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It was  early  autumn , seventy years after the birth of Jesus of 

Nazareth, and Mary Magdalene’s wrinkled face and dark eyes reflected 

both the joy and the sorrow in her spirit. She pondered her long life, 

which had begun in a fishing village by the Sea of Galilee. Her mind was 

still keen enough to recall many events during the four decades since the 

tragic crucifixion of Jesus. 

She was an old woman whose heart was scarred by the painful 

memory of God’s precious one, chosen to make the blood of Abraham 

known to all the world. He was nailed to a wooden cross on the hill at 

Golgotha, slowly suffocating as Roman soldiers mocked and ridiculed 

him at his feet. She and other faithful followers had stood nearby, wanting 

to comfort him, yet too frightened to do anything but watch. 

Mary Magdalene fixed a silent gaze on the distant horizon of the 

Aegean Sea, its choppy waters dotted by sailing craft. The soothing sound 

of a steady breeze moved through the leaves and branches of nearby trees. 

Sighing, Mary brooded over the shocking reports of General Titus’ army 

destroying the Holy Temple in Jerusalem. Roman Emperor Vespasian 

and his indomitable legions were now masters of all lands encircling 

the Mediterranean Sea, and the once proud Judean capital of Jerusalem 

was strewn with lifeless bodies amid crumbled walls and dwellings. She 

had heard that as the victorious Roman soldiers gathered the wounded 

and emaciated survivors of the forty-seven-day siege, a horrific wailing 

echoed the shattered hopes of terrified children and women as they 

mourned lost fathers and husbands, who had been either butchered or 

sold off into slavery. 

General Titus, acting upon the directives of his father, Emperor 

Vespasian, had brutally subjugated Jerusalem and other Jewish enclaves 

that opposed Roman rule. After the fall of Jerusalem, Titus marched 

his army northward to the towns along the western shore of the Sea of 

Galilee. At Magdala, they inflicted particular cruelty on the inhabitants, 
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killing every single one of them, leaving the once peaceful town bare of 

any human breath. Many of the residents had attempted to flee by boat 

but instead met violent deaths by the archers on the Roman vessels. Titus 

had hoped his victory over the Galileans would teach a harsh lesson to 

the zealous Jews who had recently dared to compete with the divinity of 

the emperor. 

Mary Magdalene knew well why the Roman generals had been so 

eager to destroy Magdala. The emperor himself had likely heard of a new 

community of believers sprouting up from within the Jewish population. 

After all, a few years earlier Emperor Nero had burned down much 

of Rome. In a wily move, he shifted the blame for the fire to a mysterious 

group of people who worshiped a Galilean carpenter who was resurrected 

from death. Though he was born a common man, his followers 

believed he was the Son of the One God, a Savior for all people on earth. 

So a few days after the fire, the Roman elite had become aware of this 

radical group of believers and their glorified Savior, whom they called 

Jesus the Christ. 

What was General Titus’ real objective in destroying Magdala? What 

were Roman soldiers actually looking for when they sacked the town 

before slaughtering its entire population? 

The answer was very clear in Mary’s heart. “I have known and 

attended the most remarkable man who has ever walked upon the earth,” 

she muttered under her breath. Over the decades, she had repeated this 

statement many times. Since Jesus’ crucifixion, she had been as strong as 

a watchtower, protecting her secrets from those who meant him harm. 

What precious knowledge had she protected all these many years? 

Here I am, on the island of Patmos, she thought, glancing at the hopeful 

faces of the men, women and children sitting around her. Yes, I am 

old and tired ... tired of a life in which I had to hide my true identity from 

those who have no mercy for our Lord. The enemies of our Lord are eager 

to destroy all traces of his life …. The thought trailed off as the sound of 

crashing waves rose from the rocks below. Yawning, she sat on a wooden 

bench under a fig tree as the sunlight filled the landscape. She looked 

too frail to control her emotions, yet she drew strength from some inner 

force.  

With a sudden smile, she uttered, “Although I am sick and weary, I 

delight in the company of my two children, Isaac and Sara, who share this 

serene island with me. Like you, we live in a violent world, but here on 

Patmos I have found peace by keeping my identity a secret. Yes, there are 
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moments when I want to shout into the wind, telling everyone that I am 

the most fortunate woman in the world, because I knew closely the most 

magnificent man the world has ever known.” 

She paused, taking a deep breath as if to push back the sting of longing 

for her beloved. “My heart longs to pass into the divine world invisible 

to human eyes,” she lamented. “The kingdom of my beloved Jesus is 

a bright world within my heart. Yet this world of flesh often distracts me 

from living fully there with our Lord. 

