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Mary
Facts from the Bible

Mother of Jesus

"The Lilies say: Behold how we preach without words of purity." 
Christina Rosetti

She was a 1st century Jewish Galilean woman of
Nazareth

It is estimated by many scholars she would have been
about 14 years of age when, as a virgin she conceived
the son of God. Thus fulfilling the prophecy by Isaiah
in chapter 7.

She taught her son Jesus from scripture, pointing Him
to His Heavenly Father for guidance. 

She believed in her Son and the mysteries of His
purpose here on earth.  

She was the wife of Joseph, a carpenter.

 

The Gospels



Mary's      
by Melody Lowes

Song
 
     The day was crisp and bright.
     Her heart, not so much.
     I feel - I feel – I don’t know how I feel. Disconnected. Dull. I
should be full of joy, like the others. Her thoughts wandered,
tracing lines as crooked and complex as the branches of the
ancient olive tree in John’s delightful, tiny backyard. 
     Dear John. He’s been so good to me. What would I have done
without him? Ever since… she shook her head sharply, trying
to stop the intrusion of gloom into these idyllic
surroundings. 
     Back to the task at hand. Her fingers deftly plucked leaves
from stems, gathering fragrant herbs for her famous falafel.
The Believers would meet for prayer at Peter’s house later
that evening, and each household would share a dish for
their evening meal. 
     I don’t feel much like praying right now… with the thought
came guilt – prickly, and uncomfortable. Again, she shook
her head, sending her dark coiled braids dancing at the
nape of her neck. The inner discourse took a more practical
turn; there were definitely not enough fennel seeds here to
complete her recipe. 
     Mary decided she had just enough time to head to the
market and pick up more from the vendor. Deft fingers
checked the small purse sewn into the lining of her tunic.
One small coin. It was enough.

      



     
     She carried her basket into the house and set it on the
side table. She smiled sadly, remembering as she always
did how Jesus had built her that table while only a lad. 
 Jesus, I miss you so much!
     Again, that ache, that itch that she couldn’t quite
scratch. Raising her mitpahath over her head, the long
outer shawl all Jewish women wore over their tunics, she
shut the door to John's house. This was the house she had
called home for the past year, if only she could shut away
the troubled sensations in her chest as definitively as
shutting that door. Striding quickly, her feet soon brought
her to the table beneath the colourful canopy of animal
skins where spices were displayed. She made a quick
purchase
     What is wrong with me? Why tears, God? I have so much to
be thankful for. I don’t understand. Jesus is alive! And yet...
     Brows furrowed, her route unheeded, Mary remained
lost in thought. She had no idea how long she had walked,
or how far. She just knew that she needed to walk…
quickly, like one driven.
     And then she heard it.
     Singing.
     A woman’s voice, was singing a familiar song – her own.
     She hadn’t sung that song for years. Magnificat. The
words were penned after the angel had proclaimed that
she would give birth to the Messiah. Hearing them now,
with this strange heaviness on her soul, was a shock – but
more surprising was the manner in which they were sung.
     She recognized joy when she heard it. 
     Joy!
     There was a purity, a deep and passionate joy in the
singing that made her suddenly thirsty. I remember…

    



     Her feet sought the singer, rounded corners in the
twisting alleyway, springing suddenly upon a small
courtyard and a fresh shock. A Samaritan woman.
     Mary stared. The woman was stooping over a reed
basket of wet laundry, singing as she worked. 
     Sensing the presence of another, her hands ceased their
motions and her song faltered. Then she smiled, a
brilliant, joyful, welcoming smile. Mary froze.
     Again, the guilt coursed through her cells. Son, you
would have welcomed her. On a good day, so could I. But not
today. Not today. Without speaking, she turned her back
and retraced her steps to the street, trying not to run in
her haste to get away from the song, that exuberant joy,
and the singer.
     Her accelerated pace brought her to street level with
the force of a catapult, right into the middle of a grisly
procession. In a moment, Mary took it all in – the Roman
soldiers, the robed priests; the crowd, mocking, jeering,
screaming insults; the men – four of them, dragging their
heavy crosses, lurching across rough cobblestones, terror
in their eyes.
     Her heart stopped, her extremities went hot, then cold
and clammy. The hair on her arms prickled at the tension
in the air.  She felt sick and lightheaded. Mary could smell
the blood, and the fear from where she stood,
immobilized, like a Greek statue.
     Time stood still. 
     She could feel the curiosity, the startled looks, hear the
jeers, yet none of her faculties were working. These
impressions came to her like they were far away, and she
was underwater. Her knees buckled.
  



