
Jeff introduced us to Mary and Martha in his thought for the day on the 1st April 
and here they are again on this Monday of Holy Week. Martha is reflecting on 
the strange action of Mary, anointing Jesus with pure nard – a very expensive 
perfume. John’s Gospel tells the story  

John 12:1-8 English Standard Version (ESV) 

Mary Anoints Jesus at Bethany 
12 Six days before the Passover, Jesus therefore came to Bethany, where Lazarus 
was, whom Jesus had raised from the dead. 2 So they gave a dinner for him 
there. Martha served, and Lazarus was one of those reclining with him at 
table. 3 Mary therefore took a pound of expensive ointment made from pure 
nard, and anointed the feet of Jesus and wiped his feet with her hair. The house 
was filled with the fragrance of the perfume. 4 But Judas Iscariot, one of his 
disciples (he who was about to betray him), said, 5 “Why was this ointment not 
sold for three hundred denarii and given to the poor?” 6 He said this, not 
because he cared about the poor, but because he was a thief, and having 
charge of the moneybag he used to help himself to what was put into it. 7 Jesus 
said, “Leave her alone, so that she may keep it for the day of my burial. 8 For the 
poor you always have with you, but you do not always have me.” 

 

 



Martha voices her concerns 
 
They’re back from Jerusalem at last, full of tales of Jerusalem and how when a 
Pharisee told them to be quiet as they came in shouting Hosanna to the Son of 
David Jesus said that even if he could get them to be quiet the stones would 
shout for joy. 
 
It sounded like a triumph. I don’t know what I was expecting after last night.  
Oh dear.  Oh dear, in front of all those men – what   on earth possessed the 
child?  Where did she get the perfume?  How can I be expected to do 
everything in the house, get ready a dinner for almost twenty and then look 
after that girl as well?  And He’s no help.  I asked him to back me up last time, to 
tell her to get on with helping me – and he told ME off, me.  Where would he 
be, where would Lazarus be without me, I ask you?  
I’ve slaved for them, cleaned and cooked and cleared up – and all the thanks I 
get is to be told that Mary has the right idea.  There she was sitting at his feet, 
hanging on every last word while I was working my fingers to the bone.  And 
there he was encouraging her.  Any other man and I’d wonder – but not him.  
Sometimes I think he must be a bit simple, he doesn’t seem to act like a real 
man.  He’s a bit soft like. 
 Oh, I just go cold, thinking about it – the embarrassment.  And that slimy 
Judas, - that was the only funny thing – seeing him so angry. 
 She didn’t let on, not a thing.  You could have bowled me over with a 
feather.  
 And all those men looking on – what on earth did they think of her – ‘no 
better than she should be’ I expect.  Oh, that’s such a silly expression – you can 
hear it being said with such a sneer in the voice.  Judas almost called her a 
prostitute – but one look from Him and he thought better of it.  He put Judas in 
his place good and proper!  
Judas went on and on about the waste and how it would have fed a poor family 
for a week – as if he cared.  And Jesus just looked at Judas and said, again, that 
Mary had done the right thing. 
 Well it was a waste – in a way – it must have cost a fortune and heaven 
knows where she got the money from.  That’s what Judas thought no doubt! 



 They were all shocked – it made everyone so uncomfortable – such a 
display.  What madness was that, pouring all that perfume onto his head and 
feet, and then wiping it off his feet with her own hair – Oh that child is so odd – 
she’ll be the death of me. 
 Death – that’s what he spoke of then – she kept it for the day of my 
burial, that’s what he said!  I don’t like it when He becomes all mysterious like 
that – it scares me. And Him there large as life and them all talking about going 
into Jerusalem again the next day – quite excited they were then. 
 She said later that she heard Judas speaking quietly about him going into 
his city as its King – and she wanted to anoint him – like they did in the olden 
days.  They always anointed Kings with perfumed oil – she said, Samuel 
anointed David she said – so someone had to anoint Jesus as King.  And then 
she made my blood run cold.  She sat so still and said, just said it out loud, with 
no emotion, ‘so that when he dies, he will die as King.’ 
 I didn’t know how to take that.  So, I told her off.  I told her that it wasn’t 
up to a little slip of a girl like her to take on a man’s work, and a priest’s work at 
that, what madness was this, talking of anointing the King. 

And she just laughed at me.  As if I was the one who was half crazy. 
But maybe she’s the only one who’s sane out of them all.  They all went 

into Jerusalem today, yelling ‘Hosanna to the Son of David’ and waving palm 
branches in the air, encouraging the crowd to join them. Bartimaeus came back 
with them, I didn’t tell him about Mary anointing Jesus King, he was worried 
enough poor man. Said that sight could be a cure as well as a blessing. Said he 
seen the Temple Guards and the Roman soldiers watching them all as they 
proclaimed Jesus King. Said it made him anxious, fearful for Jesus.  

Maybe Mary was anointing him for his burial after all.  These men with 
their plans of power and kings and everything - how mad and dangerous is that! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Prayer 
 
Loving God, we come before you in worship and praise, thanksgiving and 
remembrance. Open our hearts to the presence of Christ and lead us in his way 
 
We come recalling the last week of in the life of Jesus and all it teaches us of 
him – 
His faithfulness to the last 
His willingness to take the Way of the Cross, 
His courage in the face of opposition, suffering and death. 
Open our hearts to the presence of Christ and lead us in his way. 
 
We come consecrating our lives to his service, committing ourselves to his 
cause, 
Open our hearts to the presence of Christ and lead us in his way 
 
 
We come thankful for all. He has done and continues to do, celebrating his 
great love, 
Open our hearts to the presence of Christ and lead us in his way 
We come acknowledging him Lord and Saviour and desiring to be his true 
disciples, 
Open our hearts to the presence of Christ and lead us in his way 
 
Receive now this time of worship we offer you, and speak through it so that we 
may grow in faith and be strengthened in your service, 
Open our hearts to the presence of Christ and lead us in his way, for in his name 
we ask it. 
 
Prayers taken from Prayers for all seasons by Nick Fawcett 
 
I always think of the following hymn as Mary’s words – secretly expressing all 
that  Martha felt too but would have found difficult to express,  showing her 
love in  constant action. 
 



 My Song Is Love Unknown 
 

My song is love unknown 
My Saviour's love to me 

Love to the loveless shown 
That they might lovely be 

O who am I 
That for my sake 

My Lord should take 
Frail flesh and die 

 
 

He came from His blest throne 
Salvation to bestow 

But men made strange and none 
The longed-for Christ would know 

But O my Friend 
My Friend indeed 
Who at my need 
His life did spend 

 
 

Sometimes they strew His way 
And His sweet praises sing 

Resounding all the day 
Hosannas to their King 

Then Crucify 
Is all their breath 
And for His death 

They thirst and cry 
 
 

They rise and needs will have 
My dear Lord made away 

A murderer they save 
The Prince of Life they slay 

Yet cheerful He 
To suffering goes 
That He His foes 

From thence might free 

 
 

Why, what hath my Lord done 
What makes  

this rage and spite 
He made the lame to run 

He gave the blind their sight 
Sweet injuries!  

Yet they at these 
Themselves displease 
And ‘gainst him rise 

 
In life no house no home 

My Lord on earth might have 
In death no friendly tomb 
But what a stranger gave 

What may I say 
Heaven was His home 

But mine the tomb 
Wherein He lay 

 
 

Here might I stay and sing 
No story so divine 

Never was love dear King 
Never was grief like Thine 

This is my Friend 
In whose sweet praise 

I all my days 
Could gladly spend 
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