Mary at the Cross

Mary, the mother of Jesus, is a middle-aged woman. Mary is at the Cross, thinking back about Jesus life.

It’s time to sleep, my little one. You are so tired. The night has been so long for you... for all of us. 

Who would have thought our lives would have ended up like this? Not Joseph and I, that’s for sure. Until that angel came... all those years ago. It seems like a lifetime. 

Yes, that was a night of pain, too - the night you were born in Bethlehem.  Not quite how I had imagined having my child.

It’s funny how the years change things.  Even now people tell the story as if that shed behind the inn was a beautiful place. How filthy it was! And the smell of the animals made me sick to the stomach. I wanted nothing more than to get out of there to somewhere clean and quiet. We felt like refugees in Joseph’s own home town.

But when they placed you in my arms, nothing else mattered except that you were there with me. I know now that’s how all mother’s feel. My son, how I wish I could take you in my arms now to ease your pain.

We did end up becoming refugees. Those visitors from the east who came later when you were a toddler. They were the ones who warned us about Herod wanting to kill you. And so we fled to Egypt. I still feel a chill when I think of that place where our ancestors suffered in slavery for so long.

What is it about you that threatens kings and emperors? First Herod the Great and his son when you were a baby, and now Herod Antipas. Why does what you promise make them want to kill you? Is love such a dangerous thing? 

That family don’t want anyone else to even dream of having power in our land. I’m not sure who is worse, them or Romans like that Pilate. Perhaps they don’t want their world to change. Perhaps you make them see themselves as they really are - you certainly did that for all of us. You had such a way of stripping away our pretensions, even as a child. 

Maybe it’s that people just don’t want to believe that God is greater than they are. I don’t know.

How I wish you could have stayed a baby. Life would have been much simpler...perhaps. But we all have to grow up and fulfil our calling. My son, was God calling you to go this far for him? To give your own life? For what? For us?

Our God has never let us down, not back then and not now. Even though it tears out my heart to see you on this Cross, I know that my God, your Father, holds you in his arms right now.

It’s time to sleep now, my little one, my little prince. Your long night is nearly over. Be not afraid. Morning will come. Morning will come soon. Now rest in peace.
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