     Hands grabbed her tunic from behind and pulled her
into the narrow alleyway. The clamour, smells, and drama
marched on, headed for the Sheep Gate, and then…
Golgotha… the place of execution.
     In an instant, it was like she was there again! There,
where her son had been brutalized over a year ago. There,
on her knees at the foot of his cross.
     Thwack! Thwack!
     Her body recoiled as if she had been struck herself. 
     ‘My son, my son, no, no, nooo!’ Her cries were lodged in her
throat, too raw to pass her teeth. Her heart shattered more
with each blow of the Centurion’s hammer. She couldn’t look
– yet she had to. What she saw made her squeeze her eyes shut
in agony.
     She moaned, burdened beyond what she could bear, yet the
tears wouldn’t come. My son, my son, my son…
     Straining to catch her breath, she inhaled raggedly, and
promptly vomited. The stench of blood, fear, sweat, and
grief was unbearable. Exhausted, she crumpled to the
ground. Hands pulled her up gently, lovingly… rubbing her
shoulders in a genuine offer of comfort.
     John. Dear, dear John. John, who had taken her in at
Jesus' request.
     She tried to mumble her thanks, but the look on the
face before her jolted her enough to make her open her
eyes wider and really see.
     Not John. The Samaritan woman. The courtyard with the
laundry.
     “Squeeze your hands tight for me.” 
     Mary gaped at her in her confusion. 
     “Listen to my voice. Squeeze your hands tight. That’s it.
One. Two. Three. Open, shut. Open shut. That’s it…” 



      Mary wasn’t sure why she was obeying this clear voice,
except that it seemed to know what to do. She squeezed
obediently.
     ‘Now, wiggle your toes. Feel them. Focus on them. Move
them all around. That’s it,” the voice crooned gently,
barely above a whisper, yet full of authority. “Drink this.” 
     A glazed cup was brought up to her lips. She drank,
tentatively at first, then slurped with need. The light-
headedness passed. For a moment, her eyes met those of
the other woman… and  found concern, knowing, and
compassion.
     Mary’s face flushed, partly with the restoration back to
reality, and partly in shame. What just happened? And
thank you.
     The Samaritan woman nodded almost as if she had
heard the thoughts. “There now. Feeling a little better?”
Mary nodded.
     “Looks like you had a memory fit,” the younger woman
stated calmly. As if in answer to the query on Mary’s face,
she continued. “My mother used to have those all the time.
She would hear a certain noise, or smell a certain smell,
and then she would go all still like you did, and she’d be
right back to when Reuben was killed. I learned how to get
her back after a while, but it took some practice.” Her
features clouded as she recalled those days so long ago,
the days after her little brother was murdered, the days
when the mother she had known had disappeared, and the
quiet, bitter stranger took her place. 
     “A memory fit?” 
     The woman nodded. Her hair, without the customary
mitpahath shawl to cover it, gleamed in the late afternoon
sun. She had resumed her laundry duties and was deftly
hanging items onto poles to dry. 



