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Holy Week Meditation – Mary Magdelene – 

Let us prepare ourselves before the Lord 

Prayers… 

The story so far… 
What can we learn from Mary Magdelene? St. Gregory 
the Great tells us: “We should reflect on Mary’s attitude 
and the great love she felt for Christ, for though the 
disciples had left the tomb, she remained. She was still 
seeking the one she had not found, and while she sought, 
she wept. Burning with the fire of love, she longed for 
him who she thought had been taken away.  
And so it happened that the woman who stayed behind 
to seek Christ was the only one to see him. For 
perseverance is essential to any good deed, as the Voice 
of truth tells us: ‘Whoever perseveres to the end will be 
saved.’” 

Responsorial Psalm PS 63:2, 3-4, 5-6, 8-9 

My soul is thirsting for you, O Lord my God. 
O God, you are my God whom I seek; 
for you my flesh pines and my soul thirsts 
like the earth, parched, lifeless and without water. 

 
My soul is thirsting for you, O Lord my God. 
Thus have I gazed toward you in the sanctuary 
to see your power and your glory, 
For your kindness is a greater good than life; 
my lips shall glorify you. 

My soul is thirsting for you, O Lord my God. 
Thus will I bless you while I live; 
lifting up my hands, I will call upon your name. 
As with the riches of a banquet shall my soul be satisfied, 
and with exultant lips my mouth shall praise you. 

My soul is thirsting for you, O Lord my God. 
You are my help, 
and in the shadow of your wings I shout for joy. 
My soul clings fast to you; 
your right hand upholds me. 

   My soul is thirsting for you, O Lord my God. 



 2 

Video – Said Judas to Mary - https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=DBpVRD0OPy8 
 
A Reflection from the view of Mary Magdelene – 
“Why did I do it” ? 
 

That’s the question I keep getting asked. Not - 
“well that was brilliant, I wish I’d thought of it”, or 
“I’ll never forget what you did for Jesus, it was so 
beautiful.” Or even “You fool how could you have 
been so wasteful”.  All they ask is “Why did you 
do it?” 
  
Well we all do something spontaneous 
occasionally, don’t we? 
  
But you might say, “How could it have been 
spontaneous, I had to have bought the oil?” Well 
no, I hadn’t. I had as you might say many well err  
“Admirers”, who gave me gifts. But since Jesus 
had forgiven me my sinfulness, these gifts 
became a taunt, a reminder of the former life I 
had led, and a life I am now totally ashamed of. 
Judas remarked that the oil could have been sold 
to buy bread and blankets for the poor, and that 
or something like it, had been my intension - to 
hand it over to him, this expensive gift, sort of in 
return for the wonderful gift he’d had given me.  
I couldn’t bear to see it any longer. I needed to rid 
myself of all vestiges of my past, as I looked 
forward to a long and happy life, guilt fee, in His 
service.  
 
Just watching him there at Simon’s house that 
night, the way he was, his whole presence. So 
self-assured, so calm, I can’t believe he knew 
what was going to happen to him. But he did, 
that was obvious from what he said to me, how 

he gave meaning to my actions in a way that I could or would never have possibly dreamt.  I’ll never forget the 
first time I met him. People were flocking round to see him. I was one of those people. I was just a face in the 
crowd, hoping against hope that he would look my way and see the anguish in my eyes, the tension and 
frustration on my face, as I struggled to cope with the demons that possessed me. Doctors tried various cures. 
Priests came and performed exorcisms, but nothing worked. I was at my wits end. Then I remembered Jesus 
and jostled the crowd to get up close to him, never expecting he would actually notice me, but he did and 
what happened then really took me by surprise. He said “go your way, your faith has made you whole, and sin 
no more”.  
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Looking back, I’m not entirely sure what I thought at that moment. I was so stunned by his addressing my 
sinfulness rather than asking me what ill I needed healing from. I felt better in a second and I knew what I had 
to do. I wanted to stay with Jesus, to give back to him for all he had given me in that moment.  

 
But my actions that night weren’t profound from my point of view. 
Never once did I think I was preparing him for burial. We had all 
gathered at Simon’s house for a meal. The meal was sort of a 
celebration and Jesus was the guest of honour. So our host 
welcomed us and sat us down, but that was no excuse not to 
perform the most simple of tasks, that of washing the guests’ feet. 
Jesus had done so much for all of us and now when he needed us 
even more, it seemed that for the most, our own needs came first 
and so his disciples just say there moaning and complaining about 
how weary they were. I could feel my emotions rising. The bottle 
of nard was almost burning a hole in my hand, so much did I 
detest it. I could see the strain on Jesus face and felt the anguish 
he was feeling. If what he had told us was going to happen, he 
must have been dreading each new day that came, waiting for 
those terrible events to unfold. 
 
And so without another thought for the cost of the oil I held, 
which after all meant nothing to me, I, in my frantic need to 
soothe his brow and wash his feet, broke the neck of the bottle 
and poured the contents over him. I immediately burst into tears, 
so overcome was I by what I was doing and the look of 
compassion in Jesus’ eyes. My tears mingled with the oil as it ran 
over his feet and then I realised that I had no towel, so I just 
started mopping up the liquid with my own hair. I didn’t care what 
people thought of me or my actions. All I cared about was 
soothing away the pain that Jesus was clearly suffering mentally, if 
not physically. 
 
Even when Judas mocked me and pointed out the wastefulness of 
my action, I was defiant.  In my defence Jesus reminded us that we 
will always have the poor with us, but that he wouldn’t be with us 
for much longer”. He said that what I’d done was a beautiful thing, 
a thing that I would be remembered for forever.  
  
I had other gifts I could sell if necessary, but if 
Jesus wasn’t going to be with us for much longer I had to show 
him how much I loved him before it was too late. The thought that 
I was preparing him for burial just made me cry all the more. How 
could he say that, whether true or not? It never crossed my mind 
the symbolism in my gesture. The fact that in the end it was my 

privilege to anoint his body, is beside the point.  He was about to sacrifice his life for me so what could I do, but 
make my body a living sacrifice for him. If people remember what I did, then at least it’s better than 
remembering me for what I used to do. We are all sinners and His sacrifice wasn’t just for me, it was for us all. 
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Why did I do it? Well because no one else did. I was serving him, because for so long he had been serving us. I 
just poured out oil, he poured out his life’s blood. I did it because I love him and he went to his death because 
he loved the whole world. What better reasons could there have been? 
  
Stop for a moment and ask yourself what you would have done in the same situation? Then look me in the eye 
and tell me you would have sold the oil instead. 
 

A time of silent reflection on these words of scripture 
Mark 14:6-9 

“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. She did 
what she could. She poured perfume on my body beforehand to prepare for my burial. 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.’ 

Video – You say - https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=HqpNGYbcy3U 

Prayer…   

Saint Mary Magdalene, woman of many sins, who by conversion became the beloved of Jesus, 
thank you for your witness that Jesus forgives through the miracle of love. 

You, who already possess eternal happiness in His glorious presence, please intercede for us,  
so that someday we may share in the same everlasting joy. 

Amen. 

Led by Debbie Hunt                                                                                                                                                                                                     
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