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Author's Note: The Epic of Mary
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The story you are about to read is one of profound transformation, of a woman whose name has reverberated through the centuries, often misunderstood, sometimes vilified, but never silenced. This is the voice of Mary Magdalene, not as the world has often portrayed her, but as she might have spoken of herself—a woman who saw and felt the divine, who walked the path of redemption, and whose life became a witness to the very resurrection of hope.

In telling her story, I sought to unearth the layers of her humanity—her struggles, her doubts, her joys, and her moments of quiet strength. Mary’s journey is one of contradiction and complexity: a woman who, from the margins of society, found her worth not in the judgment of others, but in the gaze of a man who saw her fully, beyond her past, her sins, and her silence. That gaze changed her life, as it has the lives of many who followed, and it is this transformation I wish to explore.

In this account, I hope to give voice to Mary’s inner world, her spiritual awakening, and the moments of grace she encountered. From the shores of Galilee, where she first met Jesus, to the quiet of her later years, this epic captures the nuances of her faith—an ever-evolving relationship with the divine that carried her through grief, doubt, and finally, resurrection. I have endeavored to portray her not just as a witness to Christ’s life, but as a woman of deep wisdom, resilience, and immense courage.

This work is as much a meditation on the power of faith as it is a reflection on the challenges of living authentically, especially as a woman in a time when voices like hers were too often overlooked or misrepresented. The struggle for identity, the questioning of one’s purpose, and the search for meaning beyond the worldly labels that constrain us are timeless themes. Mary’s journey is a testament to the redemptive power of love, the deep wisdom found in community, and the transformative strength of spiritual awakening.

I invite you to walk with Mary—not as an icon or a symbol, but as a woman who struggled, loved, believed, and ultimately transcended her earthly trials. This is her epic, a story that continues to resonate with us all, one that speaks to the eternal themes of grace, redemption, and the ever-present call to rise again. May it inspire you to reflect on your own path and find, within it, the power to transform your own life.

— Alex Telman
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Prologue: The Shadows of the Past
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I was born beneath the sky’s aching blue,
Where the salt winds cut through the reeds,
And the sea—forever restless,
Ever sighing, kissed the jagged shore
Of Magdala, where I learned to dream
In whispers of the waves,
In shadows long before the sun could speak.

––––––––
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The villagers knew me as Mary,
But names do not hold the weight of who we are.
What name could contain the fire in me,
The ache that gnawed at my bones,
A hunger for something distant,
A longing for a horizon I couldn’t touch?