     "I’d say you were thrown into a memory fit by that
crucifixion procession. You froze up. I knew you were in
danger of passing out and getting trampled, so I dragged
you in here.” She grinned, dimples flashing in her olive-
skinned face. “You couldn’t get away from me that easy.”
Her dark eyes flashed with impish humour. 
     Mary dropped her gaze, blushing. Then another
thought struck her. “Do memory fits go away? Can you…
heal them, or get rid of them somehow?” 
     The other woman ceased her sorting and sat on a
corner of the stone wall which divided the courtyard. Her
face grew thoughtful, serious. “Yes, I believe they can be
healed. With time. Lots of time. And with coming to terms
with the grief they hold trapped within them.” 
     “What do you mean?” Mary drew closer, all biases
overshadowed, all cultural differences melting away in the
drive to understand. 
     “My mother lost her only son, under traumatic
circumstances. She locked all that pain away, deep inside
herself, in a place no one could reach.” The woman
brushed a tear away with the back of a brown hand. “It ate
at her… disabled her completely. She couldn’t function.
She lay in bed and stared at the walls for months. She
never cried, not once. I couldn’t help her… until the day
the dam burst. My mother sobbed, and once she started,
she couldn’t stop. She cried for weeks. And it was as if all
that heartache, all that pain leached out with the tears and
was washed away.”
     “And she got better?” Mary couldn’t keep the eagerness
from her question. Hope. That was what she longed for… and
the joy she had heard in that song.
     “Well, not all at once… in kind of fits and starts. But
then she met a man named Jesus, and he made all the
difference!” Her face was alight with it – joy was spilling
out of her entire frame. It was breath-taking.



    "Jesus! My son...” Mary gasped in surprise.
     “Your son! You're Mary! Oh, I've heard so much about
you! I love your songs! I was just singing one that Jesus
taught me when…“
     “When I burst in on you doing your laundry! I know!”
Mary grabbed this woman and hugged her close. A woman
she was raised to despise; a woman Jesus taught her to
love. 
     Her companion squirmed and squealed. “Okay, okay,
you’re going to crack a rib!” She giggled, a musical laugh
that was contagious. Then her face got serious. “But no
wonder that scene back there caused that reaction. You're
carrying a very heavy load. I know Jesus was resurrected. I
know He is alive! But Mary, you have a lot of grief to
process. Have you grieved your son’s death yet? Truly
grieved it?” Her eyes sought Mary’s and held them. 
     Mary’s brimmed with tears that spilled and began a
steady stream down her weathered cheeks. She sobbed
then, great wracking sobs that almost split her body in
two. Her new friend held her, saying nothing, letting her
release all the fear, the trauma, and the memories which
had been locked up so tightly. 
     “See, now, you’ve let out some of that terrible burden.
You'll find you have more room with some of that pain
released. And the rest of it? You pray over. You bring it to
Jesus. Little by little, He will bear it for you. And one day,
you will find your brain won’t need to throw you into a
memory fit any longer.”
     Mary sniffed and blew her nose loudly on the cloth the
younger woman handed to her. “You’re right. It does feel
as though I have more room.” She embraced her
companion with genuine affection. “How can I thank you?”
    



      “You could bring me to the prayer meeting this
evening. I heard it was at Peter’s house. I’d love to come,
but I’m afraid…“
     “Of course. You are afraid of being rejected.” Mary
nodded seriously. “But you will be with me! As my guest!
Oh, do come!”
     “I’ll come right now!” The woman declared, giggling. 
     The two headed arm in arm across the small courtyard.
     They were singing.
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PlantPetals
THE FRAGILE BEAUTY OF THE SITUATION

Easter Lilies - pure white trumpets, announcing the

resurrection to the fallen and dirtied world. Their defiant

purity proclaims their refusal to let Jesus lie in a tomb

forgotten.
Lilies are tender

In cold climates they must be  lifted gently from the garden and placed

in a pot indoors so that the bulb, so easily damaged by frost, can live to

proclaim the truth another Easter season. 

 So like Mary. So beautiful, so vocal about Jesus. So prone to damage

when the object of her passion is laid in the cold ground.

But, Jesus is risen!

"Jesus said to her, 'I am the
resurrection and the life. The one
who believes in me will live, even

though they die; and whoever lives
by believing in me will never die."

