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“Man on the Street” video from Weekend Service Programming DVD 
“He said I was in my early 40s, with a lot of life before me, and one moment came that stopped me on a dime.  I spent most of the next days looking at the x-rays, talking about the options and talking about sweet times.  I asked him when it sank in, that this might really be the real end, how it hit you when you get that kind of news – man, what did you do?  He said: ‘I went skydiving, I went rocky mountain climbing, I went 2.7 seconds on a bull named Fu Man Chu.  And I loved deeper, and I spoke sweeter, and I gave forgiveness I’d been denying.’  And he said, ‘Some day I hope you get the chance to live like you were dying.’”

If you or I were told we had only 30 days to live, I am pretty sure that the first change we would very naturally, almost reflexively, make in our lives would be to love deeper.  Frankly I don’t think we would give much thought at all to skydiving or going 2.7 seconds on a bull named Fu Man Chu.  I don’t think my first thought would be, “You know, I’ve always wanted to see the Blue Man Group perform in Las Vegas.”  I have no doubt that our first thoughts would be of the people we love, and that our first vow would be to love deeper.

So what would that look like?  What does a “love deeper” kind of love look like?  To get a picture of this kind of love, I want us to look at a day in the life of Jesus. And what may surprise us a little bit is that Jesus is the one on the receiving end of a “love deeper” kind of love.  We would sort of expect that Jesus would be the one showing us what it looks like to love more deeply and more extravagantly and more passionately, but in this instance the Bible holds up someone else as a model of love.  Here’s the story, from John 12:
Six days before the Passover, Jesus arrived at Bethany, where Lazarus lived, whom Jesus had raised from the dead.  Here a dinner was given in Jesus’ honor.  Martha served, while Lazarus was among those reclining at the table with him.  Then Mary took about a pint of pure nard, an expensive perfume; she poured it on Jesus’ feet and wiped his feet with her hair.  And the house was filled with the fragrance of the perfume.
But one of his disciples, Judas Iscariot, who was later to betray him, objected, “Why wasn’t this perfume sold and the money given to the poor?  It was worth a year’s wages.” He did not say this because he cared about the poor but because he was a thief; as keeper of the money bag, he used to help himself to what was put into it.

“Leave her alone,” Jesus replied.  “It was intended that she should save this perfume for the day of my burial.  You will always have the poor among you, but you will not always have me.”  (John 12:1-8)
Here are three insights into a “love deeper” kind of love I think we can learn from this extraordinary event.    

To Love Deeper, Do The Extravagant
When we pick up the story, Jesus is in his final days. Just to make sure we’re aware as readers of the danger Jesus was in at this time, John ends the 11th chapter of his Gospel with these words: “But the chief priests and Pharisees had given orders that if anyone found out where Jesus was, he should report it so that they might arrest him.” (John 11:57)  Jesus, it turns out, doesn’t have 30 days to live – he has about one week to live.  His crucifixion, the defining moment in human history, is just days away.  And the Bible tells us that Jesus is well aware of the suffering he is going to endure.  
So, as you or I might do if we knew our time on earth was coming to a close, Jesus decides to spend one of his last days with people that he loves.  It’s just a few days before Passover, which was to Jews the granddaddy of all holidays.  It was a time for extended family to come to town and it was a time for good food.  And more importantly, it was a time to remember how God delivered Israel from the bondage of Egypt.  

On this particular night Jesus is in Bethany, a small village about two miles southeast of Jerusalem.  One of the close friends Jesus is sharing a meal with is Lazarus.  Just a few days earlier, you might recall, Lazarus was dead and buried in a tomb. Now he’s having dinner with friends and family. Can you imagine the conversation around the table that night?  “So, Lazarus, what did you do this week?”  “Oh, not much. I died on Tuesday, laid around in a tomb for four days and then Jesus raised me from the dead over the weekend. Could you pass the chips and salsa?”  
Also there this night are Lazarus’ sisters, Martha and Mary; most likely this meal takes place at their home.  Martha shows her love for Jesus in the way she knows best.  The text tells us, “Here a dinner was given in Jesus’ honor.  Martha served …” (John 12:2)   That’s how many of us express our love, isn’t it?  We show them we love them by serving them.  We serve them a meal, we do their laundry, we put gas in their car, we help them clean up.  But there comes a time when circumstances require love to go deeper, and that’s where Mary comes in.
John tells us that while Martha was serving, Mary grabbed a pint of an expensive perfume called nard.  Not lard – that’s different.  Nard was a fragrant oil that actually came from the roots of an herb grown mostly in Northern India. Usually, this perfume came sealed in an alabaster container. It was exquisite, rare and very pricey.  In fact, the Bible says that the bottle Mary had was worth a year’s wages. 
So, picture the scene.  Everyone is gathered around the table, laughing and telling stories and eating.  Martha is up serving the meal.  Mary excuses herself and comes back with this alabaster container.  She breaks the seal, opens the bottle and then does something that is astonishing in its extravagance.  She takes the perfume and begins to pour out the whole bottle on Jesus.  She pours out some on his feet.  The account in Mark says that she also poured it out on his head.  Then, overcome with love in this moment, Mary commits a social taboo.  She lets down her hair.  This wasn’t acceptable in this ancient culture.  A woman was to loosen her hair only in the presence of her husband.  Then, she starts wiping the feet of Jesus with her hair.

