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Mary Magdalene was from
Magdala, a town on the western
shore of the Sea of Galilee
Jesus cleansed Mary of seven
demons.
She was a disciple of Jesus
Her love of Him caused her to
weep at his feet, wiping her tears
with her hair.
She was one of the witnesses of
the Crucifixion and burial of Jesus
She was the first person to see
Jesus after his ressurrection.

  

 

MaryMagdalene
Matthew 27 & 28

Mark 15 & 16

Luke 8 & 24

John 19 & 20

facts from the Bible



Perpetual 
by Josie & Barbara Henderson

    As I approached Simon’s house, I only had one thought in

mind. I needed to find Jesus. I held my alabaster vessel of

nard close to my heart. I couldn’t throw a banquet in Jesus’

honor, but I could show Him my appreciation in another way.

    I entered from the side door with the servants and heard

Martha’s voice above the raucous in the kitchen quarters.

Servants carried platters of fruit and breads into the dining

hall. Pitchers of drink were set on the table. Jesus sat as

guest of honor next to Simon the Leper. Simon had been

healed of his leprosy by Jesus. He too knew what it was to

have mercy poured out on him and come back changed. It

was Simon who threw the party in Jesus’ honor and sat on

one side of Jesus. Lazarus, the very man Jesus had called

back from the grave, my brother, reclined on the other side of

Jesus. My eyes beheld a circle of people once broken now

healed sitting around the Master. They too were sinners

washed clean, thieves redeemed, blind seeing, lame walking,

broken made new, all from the touch of the Master’s hand.

The room was filled with Jesus’ followers and others from the

town of Bethany or Jerusalem just wishing to get a glimpse of

the great Teacher before the Passover. The gentle roar of

their conversations made me hesitant to enter the room, but I

needed to get closer than just a glimpse for my mission.

    I walked gingerly into the room. Some of the locals noticed

me first. They stepped aside as I pressed into the throng

getting closer to the table. Their eyes belayed their 
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knowledge of me. Very few people knew me personally or my

story, but many knew the rumors about me. I had lived in

Bethany and Magdala. I wasn’t married, and most knew why. I

wasn’t invited to parties like these, but in His presence, He

showed me I was so worthy and free.  No one ever made me

feel that way before, except my family but that was before I

lived in Magdala. Jesus had given me my whole life back; He

forgave me and set me free. After He raised my brother from

the dead, I knew I would do anything for him; it didn’t matter

if I had to walk through a room full of stares.

    I pushed past their looks and approached the head of the

table where Jesus reclined. In an instant, I was within a

breath of Him. I held out my alabaster jar of nard and

cracked it quietly on the ground. I felt prompted to anoint His

head. Surely, He was the Christ, our Savior and Redeemer.

Had not he redeemed me of my past and given me a future in

my hometown? I watched the drops of nard fall like oil on the

head of my King. No one noticed as I poured my adoration on

his head and down to his feet. Oh, the feet of the one who

proclaimed peace and goodwill to us all. I remembered how

those feet had come to Bethany on the fourth day of my

brother’s passing.Jesus had heard my cries and those of my

sister. “If you had been there,” we said, “Lazarus wouldn’t

have died.” But Jesus knew more. He knew life and death

were but a whisper from God’s restoration. 

     My emotions welled up into tears again. Jesus had saved

me and my family, but He had told us He would die, and I had

bought this in preparation for that terrible day He spoke of.

Yet something prompted me to anoint him today while He

was still alive. I couldn’t help but cry, and my tears wet his

feet. I froze. I couldn’t leave him like this, wet feet in a house

with dust. I quietly untied my hair from its updo and used it to

dry his feet. No woman in my town would think to dishonor

herself by showing her hair, but Jesus had done everything for

me. Nothing I could do would be enough. 



    This was the man who let me sit at His feet while he

taught. Other teachers did not teach women. In His presence

I was equal with others even though my life had been marked

by disasters and pain. I looked at his feet again, the feet of

my healer, and I could not help but lightly kiss the feet of the

one who restored me and my family. I swept my hair over his

damp feet and wiped them dry.

    There were so many people in the room that no one

noticed me drying his feet with my hair or my kiss. The smell

of the Himalayan nard wafted through the room. It was too

distinct to go unnoticed for long. The smell soon told the

room what I had done. 

    Whispers began at the other end of the table. Judas said,

“Why this waste?” when he recognized the smell and saw the

broken alabaster jar. Travelers knew nard came from the

base of the mountains in the East and was brought to Arabia

by ships on the great sea. From Arabia camels packed the

perfume over hundreds of dunes to our market. Judas knew

exactly how much this cost because he kept the purse for

Jesus’ group of disciples. Judas’ comment rippled through the

disciples. Soon the whole room was staring at me with fresh

accusations in their eyes. “This perfume could have been sold

at a high price and the money given to the poor,” someone

voiced from across the room. Every face looked to the

Master, waiting for a verdict.