John 11: 25-26

"Don't be alarmed," he said. "You are looking for Jesus the Nazarene, who was
crucified. He has risen! He is not here. See the place where they laid him." 

Mark 16:6

We live in a world where damage is

inevitable. Where has life harmed you?
It is important to be honest

about losses, and grieve

them in healthy ways. 

  Often, we are like Mary -

very self-aware in some

ways, and blind in others.

Ask a trusted friend to

help you connect more

authentically to your own

heart by honestly naming

emotions which feel 'tricky'

or elusive to us.



Journal: 

What joy fills me as I look to the resurrection?



PlantLove
OF CHRIST THROUGH THE SITUATION

I have no idea whether Mary ever

actually experienced symptoms of

Post Traumatic Stress Disorder

(PTSD), but I have a sneaking

suspicion that living in a day and

age where crucifixions were

commonplace would have a

dramatic impact on the culture

and experiences of its people. And

I know from experience what grief

ungrieved can do in our bodies. So

I imagined a Mary who, like us,

needed to process her loss and

grief in order to participate fully in

the joy of a risen Savior in the early

church.

"So with you: Now is your time of
grief, but I will see you again and you
will rejoice, and no one will take away

your joy.
John 16:22

"He will wipe every tear from their
eyes. There will be no more death' or
mourning or crying or pain, for the old

order of things has passed away."
Revelation 21:4



God gave us emotions as a way in which to assess and respond 

to the world around us. They are a gift! 

Journal: 
      How my emotions affect my life ...



PlantAwaken
THE HEARTS DESIRE

The Bible contains interesting insights into grief. The

prophet Jeremiah openly expresses his feelings as he

mourns over a foreign power conquering his beloved

city of Jerusalem. 

"I will never forget this awful time, as I grieve over my loss."
Lamentations 3:20

What a picture of a young

man acknowledging his raw

emotions as he surveys the

suffering of his people. No

shoving it under the

proverbial rug. No

displacing it or drowning it

in a bottle. Rather, he faces

it head on. He weeps. He

identifies his grief over his

loss and the trauma of war. 

"I have told you all this so that you may have peace in me. Here on earth you will
have many trials and sorrows. But take heart, because I have overcome the world." 

John 16:33 
 



Journal: 
How does the promise that Jesus has overcome the world 

help me to face grief and loss in my own life? 



PlantNature
OF WHO WE ARE IN CHRIST

The apostle John also is clear and real about the

problems that will inevitably come as we live in this dark

world. He quotes Jesus in his Gospel in chapter 16.

"I have told you all this so that you may have peace in me.
Here on earth you will have many trials and sorrows. But

take heart, because I have overcome the world."
 John 16:33 

The declaration of a reality in

which grief is a common and

expected experience is helpful

in understanding the necessity

of grieving well. But it comes

with a promise - and as was the

case with the Samaritan

woman in Mary's story, the

presence and promise of Jesus

made all the difference.



Journal: How my grief might cripple me ...

Finding the courage to face grief and allowing yourself to feel the

emotions isn’t an immediate fix, but it is necessary. As Mary discovered,

it’s the first step in the healing process.
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Which brings us to you.

Are you giving yourself permission to 

grieve the losses in your own life?

Even losses which end in joy need to be named,

acknowledged, and processed completely for our brains

and hearts to move forward in a new reality. Grief is

hard work. It tires us out emotionally, physically, and

spiritually. It doesn't follow a nice linear path. It gets

messy. Many of us learn to push it aside or avoid it

altogether in an effort to feel 'normal' again.

 

 
This only defers the inevitable.

Minimizing the loss, drowning it in

unhealthy behaviors, or replacing it

with busy schedules doesn't allow our

hearts and minds to come to grips

with what has been taken from us. It is

so important to sit in the pain and

discomfort long enough to process it.

A hard task. But not impossible.

The LORD is close to the brokenhearted and saves those who are crushed in spirit
Psalm 34:18



Journal: 

The healing Jesus brings to me ...  


