
	 Miriam did not want to be here, but she also wanted to 
protect her sister.  So here she was at her neighbor’s front door.

	 Joanna was 10 years older, but you’d think Miriam was the 
big sister — she was the one who thought things through.  Her 
sister was did things. As Papa put it, she didn’t think with her 
head, but with her heart.

	 What had happened was Papa and their brother Aaron had 
come from Temple.  They were excited to hear how it went: it 
was Aaron’s first time serving during Passover.  But as soon as 
they walked in, they all knew something was wrong.

	 As Miriam helped Mama set out the supper, Joanna stood 
and listened to Papa. “Aaron was very good,” he said, “I could 
not be prouder of how he kept his head and worked even with 
the disruption.”

	 “What disruption?”  Mama asked.

	 “Just as we were entering the Court of Israel, Jesus of 
Nazareth came into the temple.”

	 Joanna interrupted him, “Jesus?  He’s in Jerusalem?”	 

	 Mama said, “I think he’s at Simon’s now.” Simon was their 
neighbor.  Awhile back, Jesus had healed him of a skin disease; 
Papa had been the priest who pronounced him clean so Simon 
could be with people again.  “I saw Jesus and some of his 
disciples going into Simon’s house just a few minutes ago.”

	 Papa sighed and left the room.

	 “Aaron, what happened?” Joanna asked, “Why is Papa so 
upset?”




	 Aaron told them how Jesus overturned the moneychangers’ 
tables, the people scrambling for coins, the pigeons getting 
loose.

	 “‘My house shall be called a house of prayer, for all the 
nations, but you have made it a den of robbers.’ A lot of the 
priests didn’t like when Jesus said that. We heard some talking 
about stopping him, even getting rid of him.  Papa is afraid what 
they might do to him,” Aaron explained. 

	 “But Papa has complained about the same thing — people 
who make money off people coming to worship,” their sister 
said.  

	 “Yes,” their Mama answered, “but he hates disruption.  
Jesus’s heart is in the right place, but your father doesn’t like the 
way he confronts people.”

	 “But his heart is what healed Simon!” Joanna cried, “Why 
should anyone stop someone who can do that?  Papa needs to 
stop them,” and she started to go after him.	 

	 Mama stopped her, “You don’t know what all is involved.  
Papa will figure out what to do.  Leave him be.”

	 Joanna shrugged off her mother’s hand and left the room.  
But she didn’t follow Papa.  Miriam followed her as she went into 
their bedroom, took the alabaster flask of oil their grandmother 
had given Joanna for the day she would get married, and ran out 
of the house.




	 And so, now they were at Simon’s door.  They could see 
Jesus across the courtyard.  

	 Her sister barged in and ran to Jesus, broke open the flask 
and poured the oil on him.

	 Miriam was shocked and felt sick as the smell filled the 
space. 

	 One of the men asked, “Who are you?”

	 Another began to scold her, “Why are you wasting this oil?  
That much oil could have been sold for $300 denarii and the 
money given to the poor.”  	 	 

	 Miriam took her sister’s arm, to get her out of there.  But 
before she could, Jesus spoke, “Leave her alone,” he told the 
men, and then turned and smiled at the sisters, “You have done a 
beautiful thing for me.”

	 Then he turned back to the men, and Miriam took that 
chance to get her sister out of there.  But as they were leaving, 
she heard Jesus say, “Wherever my story is told, all over the 
world, what she has done will be told in memory of her.”

	 	