“Naturally, I would have wanted Jesus to remain with us during our 

journey through this earthly world. There were many instances when I 

needed his guidance. Yet he did appear to me, at times, addressing me in 

a comforting tone, saying, ‘Mary, you know the ways of the Lord. I will 

always be with you.’ I knew him, and I have tried to help others come 

to know him through me. Yet, I am a woman without the gift for telling 

stories like those Jesus had told to the souls of defeated men. If Jesus had 

remained with us for many years, how much more could he have shown 

the world? And our children would have known a father like no other. 

Jesus was a true father to us all, loving us completely and unconditionally. 

Each man, woman, boy, and girl was a child to him, even those who 

had committed horrible crimes. He never turned one person away, nor 

did he ever turn one person against another for his sake. Even those who 

mocked and brutalized him, and eventually murdered him, were his children 

whom he could not hate. Even before Jesus’ death, our own children 

and I lived like nomads, finding no place to settle in peace.” 

Overcome with emotion, Mary Magdalene paused to catch her 

breath. Who was she speaking to? Who was this story for? As she watched 

the gulls flying overhead, she recalled the conversation with the scholar 

who had given her the news of General Titus’ conquest of Jerusalem and 

other Jewish strongholds. 

A few hours later, Mary had decided to devote her final years on earth 

to creating a record of Jesus’ life. She would draw on her personal experiences 

with him, no matter how painful it might prove to be to revisit 

those distant years of their friendship. 

With a clear vision that renewed her strength and resolve, she had 

approached the scholar and instructed him in a motherly tone, “Take this 

pouch of coins and purchase writing tools for me.” 

As Mary replayed the scene in her mind, she soon realized that her 

obligation to record his life story was similar to what Jesus must have felt 

upon accepting his fate. His story, as accurate as she could record it, had 
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to be put down on papyrus so his words and deeds would remain eternally 

alive, just as he lives eternally. 

Bringing her thoughts back to the present, Mary observed the scholar 

as he positioned himself in front of a simple board table under the shade 

of a date palm. With a serious expression, he set the writing tools on 

the table and closed his deep-set eyes as if in prayer. Moments later, he 

opened his eyes and pressed the pheasant quill pen against the papyrus 

scrolls, paying close attention to Mary’s words as she continued speaking. 

“I remember the first time I saw Jesus,” she thought aloud, looking 

at the people sitting around her, eager to hear her testimony. “I was 

taking a jug of water to my father and his workers at the shore. My father 

owned several fishing boats and was in need of a skillful carpenter to 

repair a few of his battered boats and build some new ones. Others had 

refused because they felt that my father didn’t pay enough for the labor 

he demanded. 

“My father was not an easy man to please, so he had to look outside 

the town of Magdala for skillful carpenters. Through word of mouth, the 

name of a reliable carpenter from Nazareth came to his ears. 

“Jesus had been raised as the son of a carpenter. And for a young man 

who possessed an open mind, along with a great vision for life, the village 

of Nazareth had become too small for his dreams. So he began lending 

his services to villages and towns by the Sea of Galilee, where he had perfected 

his skills in repairing fishing boats. 

“One afternoon I left the house, searching for my father, whom I 

found by the boat moorings. On the way there, I noticed Jesus’ silhouette. 

He was returning to get a tool he had left behind at the house. When we 

drew close, we gave each other a polite greeting. I offered him a friendly 

smile, and our eyes met. He focused intently upon my face, seeming to 

look deep into my soul. 

“Blushing, I felt as if I were suddenly naked. I couldn’t hide anything. 

But Jesus’ eyes radiated kindness and serenity. This took me by surprise 

because I was so used to coarse men who undressed me with lustful 

stares. Though Jesus’ stare was more intense than that of other men, there 

was no hint of lust. It both revealed and erased all past unpleasant stares. 

I felt that Jesus was replacing them with a sense of honor.” 

Mary paused and moved her eyes to the coastline, fearing that it 

would be impossible to convey her first impressions of Jesus. As if speaking 

to the sea breeze, she murmured, “I recall that while his eyes penetrated 

mine, his lips produced the sound of greeting, a voice that opened 
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a new portal to my soul. The tone was cordial, but firm and resolute. I 

sensed that I was in the presence of an unusual energy. 

“During the following days, my initial impression of Jesus remained 

with me as he continued his work with zeal. I could see that he wanted 

to create a perfect boat for my father. He scrutinized his own work, often 

doing a particular task over and over again. He wasn’t even satisfied when 

my demanding father commented that it was the best craftsmanship he 

had seen. In fact, Jesus labored as if he were trying to raise the standard 

beyond the highest expectations. His work humbled my father to the 

point where for the first time in my life, I heard my father remark, ‘I am 

very pleased with your efforts,’ as he paid Jesus in advance the full price 

he had promised. 