––––––––
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My father’s voice was thick with the earth’s burden,
His hands scarred from toil,
Never soft enough to cradle a child’s love.
I saw him as a figure lost in the wind,
A ghost of what he might have been.
He never spoke of dreams,
Only of hard hands and empty days.
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But my mother—my mother,
She whispered of things that belonged to no one,
Of a land that reached beyond the sea,
Where spirits danced on the wind
And the heavens met the earth in a single touch.
Her prayers hung heavy in the morning mist,
Her voice breaking the silence with the name of a God
I had yet to see, yet to know.
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We were poor, but I did not feel the weight
Of hunger until it grew into something else,
Something deeper than a stomach’s ache.
It was a thirst that never quenched,
A wound that bled even when I wasn’t sure
What I was bleeding for.
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I remember the soft steps of the women,
Their feet padding lightly along the path
That led to the marketplace,
Their heads bowed in duty,
Their voices, like the salt wind,
Carried the weight of lives lived in silence.
I watched them—how their eyes ached
With things they dared not speak.
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I too, walked in the shadow of silence,
A child who felt the weight of things
No child should understand—
The way the earth pulls at the soul,
The way the sky looms so close
It presses down like a heavy hand.
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And yet, there was always something in me
That could not be still.
Even as the sun cast shadows over the stones
And the air grew thick with the smell of fish,
There was something whispering—
A voice beneath the words of my father,
A call that twisted through my mother’s prayers.
It called me away from the shore,
Beyond the reach of the sea’s soft hands.
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When I was young, the sea felt like a friend—
Unpredictable, but always there.
I ran to it, as others ran to their homes.
In its cold arms, I found peace,
A peace that did not touch the soul,
But washed over the body like the moon’s kiss.
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I knew, even then, there was something more.
The world, small as it was, did not hold me,
Could not bind me with the nets of its norms.
I felt the restlessness like a wound inside me—
A place that could not be healed
By prayers alone, nor by the touch of a hand.
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I remember the first time I saw the priests,
Their robes like long shadows,
Their voices steeped in words
That never touched my heart.
They spoke of a God who was far—
Unreachable, distant, unkind.
Their prayers felt like a cage,
And their eyes—eyes that looked through me—
Never saw the fire in my heart.
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Was that when I knew I would not belong?
Was that when I saw the chasm
That stretched between me and them?
Between who I was,
And who they told me I should be?
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But there was another,
A presence in the air,
A hum in the water,
A longing in the depths of my chest—
The sea knew it, the sky knew it,
And yet I couldn’t find it in the hands
Of those who claimed to lead me.
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I spent my days lost between two worlds,
The one of earth and the one of spirit,
And though my feet walked upon the stones
Of Magdala, my heart had wandered
To places no one could follow.
I tried to fill the void with voices—
The chatter of the marketplace,
The laughter of women who did not know
What it meant to be empty.
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But no one spoke of the soul,
No one spoke of the deep ache,
Of the strange hunger that gnawed
In the middle of the night,
When the stars burned bright,
But my soul remained in shadow.
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So I waited.
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I waited by the sea,
Where the moon rises like a ghost,
And the waves hum songs older than time,
Hoping that one day,
The call would be loud enough
To stir my heart from its slumber,
To call me beyond the shore.
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I was young, and yet I knew,
I had already begun my journey.
In the silence of the nights,
I whispered to the stars,
Telling them what I could never tell anyone—
That I was not meant to be
A woman like the others.
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There was more in me,
More than the eyes of Magdala could see,
More than the sea could know,
More than the prayers could hold.
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But I did not know who would come
To awaken me,
To lead me into the light.

––––––––
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The years in Magdala felt like a slow unraveling, each day woven into the next with a thread of silence. I remember the hours stretching long and heavy, like the shadows that blanketed the village before the sun could break through. The wind always had its voice, the salt in it, the pull of the sea. My fingers, too, were learning the language of the land—rough, worn from the endless cycle of work, of not belonging to anything but the earth that held me in its grip. My father's hands never softened, and the spaces between us were filled with things neither of us could say.

In the quiet of mornings, when the world still held its breath, my mother’s prayers would rise like mist from the ground. Her words were like threads of hope, fragile and beautiful, woven into the air. She spoke of a land beyond the sea where the winds carried spirits and the heavens kissed the earth. Her God was a figure distant and unreachable, and yet I watched her, heard her voice tremble as if she believed in the impossible. She gave me something to hold on to, though I didn’t yet know if I believed it.

But the ache inside me... it was something else. Something raw, not easily defined by prayer or the hands of my mother. It was a gnawing hunger that twisted through my chest, a thirst that would not be quenched by food or water. I could not name it, not yet, but I knew it was there, a shadow clinging to my soul, pulling me in directions I could not follow. I felt it in the stillness of the night when the stars burned too brightly, their cold light only deepening the emptiness.

Sometimes, I would run to the sea. It was the only place that didn’t try to bind me. The waves would break against the shore, its cool embrace washing over me, and I would feel—briefly—a quiet. But it wasn’t a peace that touched the depths of me, not a peace that could answer the questions that burned inside.

The women of the village walked their paths, their heads lowered in routine, their steps soft and certain. They were filled with lives lived in silence, lives I could never understand. I watched them and felt the distance between their world and mine, like a widening chasm, a divide too vast to cross. I was not like them. I could not be.

But no one spoke of the hunger in me, the strange ache that came in waves, as deep and endless as the sea. Even in the laughter of the marketplace, I found no solace. The words they spoke seemed hollow, their lives too simple, too confined. They didn’t know the weight of silence, the sharpness of longing. I wanted to scream it out, to let the sky hear my pain, but I could not.

One day, as I stood at the water’s edge, the moon rising like a forgotten memory, I realized that I had been waiting. Waiting for something—someone—to stir the stillness within me, to call me beyond the shore, beyond the world I had always known. The call had not yet come, but I could feel its presence in the air, a hum that trembled just beneath the surface of everything.

