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Though the journey went well, Mary’s strength 

flagged. Young and strong, the unexpected 

weariness surprised her. True, she didn’t often 

travel into the hill country of Judea. But after the 

angelic visit, she felt compelled to visit her cousin Elizabeth. The Lord is with you, the angel 

said. That must surely be true; otherwise her father would never have consented to the four 

day trip away from home. At first he said no, but when her uncles caravanned from Nazareth 

on their way to Jericho, her father agreed to let her go. 

Mary traveled with her uncles, sometime riding atop a lumbering camel, then when she could 

stand the monotonous swaying no longer, she walked. Heat and dust clogged her lungs. Though 

she rarely felt nauseous, now her stomach roiled. It must be the strain of the trip. 

Four days journey. Plenty of time to consider her predicament.  

Her angelic visit had startled her to say the least. The angel told her not to be afraid. He called  

her, a humble village girl without status or acclaim, highly favored – said the Lord is with you. 

Then the message got complicated. She would become pregnant. Her baby would be holy, the 

son of God. She was to call the son Jesus – God saves. 

No different from the maidens of Nazareth, the maidens in all of Palestine, for that matter, she 

prayed, as had Jewish virgins in the centuries since the prophet Isaiah, Lord, let me be the one 

to give birth to Messiah, the one who will ransom Israel. She understood why her people, Israel, 

longed for God to save them. Cruel bondage to Rome chaffed their spirits raw. But name her 

baby Jesus? She hadn’t counted, but even in her small village, it seemed every other baby boy 

was named Jesus. Mary cherished every woman’s secret hope; my baby will be special, 

different somehow. She had purposed to give her son a special name, not a common one. 

Trudging through the dust motes, Mary focused on the words of the angel. You will … give birth 

to a son, and you are to give him the name Jesus. He will be great and will be called the Son of 

the Most High. The Lord God will give him the throne of his father David, and he will reign over 

the house of Jacob forever; his kingdom will never end. She remembered a recent synagogue 

reading from Isaiah, The virgin will be with child and will give birth to a son, and they will call 

him Immanuel"--which means, "God with us."  

Jesus – God saves. Immanuel – God with us.  
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Could it be? Am I the one? My soul glorifies the Lord and my spirit rejoices in God my Savior. I 

don’t understand, but I believe. I am the Lord's servant. May it be to me as the angel said.  

Finally, Messiah is born. God has come to us. He will save his people from their sins. 

Scriptures: Matthew 1:18 – 25, Luke 1: 26 – 46 

 

O come, O come, Emmanuel 

O come, O come, Emmanuel, 

and ransom captive Israel, 

that mourns in lonely exile here 

until the Son of God appear. 

 

Rejoice! Rejoice! 

Emmanuel shall come to thee, O Israel. 

 

 

 