“Believe me, this was very different from previous scenes when 

a worker asked for his pay after a completed job. Somehow my father 

always held onto a portion of the pay, causing the worker to argue and 

scream before stomping away, angrily spitting at the ground with curses 

directed toward him. I always feared the repercussions of the curses upon 

our family. But my father righteously defended his actions and his standards 

as a covenant with God. He held a high standard for himself and his 

family. We followed the Mosaic laws to the letter, measured by the strict 

tradition of our ancestors. 

“Once, I returned home well after sunset on the Sabbath, upsetting 

my father. So I was punished by having to stay in a dark room for a whole 

day. My mother delivered meals to me with sympathetic expressions. Yet 

she never once criticized my father. So I remained isolated from the full 

light of pity and love. My father approached all people with severe scrutiny. 

Amazingly, this Jesus of Nazareth was beyond my father’s scorn by 

exceeding his high standards, not only in workmanship but also as a man 

and a follower of the laws of Moses. 

“Jesus stayed with our family, and soon we all noticed exceptional 

qualities in this kind and intelligent Nazarene. Some people said he was 

not only a diligent carpenter but an honest and trustworthy man who 

couldn’t rest until he fulfilled a commitment. Yet there were others who 

traded in vicious gossip about him, claiming he couldn’t be trusted 

because the identity of his real father was unknown. When I first heard 

these rumors, I couldn’t help but feel confused and saddened. 

“I looked forward to seeing Jesus whenever I delivered water and 

bread to him and the other workers. His smile, his appearance, his behavior 

and way of speaking had a strange power over me. I came to realize 
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that Jesus’ character was as pure as gold, and he brought a kind of perfection 

to his every word and action, as if by doing so he was bringing us all 

closer to the very likeness of the Lord God. 

“From the moment of our first greeting, my mind was preoccupied 

with thoughts of Jesus. I found myself oddly attracted to him. Though 

comfortable in his presence, I also felt extremely timid and unsure of 

myself. I sensed that he was somehow profoundly familiar with my life, 

even more so than members of my own family. At the same time, I felt 

that I knew nothing about him. My feelings ... the rumors … every smile 

and glance and whisper ... it was all spinning inside my head like a whirlwind 

coming off the stormy sea. 

 

Soon I yearned to be alone with Jesus, without having the eyes of others 

fixed on us. Yet such a situation was unacceptable for a maiden such as 

myself. As the days passed, I felt trapped in a labyrinth of social courtesies. 

I could only greet Jesus in public under my father’s sharp gaze. I could 

never inquire about his life or family ties, much less ask him to dispel the 

malicious rumors. Fortunately, about four weeks after his arrival to our 

town, a moment arose when Jesus and I had the opportunity to meet 

without others nearby. 

As we ran into each other on a footpath near a grove of olive trees, 

he did not seem surprised, and he gave me a luminous smile. “Mary, how 

are you today?” 

“Fine,” I blurted out, not able to look him in the eyes. 

He stared at me a long moment, the afternoon sunlight caressing his 

reddish-brown hair. Finally he said, “You are a polite and gentle young 

lady, but your heart is heavy. Is something bothering you?” 

I was a bit startled, yet not completely surprised by his candor. 

Fumbling for something to say, I replied, “It’s a lovely morning. Where 

are you going?” 

“Yesterday your uncle asked me to repair some tables at his home.” 

After a long pause, he added with a twinkle in his eye, “You want to know 

more about me … who I am, and where I am from.” 

Speechless, I nodded. 

“But you know me, don’t you?” he said. “You watch me work beside 

your father, and I share meals with your family. You have even watched 

me while reading prayers.” 

I gave a noncommittal shrug, glancing at two singing sparrows on the 

fragile branch of a nearby sapling. 
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Looking softly into my eyes, Jesus added, “Mary, the real questions to 

ask should be directed at yourself. Who am I, and where did I come from?” 

His statement so confounded me that I wanted to point at him and 

shout that he was a demon and run to the safety of my home. Yet I stayed, 

allowing his words to travel through my heart, hoping they could take 

rein over the wild thoughts and feelings possessing me. By this point neither 

of us could look into the other’s eyes. I felt him speaking to me, yet 

he was not talking aloud. 

When he finally did say something, it was with concern. “Am I keeping 

you from your chores?” 

Yes! I suddenly recalled that I was on my way to get a fish for our evening 

meal. I hadn’t noticed the sun lowering in the sky, so I would need to 

hurry. “I must hurry. I am helping my mother with dinner.” 

“Don’t worry, you have enough time. Always carry out your tasks 

with joy. I’ll see you at supper.” He dipped his head in respect and allowed 

me to pass. 

As I hurried off, I felt the experience of our encounter living within 

me, and I attended to my various tasks with a lightened spirit. In fact, 

I enjoyed preparing the evening meal so much that I didn’t notice my 

father and Jesus sitting at the table in the next room, engaged in a serious 

discussion. 