    I tried to slip out of the room by pushing back into the

crowd. Surely, I should have known not to pour out all of this.

Martha would be so upset when she heard. Fleetingly, I

looked at Jesus, waiting for His reprimand.

    Jesus heard their comments, but when He turned to me,

there was no accusation in His eyes. He seemed to see my

whole story again. My jaded past, my years of enslavement,

my restoration, the knife of illness taking my brother from me,

and Jesus’ own words of life that restored Lazarus.  Jesus



looked at His feet and back up to me. Nothing but love

lingered in His eyes. I caught my breath. I stared at Him in

disbelief, and He smiled at me.

    He turned to the table and said, “Why are you bothering

this woman? She has done a beautiful thing to me.” Jesus

looked around the room at each of His disciples. His gaze

rested on Judas lovingly. “The poor you will always have with

you, but you will not always have me.”

    Jesus looked at me again. He reached out and took my

hand, saying, “When she poured this perfume on my body, she

did it to prepare me for burial.” He looked back at the rest of

the table, “Truly I tell you wherever this gospel is preached

throughout the world, what she has done will also be told, in

memory of her.”

    Jesus knew I had no children and that I never would. I knew

if a woman didn’t have children their name and story would

be lost to society. No one would carry them forward. No one

would carry me. Yet in this moment, I had a future at the feet

of Jesus. He recognized my love and did not banish me from

His presence. He promised me life.

     I cried again, but Jesus reached over and wiped my tears.

This had to be our God. There was no one like Him on the

face of the earth.

     Six days later, Jesus died. The pain I felt in my heart was

indescribable.  My friend and savior was gone. I was there

when they wrapped his body in linen cloths and laid Him in

Joseph’s tomb. They rolled the stone over the mouth of the

tomb. As it rolled to a stop, it gave one final thud. How

sealed our fates felt. How final the loss of our Lord was. I

cried again. It was even too late to purchase more spices for

a proper burial, and there was no one to call to raise him.

Who would I go to now in my darkest moments when fear and

doubt crept in or when I needed to know I was loved? Who

would hold my hopes and dreams in this world of trouble?

Who could take God’s place?



    I couldn’t sleep that night. I cried for most of it. Martha

had to sit with me. I waited with the disciples over the

Sabbath. We could hardly believe He was gone. We could

hardly breathe. I didn’t sleep much that night either. I

watched the stars climb higher in the sky until finally I knew

the sun would be next to rise. I dried my eyes and rose with a

purpose. 

    Early Sunday morning I went to the tomb. I needed to be

near Him. When I arrived, I saw the stone was gone. I ran

back to the upper room where the disciples were. I found

Peter and John, and they ran to the tomb. Inside they both

found Jesus’ body gone. They left in confusion. All of Jesus’

linen strips were there, and his face cloth was separated

from them, neatly.

    I couldn’t tear myself from the scene. Jesus was gone

again, and I couldn’t follow. I didn’t even know where he had

been taken. I wept more than I had the night before. I looked

into the tomb one more time before I turned to go. Two

young men sat on the stone where Jesus’ body had lain. They

asked me, “Woman, why are you crying?”

    I could barely speak, but, when I could get the words out, I

said, “They have taken my Lord away, and I don’t know where

they have put him.” I thought nothing about where these men

had come from or why Peter and John had not spoken to

them. I only had one thought: I need to find Jesus. 

    As I turned to leave I met the gardener. He stood in front of

me hindering my way. He just stood there. Calmly, he asked,

“Woman, why are you crying? Who is it you are looking for?”

    I implored him to share with me about Jesus, “Sir, if you

have carried him away, tell me where you have put him, and I

will get him.” I didn’t care how far they moved Him; I could

take Him to a place He could rest forever. Lazarus’ stone

tomb was empty after all. Lost in thought about what to do, I

bit my lip to keep from crying aloud again.



    The gardener watched me quietly. I could feel his eyes

resting on me. I couldn’t bear to meet his gaze. I couldn’t

bear for someone to see the depths of my sorrow. Finally, the

Gardener broke the awful silence. With that gentle voice, He

simply said, “Mary.”

    My heart missed a beat. I turned toward Him in disbelief,

searching for the face to that familiar voice, and, for the first

time that day, I saw Him. 

    My heart soared to life. I cried out, “Teacher!” I leapt to

embrace Him, to hug and kiss His feet, but He stopped me.

He told me, “Do not hold on to me, for I have not yet

ascended to the Father.” His smile broadened. “Go instead

to my brothers and tell them, ‘I am ascending to my Father

and your Father, to my God and your God.’” I stood in

marvelous, rapturous amazement. He was alive. He was here.

I would never have to anoint His body for burial again. He

had risen, never more to sleep in death. I shouted for joy, and

I think I heard an angel sing somewhere behind me.

