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     John has taken me to his home and I shall stay for a while before returning to Nazareth.  I 
realize that my Son, Jesus, though he died, has risen and gone to the Father.  I have mixed 
feelings; I have the grief of having watched my son, my child, die on the cross.  One of the 
greatest fears of a mother is that she will lose a child. No parent wants to lose a child. It is 
agonizing. This was definitely the sword that pierced my heart. Yet, now knowing God has 
fulfilled the promises made about Jesus, I can rejoice because he lives.  I have come to 
understand what John said about my son: “ these  (signs) are written so that you may come to 
believe that Jesus is the Messiah, the Son of God, and that through believing you may have life 
in His name.” But, I am getting ahead of myself. There is so much to the story.  
 
     I was 14 years old and was living in Nazareth with my family. One day I was walking back 
from the well, carrying   water. I saw a couple headed for my parents’ house. Smiling, I thought 
maybe it was Joseph’s parents coming to arrange my engagement. Joseph was well thought of 
in our town; he was a Godly man.  I had grown up seeing him and over the years I became 
romantically interested in him.  My heart still warms with the memory. When I got home, my 
father told me the news.  I was to be engaged!   I would be betrothed to Joseph for one year 
and then we would marry.  The marriage contract had been arranged and settled between my 
parents and Joseph’s parents. The dowry had been agreed upon. Becoming engaged was nearly 
as binding as marriage.  I was looking forward to our marriage and the celebration that would 
take place. But very soon things would change and my life would never be the same. 
 
     How could I ever forget that day when the angel Gabriel appeared to me. He greeted me and 
said I was the “favored one” and that the Lord was with me.  His appearance was totally 
unexpected. How would you feel if a heavenly messenger suddenly appeared out of nowhere 
and began to talk to you? I was terrified and crouched down. He could tell I was scared out of 
my wits, because he said, “Do not be afraid, Mary, for you have found favor with God. Then the 
angel told me that I would become pregnant and my child would be named Jesus. I was so 
startled. Then I became afraid all over again.  I began to question how this could be as I was not 
yet married. The angel said “The Holy Spirit will come upon you…. The child to be born will be 
called Son of God.” You are to call your son Jesus. I still marvel at the mystery and honor that 
accompanied this message. Can you imagine anything quite like this? Knowing what I know 
now, it makes more sense than it did then. Jesus’ birth had to be different; he was to be the 
long awaited Messiah. He was completely human as well as being completely divine. That is a 
holy mystery that I have come to understand over the years. Some things one learns to turn 
over to God and to have faith in the unseen and unfathomable.  But, at the time another very 
disturbing thought came to me. What would my parents and neighbors say? The gossip would 
be so painful for my parents and for me. Not to mention Joseph. Oh, my, I thought to myself. 
What will Joseph say or do? By our standards, he could divorce me or worse yet, I could have 
been stoned for adultery. My mind was racing with all kinds of these thoughts. I just wanted to 
get away. 
 
     As quickly as possible, I went to visit my cousin, Elizabeth. She and her husband, Zechariah, 
were expecting a son, who would become John the Baptist. Their circumstances were much like 



what was happening to me.  Zechariah was visited by an angel from God who told Zechariah 
that he and Elizabeth would have a baby boy. They were much older; in fact, Elizabeth was 
thought to be well passed child-bearing age and they had no children.  So her pregnancy was a 
miraculous event.  Elizabeth was six months pregnant when I went to visit her.  So much went 
through my mind; I had not ever been pregnant and did not know what to expect. And add to 
that the circumstances of my pregnancy. I felt that Elizabeth could help me understand what 
was going to happen. Even more startling events were in store for us. When I greeted Elizabeth, 
her baby jumped in her womb. Then Elizabeth said to me “Blessed are you among women and 
blessed is the fruit of your womb.” Then she said something that helped me during the months 
of my pregnancy.  She said “blessed are (you) who believed that there would be a fulfillment of 
what was spoken to (you) by the Lord.” Some have said of me that I was chosen to become 
Jesus’ mother because I was obedient. I have to admit that there were many moments when I 
questioned “why me?” And I am not sure I had the strength of faith that Elizabeth saw in me at 
that moment. The Holy Spirit was in her that day and I was grateful for the reassurance. Yet, it 
is true that with belief comes the strength to act in accordance with what God sets in front of 
us. After Elizabeth spoke to me I began to accept the honor that had been bestowed upon me. 
My spirit rejoiced because God looked with such favor on me. It has always been God’s intent 
to be present to the everyday person. Now I realize that God had a distinct purpose in choosing 
a common person like me to be the mother of Jesus. It was the beginning of a story of servant-
hood. Jesus would grow up to become a servant to all. During Jesus’ ministry he made no 
distinction among men and women, nor did he care about a person’s station in life. He 
ministered to persons in all kinds of circumstances and from all levels of society. He spoke 
freely with the Samaritan woman at the well. He offered healing to lepers, blind men, a 
Centurian’s son, to name a few. 
 