Dinner was delightful. Everyone ate bread, grilled fish, beans, and 

melons. I listened to Jesus as he spoke to my parents about Jacob’s twentyone 

years in Haran while working for his Uncle Laban. After the meal, 

my father thanked me for making the fish so delicious and asked me to sit 

with them while my mother cleaned up. 

When she left the room, my father took my hand and said affectionately, 

“Marion, my little blossom ...” I was surprised, for he hadn’t called 

me this pet name since I was a child. 

After a few seconds, his eyes grew moist, as he continued, “My precious 

daughter, you have grown into a beautiful woman. This past year 

I have noticed how some men have begun to look at you. So I’ve been 

praying for the Lord to grant me the ability to protect you until He sent 

the right man for you, someone whose love would be even greater than 

mine.” He paused, making a subtle gesture at Jesus. “Mary, I believe that 

man has arrived.” 

My heart leaped as my father added in a level voice, “Jesus and I have 

been discussing the future. With my blessing I want you to discuss the 

possibility of your future with him.” 

 
 



1 0 P i e t r o M a r c h i t e l l i 
 

This last statement baffled me. I was expecting my father to have 

already made the betrothal contract, as a father would usually do before 

speaking to his daughter. 

Seeing the confusion in my eyes, my father added, “As Jesus requested, 

the two of you shall talk before any decisions are made. After I turn in for 

the night, you can remain here and discuss the matter with him.” 

Feeling a shortness of breath, I remained silent as my father pushed 

back his chair and stood, his gaze lingering as he walked toward the corridor 

leading to his room at the back of the house. 

When I returned my gaze to Jesus, I noticed his concerned expression. 

“Are you all right?” he asked quietly. His lips curled upward. “Is there 

a problem with your father’s request?” 

Too ruffled to express my thoughts, I wondered if it was Jesus or my 

father who had first broached the subject of marriage. 

Jesus cleared his throat. “Do you have any questions?” 

I chose my words carefully. “Tell me what you expect of me,” I said 

plainly. 

He replied in a serious tone, “Mary, are you ready to travel with me 

on a road never traveled before?” 

Although to this day I remember these words exactly as he said them, 

at first they took me by complete surprise. 

Turning slightly, I glanced at the moonlight outside the window and 

tried to relieve the dryness in my throat by swallowing. As I considered 

Jesus’ question, I realized that sharing my life with this man would be 

very different from anything I had known before in our village. I shifted 

anxiously in the chair, trying to imagine what my life would be like if I 

were his wife and where on earth would this untraveled road lead to? 

Leaning forward, his hands folded, Jesus added matter-of-factly, 

“Mary, I sense in you some very special qualities not apparent in other 

girls your age …” 

“I’m not a girl,” I inserted. “I will be seventeen next …” 

“I know, I know.” His eyes danced with amusement. “Unlike other 

young women, you have many fine qualities that I find, well, admirable. 

You’re loving and caring, and you maintain a humble attitude of service 

toward your parents, as well as toward others in the community. This 

brings great joy to my Father in heaven.” 

As I digested his words, I felt that Jesus wanted certain qualities in a 

woman, so that upon marriage she would be receptive to his guidance. But 

why? How could I, in my ignorance, imagine the weight of responsibility 
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I would have to carry in future years? And how could he claim such intimacy 

with his Father in heaven? 

Jesus and I spoke for several more minutes, and then I asked him if I 

could retreat to my place of prayer before making a decision. 

He agreed to my request and that night I could not sleep a wink. 

Since this Jesus of Nazareth was a special person, I knew he would 

require a special woman to be his wife. Yet he must have thought I was a 

good and decent woman, or he wouldn’t have made the offer. 

On the other hand, what trials and hardships did I have to overcome 

in order to fulfill my potential? And did I want to place myself in a position 

of such pain and anguish? Jesus had already challenged me in unexpected 

ways, yet I hoped that the sweet joy that I would experience with 

him would supersede all difficulties that may lie before us. 

Since childhood I had known that I wouldn’t become an ordinary 

fisherman’s wife. Yet, I never imagined someone like Jesus for a husband. 

If we married, I knew intuitively that what I learned from him would far 

exceed anything I could accomplish on my own. The adventurous nature 

within me rejoiced at the thought, but my more cautious side resisted the 

notion of accepting his proposal. 

Throughout my long night of uncertainty, I was unaware of Jesus’ 

own concerns about me. Years later, I learned that he was aware that if I 

became his wife, then my course would be as difficult as his. He knew that 

he would at once be teaching me and needing my support. 

During my early years with Jesus, I couldn’t fully comprehend much 

of his thinking. His reality was not my reality, and his vision for the world 

was not my vision. 