In telling us this story, John wants us not only to picture the scene but to feel it.  He wants us to feel the surprise and to feel the awkwardness.  He wants us to feel Mary’s unrestrained, uninhibited, lavish love for Jesus, and he wants us to feel the discomfort of the other guests who can’t believe that Mary just gave away something it took her a year to earn.  But the fact is that Mary didn’t care what anyone else thought.  I think it’s very unlikely that she had planned this out, that she had consulted Martha earlier in the day and said, “Martha, I’m thinking of making a spectacle of myself tonight and pouring out our life’s savings on Jesus’ feet and then wiping his feet off with my hair.  What do you think?”  I think that the gravity of the moment sort of caught up with Mary, that she realized that everything was coming to a head for Jesus, and that there might not be another chance for her to let Jesus know just how deeply she loved him.  And then the thought came to her.  She knew it was extravagant.  She knew it would cause a scene.  She knew it would make people feel uncomfortable.  And she knew she had to do it.  Some times loving deeper means doing something extravagant.
I have a hunch that no one would call me extravagant.  I like to get practical gifts, and I like to give practical gifts.  Mind you, I put a lot of thought into my gifts.  It’s not like I run out and buy something just to buy something.  OK, I used to do that, but I haven’t done that for quite awhile.  And especially given the state of our economy, I am very conscious of what things cost.  I will spend a fair bit of time on the Internet looking for the best price on something before I go out and get it.  

But let’s imagine I have 30 days to live.  Would a “love deeper” kind of love spend precious hours on the Internet researching the best price for a gift I wanted to give my wife to show her how much I love her?  Of course not.  Here’s what I would do.  I would go to Sears and I would say, “Give me the best set of pots and pans you’ve got.  Money is no object.  Every time my wife boils a pot of water, I want her to think about how much I love her.”  
Late in the 1800s author O. Henry penned the famous Christmas short story called “The Gift of the Magi,” a story of extravagant love.  It was Christmas Eve, and the young married couple Della and Jim had nothing to give to each other and no money with which to buy anything.  Jim took great pride in two things – his gold watch, which he had inherited from his father, and his wife’s long, silky, beautiful hair.  Della knew that Jim had long wanted a particular platinum chain to make it easier for him to carry his watch, but she had no money to buy it for him.  But this was Christmas, and Della so loved Jim, that on the spur of the moment she decided to do something extravagant.  She went to a store with a sign that read “Hair goods of all kinds.”  She approached the owner of the store and said, “Will you buy my hair?”  A few minutes later Della walked out of that story with $20 in her pocket and very short hair.  She immediately ran to the watch shop and with that $20 bought the platinum watch chain her dear husband had always wanted.
When Jim came home Della met him at the door, a hat covering her shorn head.  Jim had a present for her, a Christmas present.  He had made a sacrifice of his own and he had something he knew she would love.  Della took the box and opened it – there, beautifully displayed, were a set of combs, pure tortoise shell with jeweled rims, combs Della had long desired to wear in her long, beautiful hair.  Only now her hair had no need for combs; now her hair was too short for combs.
Della then gave Jim her gift.  She was so excited to see his expression when he opened it!  He had wanted this watch chain for so long.  And Jim did have quite an expression on his face when he opened it, though Della wasn’t quite sure what to make of it.  Oh, Jim loved the gift; he appreciated the gift.  It’s just that he couldn’t use it anymore.  To get the money to buy combs for his wife’s hair, Jim had sold his gold watch.  And here is how O. Henry concludes his story titled “The Gift of the Magi:”

