
Mary is near and dear to me. I love her fiercely. I have fought for her, stood up for her 

and her son and demanded that her story be reviewed, renewed. I am not alone: there are 

young(ish) clergy women all over the world currently trying to do for Mary what Lin Manuel 

Miranda did for Alexander Hamilton. Lin, if you see this: wanna write another musical? Call 

me. Seriously.  

We need a Mary who is more than June Cleaver, who is more than her ability to bear a 

child. We need a Mary strong and wise enough to raise the savior of the world. In a #MeToo 

moment, we need a Mary who can save us, and a Joseph who can stand by her. We need her, 

and as awesome women so often are, she’s here, right on time. This Mary brings me a deep 

and abiding joy, a joy that, seemingly can only come in the face of adversity. 

So take a trip with me? Meet a new Mary? 

She never should have been there. She was supposed to be the lookout, safe and 

unseen on the bluff overlooking the field by the side of the road, taken over by the legion of 

soldiers. All she was supposed to do was slide back and run home when they were packing up 

to move. Her father and the other men would take it from there, separating the supply line 

from the force and taking the provisions. Her people were masters at this: they knew these 

hills so well they could vanish into the scrub, over one rise and be, well, gone. The prefect’s 

orders to the soldiers were this: if there was no other way, take this road. Get in, get out, do 

not engage, and try not to lose men or supplies. Rome no longer tried to fight her people out 

of the hills. They lived, as much as any Jew could with these demon occupiers, free.  

She never should have been there, but then her little brother must have snuck away, 

wanting to go with the men, thinking that this was a game. She saw the rocks slide off to her 

right, saw the dust billow up and the low, thin bushes rustle. She saw his head and the weak 

saffron color of his tunic – he was impossible to miss in that orange up here where everything 

was grey or green. She wasn’t the only one who saw. Roman soldiers didn’t look for fights with 

her people, but they didn’t hesitate to torment them, either. And if they found a child, they 

knew someone would come looking. Two, no three soldiers saw and peered into the sun, at 

Reuben. He wasn’t moving now, realizing what he had done. But he wasn’t hidden, either.  



Mary had three choices: leave and run for help, which would almost certainly be too 

little too late. Pray to God that her brother realized just how bad it was and ran back, roughly, 

but not exactly, the way he had come. He was young to outrun them, but it was likely they 

wouldn’t really chase him. It was against orders to chase him, but not against orders to take 

him. Or…Mary could distract the soldiers and hope he made it back, and that help would come 

for her.  

Two of the soldiers started up the sandy, rocky hill. Her brother didn’t move. He didn’t 

know where she was, so he wasn’t going to look to her for advice. She prayed, and she stood, 

and with her right hand at her side, she motioned him: Go. Fast. Help. Her brother bolted, fast 

as a startled deer. She moved in the other direction, grabbing at her skirts which were sticking 

to the thorny scrub. If she could make it to the crevice, slide down, she could double back 

essentially under the soldiers. It would seem to them she had disappeared into the rock. 

Instead, she tripped. She heard them laugh as they caught her, kicked her. She knew what 

happened next. Every girl knew what happened next. She fought, hard. She felt the stiff boiled 

leather of a greave hit her temple, and her eyes rolled. Blessedly, she didn’t know much more.  

When Mary came too she had a mouth full of dust, a head that felt like fire, and her 

body hurt in places she only vaguely knew she had. She sat up to find her robes in tatters, 

which she gathered slowly around herself. They hadn’t taken her far – just down the hill to 

where the others had been. Best not to think about it. Best to go home and be sure her little 

brother was there.  

She did her best to put herself together, and slowly, carefully, made her way out of sight 

of the cursed Roman road, back to the secret village where she and her people lived, free. Her 

brother had made it there before her – and she interrupted a heated discussion about what to 

do to get her back, how much to risk for a single girl. Her mother sobbed, her father, and his 

apprentice, Joseph, who was supposed to marry her next spring, stood stone faced before 

most of the other men.  

“I’m fine. I’m back. I tripped and slid down the ravine, but they didn’t see me. No one 

need risk anything for this girl. Mama, stop, I am bruised and thirsty, is all.” She shoved and 



hugged Rueben, a little dizzy. “Bring me water, you terrible cub,” she said with a wilted little 

grin.  

Silence. Everyone knew the lie. It was barely worth telling. But if they could all agree to 

believe it, she could still be a normal girl. No, she wasn’t a normal girl: she was Mary, free 

woman of the hills. And she wasn’t giving that up easily.  

She pushed her fallen hair from her face, and went into the house, her mother, her 

sisters and Rueben close behind. Once she was clean and clothed, it might even seem true, 

nothing had happened.  

For many weeks, she just stayed very busy. But it got harder, and she started to feel 

nauseous. Joseph didn’t stay for dinner or look her in the eye. Her mother tugged her braid 

nervously. Mary couldn’t bring herself to take up watch again. She couldn’t sleep and had 

headaches. One night, restless, she went outside to feel the breeze and see the stars. And that 

was when it happened. At first the pain in her head was blinding, knocking her to her knees. 

She shook her head, confused, and looked up. And then there was no pain, just peace, as she 

felt the softest touch to her brow, and from the impossible light heard a voice tell her “Mary, 

you are wise to fear. But you don’t need to fear. You’ve done nothing wrong, brought no 

shame to your family. The ones who could not protect you feel shame, too, and have a hard 

time looking at you, because they see their failing. But they did not fail. The only shame lies 

with the ones who hurt you. Do not take it upon yourself, for God loves you. God loves you, 

Mary, and will make this baby the greatest blessing that ever was. God is counting on you.” 

The next day, Mary asked to go with some of the other girls to Aunt Elizabeth’s village to 

trade figs for wool. Her mother suggested she stay for a while, to help Elizabeth with her baby. 

No one argued with this idea. Aunt Elizabeth loved babies, and loved Mary, and if the angel 

could speak to her, she would trust that God would guide her family, too. She would trust. 

She. Would. Trust.  

As she left with the other girls, Mary caught sight of Joseph. He flushed, and she stood 

uncertain if she should go to him or not. Before she could decide, he was there, by her side.  



“I have failed you. I couldn’t protect you. I am not fit to be your husband, or to raise a 

child, any child,” he said.  

Mary whispered back, “I trust you. I trust God. And I believe that God trusts you. I’ll be 

back. Trust, Joseph.” 

On the long walk, a bit apart from the other girls, Mary practiced holding her head high. 

She began to tell the baby within her all about their people, all of the things he would need to 

know. Most of all, she tried to tell him, she was sure it was a boy, that she trusted. She 

promised to keep him safe. She promised to make sure he knew the God of their fathers, and 

she added, their mothers. She told him of Ruth, and Tamar, of David and Solomon. And by the 

time they reached Elizabeth’s she knew she loved him more than life itself. When she saw her 

aunt, she burst into tears, and she never knew if they were relief, or joy, or the last bit of fear 

leaving her.  

And Mary said: 

“My soul magnifies the Lord, 47and my spirit rejoices in God my Savior, 48for he has 

looked with favor on the lowliness of his servant. Surely, from now on all generations will call 

me blessed; 49for the Mighty One has done great things for me, and holy is his name. 50His 

mercy is for those who fear him from generation to generation. 51He has shown strength with 

his arm; he has scattered the proud in the thoughts of their hearts. 52He has brought down the 

powerful from their thrones, and lifted up the lowly; 53he has filled the hungry with good 

things, and sent the rich away empty. 54He has helped his servant Israel, in remembrance of his 

mercy, 55according to the promise he made to our ancestors, to Abraham and to his 

descendants forever.” 


