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(A monologue by Mary of Nazareth at age sixty)

Mary walks to the front of the church, looking at the manger, and may then walk around meditatively to gaze at any other images or references to Jesus if they are present in the church windows, painting, banners, an altar Bible.  Finally she looks at the cross.

It does not seem like that long ago he was a child, lying here, only this big (gesturing with her hands).  I know it was no place to give birth to a child, and at the time, I was a bit overwhelmed by the circumstances.  I really don’t know how I did it, being pregnant and all.  Joseph was so good to me, we married and I traveled with him to Bethlehem where he had to go to be registered.  When we finally reach Bethlehem there was no room in the inn.  We bedded in a stable where you were born.  A beautiful angel appeared to proclaim your birth that night.  Now the memories seem so sweet, so bittersweet, maybe, the images mellowing within me like a kind of poetry, bigger than the simple facts…holding the power of a myth.  I remember the joy, the people who understood, and the children who came to sing and dance to him.

“A sword will pierce your heart.”  Yes, I heard that, too, but I was young then, eager and willing.  I could never have imagined what was to come.  Not that I’m sorry, at least not for me.  I wish there could have been another way.  I miss him…don’t you?  (She motions toward the congregation.)

I’ve pondered these things in my heart for a long time now, telling those who could understand when the time seemed right, when I felt ready.  You probably have read some of what I told his friends.  I know that some have written down what they saw and remember and some of what I saw, a living testimony to what he did here with us.

There’s something else I want to tell, something I’ve kept inside for at least forty years now, something that happened not long after his first year.

You’ve heard about the journey we took, Joseph and the baby and I, our journey out of the country when he was born, where his life was in danger.  That was one of the most terrifying nights of my life!  We gathered our clothes, a bit of food, and then ran for our lives.  When we finally got away, out of the city where his life was in danger, we all stopped to rest.

It was then I heard the screams, children crying out.  They were dying.  You’ve heard their cries too, haven’t you?  The little ones suffering, dying…

Was that the first of the swords to pierce my heart, the cries of the innocent from down in the city?  There is no reason, never was, never will be…nothing to justify that…and I wondered if it was all just to try to kill him, the Holy Child, the one they feared would have the power to make a change, to throw the powerful down from their thrones and lift up the poor.

Is that what scared them?  Were they afraid of the power hidden in one of these ordinary-looking children of the poor?  Then without thinking – I meant it came from such a deep place inside – I said softly, as in a prayer “Can this be worth it?  Why did this child have to be born and cause all this pain?”

I could not bear the thought that so many were dying because of him, while we were escaping the danger and they could not.  Then the baby, who was, as I said, less that two, touched my cheek, looking up to me as I held him in my arms.  (I never imagined he heard and understood.)  He said to me “Mamma, my life is for them>”

The words made no sense; this little one snuggled in my arms on that dismal night that was wrapped in the howl of children as if it were the howl of a fierce wind.  I can still hear that dreadful music, can hear it right now… and I wonder, is it only memory or are the children still dying somewhere near here tonight?  I hear so much, the memories, the words he spoke, the things I saw and kept in my heart, and sometimes it all blends with what I see around me, like part of a whole symphony of truth.

But what I still don’t know is (Mary walks to the cross and looks at it) was it true?  Did he give his life for them?  Did what he gave – his whole prophetic ministry, his courageous suffering, his passionate hope, did it make any difference?

Who was the little one who once slept so quietly in this manger, only this big (Motioning and gently rocking imaginary baby)?  What difference did his life make…?
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