The magi, as you know, were wise men – wonderfully wise men – who brought gifts to the Babe in the manger. They invented the art of giving Christmas presents. Being wise, their gifts were no doubt wise ones, possibly bearing the privilege of exchange in case of duplication. And here I have lamely related to you the uneventful chronicle of two foolish children in a flat who most unwisely sacrificed for each other the greatest treasures of their house. But in a last word to the wise of these days let it be said that of all who give gifts these two were the wisest. O all who give and receive gifts, such as they are wisest. Everywhere they are wisest. They are the magi.
To love deeper is to love extravagantly.  Love doesn’t count the cost.  Love doesn’t care what others might think.  Love doesn’t make a list of pros and cons.  Love doesn’t wait to get a bargain.  No, it’s not all about money and it’s not all about the things we give, but in one way or another, a “love deeper” kind of love is a love that is extravagant.
To Love Deeper, Do The Extreme
And here’s a second lesson we can learn from Mary about love – to love deeper, do the extreme.  Let’s go back to the scene that night at the dinner party.  Judas, the Gospel of John tells us, did not applaud Mary’s extravagant gesture of love.  He saw it as wasteful, inappropriate, and careless. And he said so.  

There has been a show on television the last few years that has been a phenomenon.  Strangely this show has no sex or violence, no laugh track, no mysteries to solve, and yet it is wildly popular. It’s on Sunday nights and it’s called “Extreme Makeover: Home Edition.”  This is a show where the producers identify an extremely needy family whose home is usually in very bad disrepair. Then, Ty Pennington and his design team, along with hundreds of workers, converge on the house and in one week’s time do a truly extreme makeover. Part of the success of the show is not what they do, but how they do it. They don’t just come in and make a few repairs, slap on a new coat of paint and call it day.  Sometimes they tear down the whole house and put in its place a brand new, spacious, beautifully designed and decorated home. Part of what makes this show fun to watch is that what they do is “over the top.” It is lavish. They spare no expense. They do things for these families that they could never even dream of doing for themselves. It is the “extreme” part of the show that makes it so wildly popular. 

When you go to the New Testament, you see this same kind of “over the top” love. You find Christians doing the extreme. Just days or weeks after the first church was launched in Jerusalem, you read these remarkable words in the book of Acts:  “All the believers were one in heart and mind.  No one claimed that any of his possessions was his own, but they shared everything they had.”  (Acts 4:32)  Think about what it would take for you to share everything you have with everyone in this church.  I don’t even share everything I have with my family, at least not without whining about it.  And yet that’s what it was like in the first church; that’s how they loved each other.  Anyone who needed or wanted what they had had was welcome to it.  That’s over the top.  That’s extreme.  That’s a “love deeper” kind of love.  
Later in the New Testament, Paul writes to the church at Corinth about the example of believers in Macedonia. These Macedonians were especially poor Christians going through many difficult problems. And yet when they heard Paul was collecting an offering to take to the saints down in Jerusalem, notice their response:  “For I can testify that they gave not only what they could afford, but far more. And they did it of their own free will.  They begged us again and again for the privilege of sharing in the gift for the Christians in Jerusalem.” (2 Corinthians 8:3-4 in NLT)  I was thinking about this.  I was trying to remember the last time people begged me to take an offering.  I was trying to remember the last time I begged to give an offering.  That’s over the top.  That’s extreme.  
Now don’t worry – I’m not leading up to another offering … unless, of course, you were to beg me.  But think about it: If you had 30 days to live, wouldn’t you just naturally want to do something over the top, something extreme, to express your love?  Now, as Mary discovered, not everyone will applaud what you do.  Some won’t understand.  Some will accuse you of being wasteful and impetuous.  But if you only had 30 days to live, what would that matter? And if it wouldn’t stop you then, why should it stop you now.  I’m not sure what it is that God might be putting on your heart to do.  But in one way or another, in the name of Jesus, let’s choose this week to break open the perfume bottles and let those we love know how very much we love them.