I had already begun my journey, though I had no name for it. The sea, the sky, the stars—they had whispered their secrets to me, but I could not yet understand them. The hunger still burned, and I knew, deep down, that the life I had been living was not enough to satisfy it. It was a waiting, a restlessness, a feeling that there was something more—something beyond Magdala, beyond the endless ache.

But who would come? Who would see me as I was? I didn’t know. I only knew that I was not meant to be like the others. I was not meant to stay here, in this place where the earth and the sea met, but never truly touched. Something—someone—was coming, and when it did, I would know it. It would call me out of the shadows, beyond the horizon that I could never reach.
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Part 1: The Woman Who Wasn’t Seen
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I was born beneath the weight of the earth,
Not of stone, but of judgment—
A heavy cloak wrapped tight around my chest,
One I did not choose,
Yet wore with the quiet resignation of a girl
Who had learned early
That her worth would be measured by others.
My name was Mary—
But not the Mary you know,
Not the Mary you would come to love.
I was Mary, the woman on the edge,
The one who walked unseen in the shadows
Of a world that had already decided who I was.
The world, it seems, has little patience
For those who do not fit its narrow frame,
For the women whose hearts beat too loud
For their bodies, whose souls ache too deeply
For the roles assigned to them.

––––––––
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In the marketplace, I stood with my head bowed,
My eyes cast low,
Not from humility, but from the shame
That clung to me like a second skin.
It wasn’t the shame of a sin,
Not the kind I could name—
No, this was a deeper thing,
A stain on my very existence,
A stain that others had placed upon me,
A label I had no choice but to wear.
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The men who passed me by
Did not see the woman behind the eyes—
They saw only what they thought I was.
And what was I, then?
A name whispered behind closed doors,
A woman whose worth had already been defined
By the choices others made for me.
They saw the way I moved,
The way my eyes lingered too long
Or looked too far—
They saw a woman who had known the touch
Of men whose love was never given,
But taken like a piece of fruit ripe for the picking.
They saw a woman who had nothing left
But the remnants of what had been stolen.
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I was not a woman to be loved.
I was a woman to be used,
To be judged,
To be cast aside when I no longer fit
The measure of their expectations.
And the others—they were worse.
The women, the ones whose lives
Were bound by their duty to husbands
And children,
They looked at me with eyes full of pity
And thinly veiled disgust.
Theirs was a love that held no room for me,
Not the kind of love that heals
But the kind that judges from a distance,
The kind that whispers of sin
While pretending not to see.
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I learned to walk with my head low,
To keep my silence,
To hide the fire that burned in my chest,
The longing that would not be stilled.
It was easier to be unseen,
To let them think I was just a woman
Like any other,
Lost in the tide of this life,
Swept away by my own failings.
But inside, I was not just that.
Inside, I was a woman who dreamed
Of something greater—
Something beyond the eyes of the world.
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I dreamt of a life I could never have,
Of a love that would not reject me,
Of a touch that would not leave me empty.
In my darkest hours,
When the men had gone
And the other women had turned their backs,
I found myself weeping for the woman I could not be,
The woman I was told I should never be.
I wept for the love that had never been mine,
And the peace that felt so far away,
And the God I was told I could never reach,
Whose eyes were too holy
To see the brokenness in me.
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I would go down to the shore in the dead of night,
When the winds were cool and the world was quiet,
And stand there alone—
Alone with my heart and my thoughts.
The waves would crash like whispers of old pain,
Like voices from another time,
Voices that knew my name,
But did not speak it.
In the silence, I could hear my own heartbeat,
And I would wonder—
What was I meant for?
Was I to be this woman forever?
The one who was only seen when she was needed,
And cast aside when the need was done?
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Sometimes, the sea would answer me—
A soft ripple against the shore,
A breeze that brushed my face.
But I never found the answers I sought,
Only the feeling of something
That was too far for me to grasp.
And when I turned back to the village,
To the shadows of the huts and the men
Who saw me as nothing but a woman to be used,
I would carry that silence with me,
A silence that whispered of dreams unspoken,
Of hope denied.
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I was not a woman to be seen.
I was the woman to be avoided,
The one whose touch was dangerous,
Whose heart was tainted,
Whose past was a stain on the present.
The world had no place for me,
Not in its dreams,
Not in its love.
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But still, I dreamt.
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I dreamed of a day when the world would see me
Not for what I had done,
Not for what I had been,
But for what I longed to be.
I dreamed of a love that did not condemn,
A grace that did not judge,
A light that would shine through the dark places,
The places where I hid.
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But that day, that love—
It felt as distant as the stars,
As unreachable as the sun.
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And so I waited.
Waited in the silence of my soul,
Waited for something to stir the air,
To break the stillness,
To pull me from the dark.
I was waiting, though I did not know
For whom.
But I knew,
I knew in the quietest part of my heart,
That I was not meant to live
As the woman who was not seen.

