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"I am dying." I muttered under my breath as I crumbled beneath the weight of all seven of them. All I wanted was a way out of this body of mine. It had been battered so much it choked my soul. Guilt and shame, the most determined as they rigorously dragged me toward the ever-welcoming mouth of hell. 

I crawled on my belly to find death, before me stood the beauty for which I had an unexplainable attraction. What a beauty death is!

"Take my hands." If death was going to free me from the shackles of these unforgiving demons, I was ready to become one with him

"Take me. I am yours." I gasped. But death crushed me. The freedom I so much anticipated in him was only but a mirage.  

Crushed by darkness, I laid against a tree. This was where I died! 

The moment I died, light tiny as a pin pierced through me. My eyes shut by death began to twitch at the arrival of this light. From the tree above, light shone through my dead being. 

"Do you remember Phoebe?" A voice so soothing asked from within the light. 
 
Phoebe was my neighbor, the one who had an affair with Cyril. Not even the sullen hands of death wrapped around me now could make me forget her. 

"Her trespasses took her into the hands of death when she was caught in the act of adultery." The voice continued 

The speaking voice dispelled my fears, and more than I wanted death, I liked this voice never to stop talking. 

"Phoebe died that day, but she also got a new life." He said. I looked above to see who He was, but the light although tiny, was blinding. I couldn't see a thing.

How strange! But this explains why she became so different after that incident. Condemned to death by stoning, she was dragged in her shame to the young Rabbi. Hired wailers were already doing what they do best when she suddenly walked in like a ghost. But she was alive! Maybe the young master known for performing strange miracles had brought her back to life after she was stoned to death, we concluded.

"Magdalene." He called me by my name!

"Who are you? Lord!" I trembled. 

"I am life." He declared.

"But I do not have life. Like the phoenix, I am burnt to ashes now. By now, they must have said upon my remains, "Ashes for ashes, dust for dust..." I said sadly. "Give me life. Lord!". 

"You only need to be born again." He stepped into the darkness from the light. I saw darkness disappear, and I saw light take over.

I became born again to serve the master for and through whom I was reborn. My perfume upon him, I'll lavish. Mary, who had in her seven demons reborn as Mary with the alabaster box. 
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