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Note: This monologue is an expansion of “Hagar – in the Wilderness” from the Bible study 

Sisters, Friends, Rivals that I put together for my parish several years ago. For use in the liturgy, 

I have given it a more theological spin. 

 

My name is Hagar – it means “flight” - and this is the story of how I came to know God. 

 

I was handmaid to Sarai, wife of Abram the Mesopotamian. That is, I was her slave, procured 

when the two were sojourning in my homeland of Egypt, driven there by a famine in their own 

land. Even then Abram was so duplicitous that he passed his wife off as his sister, to save his 

own skin. When Pharaoh found out he’d been duped he was both frightened and furious; when 

he drove Abram and his company out of Egypt and eventually to Canaan, I went with them. So I 

was not of their tribe, not of their people; though all of us were sojourners in this land of the 

Canaanites.  

 

My people in Egypt had lots of gods. But this curious couple and their people worshipped only 

one god, who seemed to be in charge of everything! That made no sense to me. As I got to know 

these people and their ways, I became aware of a promise made by this god to the husband of my 

mistress. Abram had been told he would be the father of nations-he would have as many 

descendants as there were grains of sand in the desert or stars in the sky – countless people down 

through the ages would call him their ancestor, their “father”. But I found this hard to believe; 

no, not hard – impossible! Because you see, my mistress, Abram’s wife Sarai, was – how can I 

put this delicately? – old! She had never carried or birthed a child. She’d been attractive once, I 

suppose, but she was well past the age of childbearing. Abram knew this - they both did – and so 

this promise from this god of theirs seemed empty, hopeless, unattainable. The heir apparent was 

his steward, a man from Damascus, a foreigner, just like me. But they were determined that this 

promise would be kept. 

 

So when my mistress – every bit as conniving as her husband – had given up all hope of a child 

from her own aging body, she traded me to her husband – traded for the son they both knew 

Abram needed if this God of theirs was to be trusted. She gave me to him, to act as a wife. I was 

a slave; I was her slave. I had no choice. Soon, I found myself with child. 

 

But a funny thing happened. As I felt this new life grow I realized Sarai owned me no longer – I 

had something she would never have, and that made me bold indeed. She knew it; she saw it. 

And it made her crazy with jealousy. She slapped me, once. She cursed me, often. She even 

forced me to do heavy labor. And where was the father of my child – where was Abram? Hiding 

behind his cowardice, passive and complacent: “She’s YOUR slave girl – do what you want with 

her.” Did he care so little for his own legacy, his own child? Did he care so little for the promises 

of his god? 

 

So when I could stand the abuse no longer I became true to my name. I took flight, into the 

wilderness – better to die there than face the indignities of that home. It was by a spring in the 



desert that I saw the presence and heard the voice, the angel of this god of theirs, calling me by 

name and telling me to go home and submit to my mistress.  

 

I began to protest, but the voice interrupted, “I will so greatly multiply your offspring that they 

cannot be counted for multitude. You shall bear a son; you shall call him Ishmael, for the LORD 

has given heed to your affliction.” 

 

Then I knew who this was, this presence. God had seen me, this god of theirs, and had allowed 

himself to be seen. I had seen the presence of this God and lived to tell about it. Alone of all their 

people, I was bold enough to give this God I had encountered a new name: El-roi, “God of 

seeing”. Perhaps I, and not my cruel mistress, would be the one whom all nations down the ages 

would recognize as their ancestress.  

 

So back I went, back to the abuse, back to the passive father-not-my-husband and his pitiless 

wife; and in the fullness of time I gave birth to my “wild ass” child, a child who was all mine. 

Abram named him Ishmael: “God hears”. Surely that was a sign that the boy’s father believed 

my son was the answer to El-roi’s promise. Years passed and as time went on it turns out that he 

did not belong to my mistress as she planned; he would never be her son. Then one day God-

who-sees appeared to Abram, telling him that he and his wife would have new names: not 

Abram, but Abraham; no longer Sarai, but Sarah. And not long after, the strangers came.  