To Love Deeper, Do It Now
And here is perhaps the most important point of this story, the most important lesson we can learn from Mary’s example – to love deeper, do it now.  Don’t wait until you have more time.  Don’t wait until the game is over.  Don’t wait until you feel in the mood.  And don’t wait until you’ve got 30 days to live.
When Judas criticizes Mary for washing Jesus’ feet with perfume that cost a years’ salary, Jesus comes to her defense.  Look again at what Jesus says; this is from Mark’s telling of the story:

“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.  (Mark 14:6-7)
“But you will not always have me.”  Mary understood that.  Mary appreciated that Jesus’ time was short.  Mary knew that if she was going to let Jesus know how deeply she loved him, she had to do it now.

Thomas Carlyle was a great Scottish writer and historian who lived in the 1800s.  Carlyle often wrote of the importance of distinguishing between what really matters in life and what doesn’t, but he didn’t do as well at living life as he did writing about it.  Carlyle married his secretary, a woman named Jane Welsh.  Jane was attractive and very intelligent, and continued to serve as her husband’s secretary even after their marriage.

A few years into the marriage Jane became ill.  Carlyle, who was very much devoted to his work, didn’t seem to notice his wife’s ill health and continued to give her his work to do.  But it happened that Jane had cancer, and before long she was confined to her bed.  While Carlyle loved his wife, he found that he didn’t have much time to stay with her or much attention to give her.  After several years of being bed-ridden, Jane passed away.
Following his wife’s funeral, Carlyle returned to his now shatteringly empty home.  He went upstairs to Jane’s room and sat in the bed next to her chair, the chair he had sat in so frequently during her life.  He noticed Jane’s diary lying on the table next to her bed; he picked it up and began to read it.  On one page Jane had only the strength to write a single line: “Yesterday he spent an hour with me and it was like heaven; I love him so.”  And it began to hit him.  He had always been so busy with his work that he never noticed how much he meant to his wife.  He had not noticed her suffering and he had not noticed her love.
Then Carlyle turned the page of the diary and read the words that would break his heart: “I have listened all day to hear his steps in the hall, but now it is too late and I guess he won’t come today.”  Carlyle read a few more pages, then put the diary back on the table and went running out of the house.  Friends found him back at the cemetery kneeling in the dirt at the side of her grave, drenched by the rain and covered with mud.  His eyes were red from weeping; tears were rolling down his face as he cried out, “If only I had known, if only I had known.”  After Jane’s death, Carlyle gave up his writing.  He lived another fifteen years, and he lived those years, he said, “weary, bored and a partial recluse.”

“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.”
To love deeper, do it now.  Do a beautiful thing for those you love, and do it now because, as Jesus reminded us, we won’t always have them. What can possibly be gained from waiting?  None of us know how much longer we’re going to be here, and none of us know how much longer those who matter most to us will be here.  Columnist Sydney Harris wrote this about regret: “Regret for the things we did can be tempered by time; it is regret for the things we did not do that is inconsolable.”  Let’s be sure that loving deeper is not one of those things we did not do.  If you never got to go sky-diving or ride a bull named Fu Man Chu, that’s OK.  If you never see Blue Man Group in Las Vegas or go surfing in Maui or kayaking in Alaska, that’s no big loss.  But to have had a chance to love deeper and to not do anything about it, that would be tragic.  “Regret for the things we did can be tempered by time; it is regret for the things we did not do that is inconsolable.”  To love deeper, do it now.
Now listen to how Mary’s story ends; the final word comes from Jesus, who says this:  “I tell you the truth, wherever the gospel is preached, throughout the world, what she has done will also be told in memory of her.” (Mark 14:9)   Jesus says, “Down through the generations when the story is told of my life, death, and resurrection, this woman’s extravagant, extreme, over the top expression of love will be part of the story.  All the world through all of history will know how deeply she loved.” 
I’d like to leave that kind of a legacy.  Have you ever thought about what you’re going to leave behind?  Most of us probably spend more time dreaming about what we might inherit than of what we might leave behind.  We dream about inheriting wealth; our kids, I imagine, have the same dream.  But how do you measure wealth?  One Ethiopian man, a very poor man by our standards, said this to a visiting American: “In the West, you measure a man’s wealth by his possessions.  In this country, we measure his wealth by his friends.”  Building material wealth is a lot tougher for many of us than it used to be.  But we can still build wealth.  We can still leave a legacy that those who follow us will deem to be a treasure.  And we can do it by taking every opportunity life gives us to love deeper.  But let’s not wait.  There’s no time like the present.  When it comes to loving deeper, let’s do the extravagant, let’s do the extreme, but most of all, let’s do it now.
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