ kind of look.
“Does she wear scent?”
But before I could figure what she means by that they both were spraying golden liquid into Kleenex and whiffing it past me, then lifting their pale slender wrists to my nose.
This is a new experience for me.  It doesn’t feel like something that should be done in public.
Then one of the women says the most amazing thing:  “One hundred thousand jonquils.  There are over one hundred thousand jonquils used to make this scent along with jasmine and roses.”

100,000 jonquils!  She had me.  I wanted Alice to smell like a 100,000 jonquils.
“How much?” I asked.
“Seventy-five dollars an ounce.”
I thought to myself,  “Only $75.00!”  To send to my love a message carried in the blossom of 1000,000 jonquils.  What an astonishing deal!
Fragrance has the power to return memories to us with such startling clarity, doesn’t it.
A tendril of scent can instantly transport us back decades.
Over ripe honeydew melons.  That’s the smell of my baseball glove.   One whiff and I am 12 years old again.  I feel the starched white flannel of my first baseball uniform against my thighs.  One whiff and I go to crouch, joining the infield chatter leaning in from 3rd base:  “Hey batter, hey batter, batter!”

POWERPOINT TWO:   Fragrance has memory translating power.

So, it was six days before Passover & Mary of Bethany goes to the perfume merchants, much as I did--- for some, not all, but some of the same reasons—for honoring, for love and she buys a costly fragrance—an extravagant amount of a very expensive perfume.

Let me remind you that this is the well-respected and proper Mary of Bethany.  Now there was lots of slander, rumor and gossip that grew up around another of Jesus’ chosen company, Mary Magdalene, all of it untrue--but this Mary of Mary and Martha….

And what she does is not something that someone in a reasonable state of mind would do.  Lavish, wild, outlandish, it is an action shows no concern for what people might think.
A respectable, good, reasonable woman does not let her hair fall free in public. Everyone knows this.
A respectable, good, reasonable woman does not ever touch a man in public with her hair.  Proper women do not even speak to a man she is not related to in public.  Everyone knows this.
A respectable, good, reasonable woman does not ever, not ever, use her hair as a towel in public upon a man’s feet.
No woman in a reasonable state of mind would ever do this, but Mary of Bethany is not in a reasonable state of mind.

Do you know why?  
Something had happened to Mary just as short while before the scene of this lavish anointing.  A few weeks, maybe just a few days before—the text is not clear, but not long she was at Jesus’ feet --and not with ointment, and not with and awe and not with joy---no.
She was at his feet in heart brokenness.  She was at his feet shedding bitter tears of disappointment and grief.
Remember?
Her brother Lazarus had gotten real sick & they had sent word to Jesus—Mary and Martha.  “You come and he’ll get better.”  “He’ll come cause he loves us,”  they told people.  “You’ll see.”
But he didn’t come.  In fact, Jesus shows up 4 days late.
Yes, just recently Mary has been at Jesus’ feet.  She has been brought to her knees by her brother’s death.  
And death does to sweet Mary of Bethany what it does to all of us: it makes her unreasonable and wild and broken.
“If you would have been here he wouldn’t have died!”  She weeps at Jesus’ feet.
But her hurt reaches up into Jesus’ heart.   And Jesus says, “All right then, bring him on out here.”
And thank God, Martha, the sister with good sense intervenes: “Jesus, settle down!  He has been dead four days.  He stinks.”

1st great Lazarus Lesson:  That which looks like death to us is life to God.

POWERPOINT THREE:  Lazarus Lesson:  That which looks like death to us is life to God.
God takes death, at its most convincing (he stinks!) and brings forth life.
When Mary goes to market that day she is not in a reasonable state of mind.  She has seen death give way to life.

Not long ago, a friend of mine had a painful conflict in the church he serves.  He knew he was going to lose some people over it.  His heart was heavy as he got ready for Sunday.  He tried to prepare himself by making a mental list of those that would surely be gone.  He pictured in his mind where they usually sat in worship and saw those seats empty.  That Sunday when he stood up to say good morning, there in the front row was one of the couples he had already said goodbye to.
After worship as they were leaving the church my friend with his heart in his throat, said to them, “I’m surprised to see you.”
The husband of the couple just shrugged his shoulders and said: “Well, we’re held captive by love.”

Mary has been taken captive.  She goes shopping that morning among the perfume vendors with death in her nostrils but with the intoxicant of joy in her heart.

So, two things happen when Jesus raises Lazarus from the dead: 
First, the Sanhedrin begins meeting secretly to draw up changes against Jesus to trap him, put him on trial and put him to death and secondly, Mary lets her hair down and is the first one to live a life of lavish loving gnerosity in the midst of certain death.

POWERPOINT FOUR:  Two consequences of Jesus raising Lazarus:
1. Plotting begins to kill Jesus.
1. Mary becomes the first one to live a life of lavish loving generosity in the midst of certain death.

Do you understand?  Mary comes to the house where death lives, Lazarus’ house.  She brings costly perfume, and she uses it to anoint Jesus’ head, of course, but not just his head, also his feet.  But you don’t use this kind of fragrance, this wildly expensive fragrance for feet.  Olive oil maybe, but never this.  Why one only anoints feet of someone who is---dead.

Mary of Bethany has watched death be undone, and it has undone her.  She is the first to be cut free form the way life is, a final prisoner of death to the way life will be, with her rabbi, Jesus-- a new creation!  
And she comes with joy to love him while he still walks on this earth and to get him ready for something more—which is always the deep work of lavish, loving generosity.

Which bring us to this 2nd hard but mysteriously wondrous Lazarus Lesson: :  the prospect of death is not to be avoided or denied, but welcomed.  In the poet’s words, “Come, Sweet death.” We can live in lavish loving generosity until the end because there is more.

POWERPOINT FIVE:  2nd Lazarus Lesson:  the prospect of death is not to be avoided or denied, but welcomed.  We can live in lavish loving generosity until the end because there is more.

Do you know how they make perfume?
The perfumers  gather in hundreds of thousands of flowers into soft-lit rooms and plunge them into great vats of warm oil.
Then, large paddles push the blossoms under.  They die very quickly exhaling the soul of the flower into the oil; dying they release their scent--a sea of blossoms becomes a million fragrant sighs.

Jesus Christ is 100,000 jonquils to a world in desperate need of spring.  Jesus, fragrant offering lingers,  fills the air where ever people live in lavish loving generosity to the very end.

John’s gospel  says: “The house was filled with the fragrance of the perfume.”  John 12:3
The house of death was filled with the scent of lavish loving generosity.

Fragrance has memory translating power, remember?
May Mary’s perfume never completely leave you, and on that one day when your life depends on remembering,  may you remember with joy:

POWERPOINT SIX:  What looks like death to us, is life to God.
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