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Mary Magdalene  

(A fictional account for Readers’ Theatre) 

By: Nora Spinaio 

  

I’m often asked how I became the woman I am.  I’m Mary Magdalene and this is my story. 

It all started with anger. Not the ordinary anger that comes and goes with life; but, the kind that sinks into 

your soul and turns to rage.  Rage that, when it’s fulfilled, turns to hate. 

 

Like most fathers of the time, mine arranged my marriage to a man who 20 years older than I was.  A man I 

didn’t love, never respected, and quickly grew to hate. It was a marriage of convenience-- for him.  I could 

have adjusted if convenience had been all. But, on more than one morning I appeared with bruises or 

worse.  My very presence could set him off into an abusive rage. 

 

Perhaps, his rage ignited my own.  Year after year we raged, never relenting, never happy.  His rage turning 

more and more physical and mine turning more and more inward.  I was caught in this hellish existence 

with no escape from his sadistic strikes. 

 

Then, one day, what I believed to be the whole source of my rage was gone.  Ten years of rage were gone 

in a heartbeat, or rather, the lack of one.  Privately, I celebrated even as I showed all of the outward signs of 

a grieving widow. Not even the household servants knew my relief.  

 

One day I began to lash out at those around me. I don’t know or understand how it happened but my rage 

had returned.  I threw things at the servants for any and no reason. The demonic spirit of anger had entered 

my soul and set up house.  He was but the first. 

 

His brother greed wasn’t far behind.  My late husband was good at one thing…business and for no 

particular reason he left it to me.  It did well but I always wanted the work of my competitors.  If they did 

well, I fumed and then, I would begin to scheme. 

 

I even bribed the tax collector into putting a competitor into debtor prison.   Cruel?  Yes, but my greed 

demon was in full league with my anger.  The more money I made the more I wanted.  It was never enough 

and my greed was never satisfied. 

 

It was about that time that the demon envy began to enter the picture.  I often saw other women around me, 

women with happy homes.  Their husbands were kind and loving and they had children. Children, I could 

never have. 
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I envied the women their contentment and love.  But, I envied their husbands more.  The men were able to 

go places and do things that I, as a woman, could not. They were able to make more contacts and more 

money.  Money had become my mate.  It was the only thing that I had found without disappointment.  I 

was never grateful –more was what I longed for. More would fill the void.  The greed demon and the envy 

demon were fast friends within me. 

 

Anger, Greed, and Envy had a cousin demon named gluttony and he was not far behind.  I began to hoard 

as if I was waiting for famine.  I gave no alms, no offerings.  I kept close accounts of my servants’ activities 

even down to the food they ate.  Slaves were treated harshly and indentured servants were never released 

until well past time.  I had no compassion, no empathy for I was in my pursuit of things.  All was not near 

enough. 

 

The area of my life that received no attention was spiritual.    While I never spoke to the sorcerers, I never 

spoke to the priests of God either.  I said I had no time for religion and I had no intention of worshiping 

Jehovah.   I blamed the hypocrites that said one thing but did another.   Sloth was comfortable within me. 

 

Besides this demon of sloth, the demon of pride had come to stay.  I had always been proud of my physical 

beauty.  And, as time had gone by, my pride grew to include my business sense. 

 

I often bought cloth and sandals for no other reason than I could.  I flaunted my beauty as I walked down 

the streets with the attitude of ownership.  I pampered myself much as the Egyptians had done. I was the 

center of my universe, the queen of my domain. Every eye was on me and I liked it.  I deserved it.   

 

Pride’s brother lust soon moved in.  I called this lust for pleasure a lust for life and adventure.   It didn’t 

matter that my mother had raised me in the shadow of the temple. The caress of a man or the pampering 

with perfumes and lotions – it made no difference to me.   

 

Physically, I couldn’t be satisfied. This man, this object of my lust, would visit me with his presents in hand 

and desire in his eyes but I didn’t care.  I even lied and said I loved him.   I was possessed with this lust for 

a caress, this passion of the physical.  Some would call me a loose woman, some a prostitute.  I was both.  I 

was neither. I was possessed. 

 

These seven demons lived within me until I was well into my thirties.  These seven would have stayed 

forever if not for him. 

 

I was in the marketplace selling my wares and looking over the products of my competitors when he made 

his way towards me.  This was no small feat as the crowds moved with him.  He took a step and so did 
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they; but, he was determined as he led them to where I was standing.  I suddenly felt chill. The demons 

inside of me wanted to flee.  They knew who he was.    

 

I had heard of this man of Galilee, the one who healed the sick and lame.  I’d heard how he cast out 

demons.  I’d heard of how he gave hope to the people and put fear in the hearts of the hypocrites.  