––––––––
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I walked through the streets of Magdala like a shadow, always on the edge of things, never part of them. In the marketplace, the women spoke in low voices, their lives a muted hum. They didn't see me. How could they? I was not like them—my heart was too loud, my soul too restless. I tried to blend, to become like the others, but I always felt like an outsider, an intruder in my own skin.

I wasn’t born this way, I tell myself. No, something happened to me, something that made me a woman of whispers, of hushed words spoken behind closed doors. It wasn’t always like this. I remember the small joys of being a child, when I would run barefoot through the sand, laughing with the other girls. But I grew, and the world began to change its gaze. They started to see me differently. They didn’t know me. They only knew what they thought they saw—what they had decided I was. A woman too bold. A woman too hungry for something she could not have. And what could be worse than that?

The men—oh, the men—they looked at me like I was a thing to be consumed. To be used. They never saw the girl who once dreamed of something more. They never saw the fire in my eyes or the ache in my chest. They saw only a body, a body that had been touched too many times and left empty. I wasn’t loved. I was taken, used, discarded. And when I wasn’t what they wanted, they forgot me.

The women—they were worse. Their pity stung more than the cruel glances of the men. Their quiet, judgmental whispers followed me like a cloud, always present but never spoken aloud. They could see my sins. Oh, they saw them. But they never saw the woman underneath. They saw only the sin, the shame, and in their eyes, I was nothing more than a stain on the village, something to be avoided, something to be silent. How I hated that silence. It pressed down on me like a weight, crushing, suffocating.

I began to shrink under it, to shrink into a life of shadows, a life where I wasn’t seen, where no one could touch me, not really. And yet, there was a fire in me that refused to be quenched, a hunger I could not explain. It gnawed at my insides, a yearning for something—someone—who would see me. Really see me. Not the body that had been broken, not the woman whose past was laid bare before them, but the soul inside. The part of me that still dreamed, that still longed.

I would sit by the sea, in the cool of the night, and listen to the waves crash against the shore. They spoke to me, those waves, in a language I almost understood. They were the only ones who didn’t judge me. They didn’t call me names. They didn’t see the brokenness, the things I had done, the things done to me. They only whispered of something greater. Something beyond the village, beyond the weight of my own sin. It was a promise, a dream. But it was so far. So unreachable.

Sometimes, I would stand in the shallows, letting the cold water lick at my skin, and I would close my eyes and pretend. I pretended that the world was different, that I was different. I dreamed of love that didn’t tear at me, of forgiveness that didn’t taste bitter. I dreamed of redemption, though I never knew if it was something I could ever have.

I knew I was waiting for something. Someone. But I didn’t know who. I only knew that I was not meant to live like this. Not as the woman who was unseen. Not as the woman who was defined by what she had done, by what had been taken from her. I longed for more, for a life where I could be seen for who I truly was. A woman who was more than her scars. More than the shadows of judgment that clung to me.

So I waited. Waited for the day when I would no longer walk in silence. Waited for the moment when the fire inside me would burn so brightly that nothing—not the men, not the women, not the shame—could quench it. I waited for the day when I would no longer be the woman who wasn’t seen.
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Part 2: The Meeting on the Shores of Galilee
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It was not the day I had expected,
Not a day like any other,
Where the sun bled its golden warmth
Onto the waters of Galilee,
And the world hummed its steady rhythm—
The boats rocking gently,
The traders shouting their wares,
The women with baskets full of grain,
Moving like shadows along the shore.