 

They must have been walking for miles across the desert, but it seemed they just appeared out of 

nowhere. My mistress was making cakes, my fellow slaves were slaughtering and roasting a calf 

– you’d have thought they were entertaining the very angels of God! The strangers talked with 

Abraham while they ate, and I saw Sarah listening from inside the tent; but I was listening too, 

where she couldn’t see me. A child – really? A child, at her age. No wonder she laughed. I 

laughed too. They needed no child, deserved no child. My son was more than enough to fulfill 

El-roi’s promises: descendants as many as the grains of sand in the desert, as many as the stars in 

the sky. My son would be their father; and through him they would know “God who sees”.  

 

But in time Sarah did conceive, and the child was born. Isaac, she named him – Yitzak, 

“laughter”. My Ishmael loved his little half-brother, loved to play with him, care for him. Loved 

him too much, perhaps. Until the day my mistress had enough of them playing together, and 

once again her jealousy took over. Then Abraham told me to take my son, my only son, whom I 

loved, and leave them for good. Once more into the wilderness, once more taking “flight” – but 

this time without choice, and only a day’s worth of water and a little bread between the two of 

us. 

 

Soon the water was gone, and we had nothing. This time there was no spring in the desert; only 

the water of my tears. I waited to hear the voice of El-roi, but I despaired, and put Ishmael away 

from me, in the shade of a bush, not far away but far enough. I could not bear to watch him die. I 

washed the dry sand with my weeping and rent the empty air with my cries. And as I did so, 

“God who sees” proved true to his name and Ishmael’s. He had seen my son, and heard his cries, 

and promised me that the one born of my body would be the father of a great nation. And when 

the tears cleared from my eyes I saw a spring in the desert, where we refreshed ourselves, and 

where we stayed. When my son grew to manhood, I found him a wife from my own people. 



 

Ishmael – “God hears”. Truly this God, who heard and saw our plight, who saved us from death, 

is God above all others. We were foreigners, sojourners, outcasts among the chosen. And yet 

God looked on us with love and mercy and gave us justice; God kept the divine promise to us 

and blessed my son with twelve sons of his own. I am old now; nearly as old as my long-dead 

mistress when she laughed at the words of those strangers all those many years ago. And like my 

mistress, God has made me the mother of nations. 

 

My name is Hagar; and that is the story of how I came to know God.  

  



My name…. 

 

Handmaid > Sarai Egypt/Pharaoh all sojourners 

 

gods/God promise > Abram  Sarai – old!  

Promise hopeless 

 

conniving mistress – traded me for son = trust God 

 slave, no choice with child 

 

life grew – Sarai no longer owned me > bold   

Sarai noticed, slapped, cursed  

no help < Abram did he care so little? 

 

could stand no longer – took “flight”   

spring/desert - saw presence, heard voice/God 

 return! 

 

“what’s in it?”  thought/said aloud “greatly 

multiply your offspring” – countless 

 Ishmael – “God hears/gives heed”  

 I had seen Divine presence, and lived!  

Bold to rename God: El-roi – “God who sees” 

 

Back - “wild ass” - Abram named – surely a 

sign! Grew, never belong > Sarai 

 

New names strangers came 



 

Appeared suddenly – busy! Angels…  

Sarah > child   I was listening, I laughed too 

 They needed, deserved no child -  mine enough 

 

But: Sarah conceived, gave birth: Isaac/Yitzak: “laughter” 

 loved half-bro – too much? 

Sarah jealous again –  

Abraham: take son, only, love….  

Leave for good – flight: into wilderness 

 

Food, water gone – only water of my tears Ishmael at 

distance – cannot watch 

“God who sees” had “heard”:  Ishmael > father of 

great nation 

 Dried tears, saw spring 

We stayed there – he grew – wife from Egypt 

 

Ishmael: God hears God who saved us, truly God   

foreigners, sojourners, outcasts among chosen.  

God looked on us with love, mercy, compassion, 

gave us justice;  

kept divine promise, blessed my son with 

twelve sons of his own. 

 

Old now – like mistress; mother of nations 

 

My name…. 