 

When he approached me he said “Daughter, you are tormented and distressed.  Those within you seek to 

destroy you.  I can release you.  Are you willing?”  I barely had the courage to nod for I knew the demons 

within me were indeed trying to destroy me.  That and there was something true in this man, this teacher, 

something that could fill the void.  So, I nodded, hoping --almost praying that he would and could help me. 

I was hoping that I could be better than what I had become. He commanded that the demons leave me.  I 

felt a sweet release as they all fled all 7 of them.  Then, I fainted. 

 

I awoke to a new life.   I hadn’t felt peace since I was a very young child.  Still, there it was. It was as if I 

was suddenly the person that I should have been all along.  Joy flooded my being.  I looked up at the 

Master.  He smiled. I arose only to fall at his feet.  My torturers had left and I had a savior in their place. 

 

He said: “Mary Magdalene, we will dine at your house today.”  He and the twelve did eat at my table that 

day, that day and many others. 

 

I knew I believed in him.  But, it was a very long time before I believed in much else or even before I 

realized who he was and is.  I knew only that Jesus had rescued me from the demons. I didn’t know or care 

that he was the Son of God –not yet.  I only knew the void was replaced with peace and joy.  

 

I released all of the indentured servants and freed all of my slaves.  The ones that had no place to go, I 

began to pay a living wage.  I not only paid them, but I started treating them with kindness and respect. I 

smiled when I overhead the servants comment on this new charity of mine.   The love of God had finally 

entered my heart.   

 

I sold my business and many of my possessions and went wherever Jesus happened to be giving to his 

ministry as I went.  As I listened to him teach and as I saw more of his miracles, I began to understand who 

he was and what he was doing. 

 

 

I remember the day I realized that Jesus was the Son of God… the Messiah.  I had been sitting under his 

teaching for some months and he was talking about the Kingdom of Heaven.  When he spoke I could hear 

nothing else.  He spoke of Heavenly things as if they were everyday things.  He spoke of loving your 
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neighbors and praying for your enemies as if it had always been expected.  He had such authority in his 

voice that I believed.   

 

I was there when he blessed the little children. “Such is the Kingdom of Heaven.” Being there and knowing 

that these were the children of others and yet I felt no jealousy was one of the greatest miracles of my life. 

 

Listening to many of his parables and much of his teaching I began to understand the things of the 

Kingdom.  My gratitude had grown into a reverent love for my Lord, the Messiah. 

 

Then, he was gone. 

 

One of the disciples came to tell Jesus’ mother and the other women that the Romans had taken Jesus to go 

before Pilate.  How could they condemn such a man?  It must be a mistake.  They must be looking for 

someone else. It couldn’t be him.  But, it was. 

 

My tears and shouts to free him went unheard in the crowd that cried out for the innocent blood of the 

Master.   The twelve had gone into hiding and so we all hid for fear that the Romans would come for us 

also.  I could do nothing, nothing but cry. 

 

 The sheer terror of any crucifixion was more than most could bear.  Added to that the humiliation that was 

poured upon the Savior and it spoke volumes of the love of the Lord for his people.  It broke my heart to 

see him hanging on a cross, a cross he didn’t deserve. Yet, he took it all with a patient peace which I 

haven’t seen since nor can I adequately describe it for you. 

 

Later, some of the other women and I prepared the burial spices.  There had been no time on Friday to 

prepare.  So, after the Sabbath, we went to the grave, hoping somehow we could get in to finish preparing 

the body.  We didn’t know how we would live without him or even if they would come after us next.  We 

didn’t know many things. 

 

He just wasn’t there. 

 

For a moment, we thought someone had stolen him away.  I had heard of such things with other so-called 

great teachers and we knew the Romans had posted soldiers for such a case.  We ran out of the cave where 

they had laid him and met, what we believed, to be a gardener.  Thinking about it now, it’s almost 

laughable that we would mistake the Son of God for a gardener.  But, there he was alive and talking. 

 

“Go tell my disciples” was barely out of his mouth before I began my run to where the disciples were 
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hiding. Such joy will never be felt again on the earth.  He was alive, alive and with us. 

 

 

I had mixed feelings on the day that Jesus ascended to Heaven.  Forty days he had been with us, teaching 

more and more. But, he said he had to go.  He had to go so the comforter could come and not only that, 

Jesus said that he would be back.  I dreaded his leaving but I was happy he would be returning.  Right 

before he ascended he said “Go into all the world and preach the gospel.”   

 

After I had been filled with the Holy Spirit, I began to ponder how I could fulfill his commission. 

 

My mission took me far from home yet I was ever nearer to my true home. I began to give to the poor for 

he had given all that he had to the poor.  I began to pray for the lost for he had saved me.  I began to teach 

and help the children who had no one to help for he had blessed the children.  I began to visit the sick for he 

had healed many.   I began to understand.  I began to live. 

 

This is my story. 