 I ran the short distance to the upper room. I couldn’t believe

what I had heard and seen. Jesus was alive! The Healer was

healed!

    I crashed into the upstairs door, opening the latch in a

second, and rushed into the room of followers. I held nothing

back. With excitement exuding from every ounce of me, I told

them, “I have seen the Lord!” The disciples dropped

everything and gathered around me. For once, it didn’t

matter who I was; all that mattered was that Jesus had

spoken to me. He came back for me. He gave me a purpose:

share what He had done and would do next. With each

moment, my heart grew stronger and freer. Jesus would be

here soon. Jesus was coming back. I told them everything He

had said and done, and we waited in hope. It wouldn’t be

long now. I never needed to find Jesus again. He would

always find me. He would always come back, and from that

day on, I wasn’t Mary of Bethany or Magdala. I was Mary the

messenger.



 
 
 

It is only a tiny rosebud
A flower of God’s design;

But I cannot unfold the petals
With these clumsy hands of mine

 
The secret of unfolding flowers

Is not known to such as I
The flower God opens so gently
In my hands would fade and die

 
If I cannot unfold a rosebud,
This flower of God’s design,

How can I have wisdom
To unfold this life of mine?

 
So I’ll trust in Him for His leading

Each moment of every day,
And I’ll look to Him for His guidance

Each step of the pilgrim way
 

For the pathway that lies before me
My heavenly Father knows

I’ll trust Him to unfold the moments
Just as he unfolds the rose.

The Rosebud
By Pastor Darryl L. Brown
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Plant

Petals
the fragile beauty of the situation

Now when he rose early on the
first day of the week, he appeared

first to Mary Magdalene, from
whom he had cast out seven demons.

Mark 16:9

The delicate petals of the rose are highly fragrant making it's oil

very important in the perfume industry, and expensive. Can you

believe it takes approximately 2,000 roses to extract 1 gram of

their oil? That's a large rose garden of hard work!

Mary Magdalene anointed Jesus's feet with the most expensive

oil available to her. A rare, hard to produce, expensive product. It

was the greatest gift one could buy. There was no price too high

for her beloved Jesus who had given her, a life worth living for.



Journal: 

The gift I would  give to Jesus if it were today



PlantLove
of Christ through the situation

"When I came into your home, you didn't
give me any water so I could wash my feet.
But she has washed my feet with her tears

and dried them with her hair. You didn't greet
me with a kiss, but from the time I came in,
she has not stopped kissing my feet. You

didn't even pour olive oil on my head, but she
has poured expensive perfume on my feet. So
I tell you all her sins are forgiven, and that

is why she has shown great love.
Luke 7:44-47

When we come to the knowledge, God

loves us with such deep grace, we can't

help but fall on our knees before Him in

great gratitude.

We love because He first loved us.
1John 4:19



Journal: 

How I can express my love to Jesus



Plant

the hearts desire
Awaken

"When Mary reached the place where
Jesus was and saw him, she fell at his feet
and said, "Lord, if you had been here, my

brother would not have died." When
Jesus saw her weeping,..he was deeply

moved in spirit and troubled. "Where have
you laid him?" he asked. 

John 11:31-33

    To understand Mary's story fully we have to know the

extent of all Jesus had done for her and her family. 

    He had cast out seven demons that plagued her,

forgave her of her sins, and raised her beloved brother,

Lazarus from the dead. But beyond all the spiritual

healing He also became a very close friend to them,

staying in their home whenever he passed through their

town. He was like family to them. 

    Isn't that the kind of relationship he longs to have with

each and every one of us?

A man of many companions may come to ruin, but there is a friend who
sticks closer than a brother. Proverbs 18:24



Journal: 

As many things I can think of that Jesus

has done for me and my family



    I don't know about you but when I'm facing a HARD situation

in life I can very quickly melt into a ball of despair. 

    When Mary looked into the tomb she found it empty. Jesus

was not there. Someone had stolen him away! Or so she

thought.

Plant

of who we are in Christ
Nature

But Mary stood weeping outside the tomb, and as she wept
she stooped to look into the tomb...

John 20:11

"Woman," he said, "why are you crying? Who is it you are looking
for?" Thinking he was a gardener, she said, "Sir, if you have carried

him away, tell me where you have put him, and I will get him." 
Jesus said to her, "Mary."

John 20:15-16



Journal: 

The times you thought Jesus wasn't there,

but then revealed to you he was



Plant

within
Transplant

And the land that was desolate shall be tilled, instead of being
the desolation that it was in the sight of all who passed by.

And they will say, 'This land that was desolate has become
like the garden of Eden, and the waste and desolate and

ruined cities are now fortified and inhabited.' The the nations
that are left all around you shall know that I am the

LORD; I have rebuilt the ruined places and replated
that which was desolate. I am the LORD; I have

spoken, and I will do it. 
Ezekiel 36: 34-36



Journal: A walk with Jesus in the garden
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