––––––––
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I had come to the sea to find some peace,
As I always did—
The salt air on my face,
The wind pulling the weight from my chest,
The cool embrace of the waves
That would never ask who I was,
Or what I had done.

––––––––
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But that morning, the sea was different.
It was as if the waves themselves knew
Something had changed—
Something that would never be undone.

––––––––
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I had been walking, alone,
By the water’s edge,
Watching the ripples chase each other
To the shore,
When I felt it—
A presence.
Not a sound,
Not a voice,
But a presence,
A stirring in the air,
As if the earth itself had shifted
And the heavens were holding their breath.

––––––––
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I turned, and there He was—
A man standing by the water,
But He was not like the others.
There was something in His eyes,
Something that pierced the veil of my soul,
Something that saw me,
Truly saw me,
In a way no one ever had.
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His eyes,
They held a depth I had never known,
A kindness that made my heart ache.
He did not see the woman the world saw—
The broken, the used,
The one who had been cast aside.
No, He saw something more,
Something beyond the surface,
A glimpse of who I could be,
A whisper of who I had always been,
Before the world had placed its labels on me.
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His gaze was a light,
Like the first rays of dawn that touch the earth,
Warming it, making it new.
And in that moment,
I felt the weight I had carried for so long—
The weight of my past, my shame—
Begin to lift.
It was as though the sea itself had taken it,
Washing it away with the tide.
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He smiled, just a small curve of His lips,
But it was enough to make the world seem different.
And His voice—
His voice was like the sound of water on stone,
Soft, yet steady,
Like the earth itself had spoken.
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“Come,” He said.
And though the word was simple,
It cut through me like a blade of light,
A call to something I could not yet understand,
But something I knew I could not ignore.

––––––––
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I hesitated.
I stood there,
Feet sinking into the sand,
Not sure if I was ready for the world to see me—
Not ready for the hope He seemed to offer
With so little effort.
But the longer I looked at Him,
The more the silence stretched between us,
The more I felt something stirring inside me—
Something I had not known was there.
A warmth, a flicker of something true,
Something alive,
Filling the hollow places in my chest.
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And so, I took a step forward.
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I do not know why I moved.
It was as though my feet had a will of their own,
Compelled by something greater than reason,
Than fear,
Than the weight of all the lives I had lived before.
I was not the woman who was worthy of this moment.
I had not earned this grace.
And yet, He called.
And I could not resist.
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I drew closer,
Each step a tremor in my soul,
Each breath more fragile than the last.
And when I was close enough to Him,
I stopped.
He did not reach for me.
He did not speak of my sin,
Of the past I had carried like a shadow.
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He simply looked at me,
And in His eyes,
I saw the sea of all the possibilities
I had never dared to believe in.
For the first time,
I felt seen.
Truly seen.
Not as the woman others had judged,
Not as the one who was broken,
Not as the one who would never be enough—
But as I was,
And as I could be.
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“Do not be afraid,” He said,
His voice like the whisper of the wind in the trees.
And those words—
Those words, simple as they were—
Did something to me.
They unraveled the years of silence,
Of hiding.
They set loose the years of longing
I had tried to bury deep in my heart.
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“I have come for you,” He said.
And those words—they stayed with me,
Carried by the wind,
Carried by the sea,
Carried by the moment we shared
In the hush of that morning.

––––––––
[image: image]


I did not understand what He meant,
Not fully.
How could I?
How could I know that in the span of a single glance,
A single word,
My world would begin to change?
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But I felt it.
I felt the spark,
Like a match struck in the dark—
A flicker of something bright,
Something warm,
That began to grow in my chest,
A fire that could not be contained.
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And for the first time in my life,
I felt like I was no longer invisible.
No longer the woman who was unseen,
But the woman who was called.
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The sea whispered,
The breeze tangled in my hair,
And I took another step toward Him—
The man who had seen me
For who I was
And who I could become.
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I did not yet know the weight of His gaze,
The fullness of the call He had placed upon me.
But I knew,
I knew that I could never walk away from this moment—
From the first light I had ever truly known.

––––––––
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The morning air was thick with something unfamiliar, the sea humming beneath the weight of the world, as though it knew something I didn’t. I had come, as always, to the shore seeking nothing but the solitude of the waves—the only place
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