     I stayed with Elizabeth for three months before returning home. I did feel better after our 
visit, but some concerns still plagued me.  Anxious thoughts ran through my mind. How would I 
face my family and my neighbors? The gossip would be inevitable. Nice girls don’t become 
pregnant before their marriage. And who is going to believe me? The circumstances of my 
pregnancy have never occurred before or since. I could scarcely take it all in myself. 
Then there would be the ridicule and criticism Joseph would have to face.  Poor Joseph. He did 
not ask this to be brought upon him. When I arrived home I found out about Joseph’s visitation 
by an angel during a dream. At least he knew something of what was going to happen. But it did 
not soften the blow of the cruel remarks he had to absorb. I still feel the same respect and love 
for Joseph that I had then. He stood by me, married me and became the earthly father to Jesus. 
This was a lot to expect from him. Through it all, Joseph remained   a loving man and honorable 
man. 
 
     All of you here know the events surrounding Jesus’ birth. It is a story told every year at this 
time and you call it Christmas. It fills me with gratitude that you tell our story and celebrate it 
with praise, special music and worship services. I hope my recollections have added to your 
understanding. It was not a “fairy tale” story. I say that with caution for you because I have 
seen some of the clay figures and mangers that decorate houses and store windows; and I am 
overwhelmed by your shopping and parties; believe  me, it was not glamorous like that.  When 
Joseph and I made the trip from Nazareth to Bethlehem, it was a long trip. I was nine months 
pregnant. On the way, my back started to ache. I had some contractions and just prayed that 
we would get to Bethlehem in time.  During the last few miles of the journey, we stopped a few 
times so I could get down from the donkey and walk around a bit. Finally we saw the town 



ahead and were we ever looking forward to getting a room and bringing an end to our travels. 
Have you ever stopped for the night only to find no room in your inns? After each “no, sorry” 
my heart sank and Joseph’s face showed the strain.  The innkeeper had the same message, but 
we could stay in the stable. It was smelly from the animals, but we made due. I was just so 
grateful to stop and rest.  I had no idea how to have our baby delivered, except for the 
information I gleaned from mothers’ experiences that were shared with me while at home. At 
the time, I was nervous because I would not know what to do if something went wrong.   But, 
knowing how important this birth was to be, we were being protected by God.  
 
     As I said, it is not your usual birth story as depicted in manger scenes. No, it is a story about 
real people with real obstacles to face. And it is about my son whom I delivered and who, in  
turn, became my deliverer.  And he is your deliverer as well.  
 
     If I can leave you with some thoughts to guide your own lives, consider the difference 
between having no room and making room. Let me explain. Think for a moment about the 
statement “there was no room in the inn.” How many times do we not make room for Jesus to 
come in? I can ask this question because I have seen how many times Jesus was rejected. I am 
sure that even as his story is told today, people vary in their ability to believe. Then there is the 
other option: to make room. If I can borrow from my experience of pregnancy, I had to make 
room in my body for the Son of God. My body had to grow and stretch both literally and 
figuratively. That is the hard part; to embrace faith enough to stretch our human boundaries; to 
let love and grace guide our relationships. Once you figure this out, teach your children.  Help 
children understand that Christmas is primarily about waiting for the Child, rather than waiting 
for the gifts. It is about having room and making room for Jesus. 
 
     You will pardon me,  I am getting a bit tired. My age is telling on me.  But before I leave, I 
would like to share with you a song of praise. Right after Elizabeth said that I would be blessed, 
I felt the presence of the Holy Spirit come over me. And here is the song of praise that has 
made its way into your Scriptures. 
 

My soul magnifies the Lord, 
And my spirit rejoices in God 

my Savior, 
for he has looked with favor on 

the lowliness of his 
servant. 

Surely, from now on all 
generations will call me blessed; 

for the Mighty One has done great things for me, 
and holy is his name. 

His mercy is for those who fear him 
from generation to generation. 

He has shown strength with his arm; 
he has scattered the proud in 
the thoughts of their hearts. 

He has brought down the powerful from their thrones, 
and lifted up the lowly; 

he has filled the hungry with good things, 



and sent the rich away empty. 
He has helped his servant Israel, 

in remembrance of his mercy, according to the promise he made 
to our ancestors, 

to Abraham and to his descendants forever. 
 

Thank you for inviting me to speak to you. I wish for you a blessed Christmas. 
 


