
19th December 2021 – Fourth Sunday in Advent 
 

Mary 
 

“I am a lone lorn creetur … and everythink goes contrary with me.” 

 Charles Dickens, David Copperfield (as spoken by Mrs Gummidge) 
 

I’ve just finished the best biography I’ve read in a long time, Mary, Queen of 

Scots: Two queens, one future, by John Guy (4th Estate, Harper Collins, 2018). 

As a Scot, I thought I knew all about Mary, Queen of Scots. But I didn’t, and 

the analysis by Guy of extensive “original source material“ has given me what 

the Sunday Times describes as “A biography that reads as thrillingly as a 

detective story”. And here’s a new insight for me …  

The Nursery Rhyme, “Mary, Mary”, is about Mary Queen of Scots.  
 

Mary, Mary, quite contrary, how does your garden grow? 

With silver bells, and cockle-shells, and pretty maids all in a row. 
 

That’s why Guy writes: “throughout the English-speaking world, Mary is 

known to almost everyone, even though they do not realize why …”   

Mary was “contrary” indeed, and not just as a rhyme for her name! The 

garden mentioned was her ornamental garden at Holyrood House, a solace 

in troubled times; the silver bells, the “sanctus bells” used in her private 

chapel at Mass; the “cockle-shells”, the badges of pilgrims, in particular from 

the shrine of St James in the Cathedral de Santiago de Compostela in Spain; 

and the “pretty maids” are “the four Marys”, her life-long friends. Her 

appreciation of creation, faith in God, devotion to the Saints and pilgrims of 

her Church and love of the people who mattered in her life, never left her.  

“Throughout the English-speaking world” another Mary is even more 

widely known, Mary, the mother of Jesus. And on this final Sunday of Advent, 

with Christmas almost upon us, think on this … From the Annunciation in 

strange circumstances, through a pregnancy with a man to whom she was 

engaged but not married, with a tiring journey to Bethlehem to pay Roman 

taxes, and her confinement in a stable, this Mary would have had every 

excuse to say with Dickens’ Mrs Gummidge: “Everythink goes contrary with 

me”. Yet she was never contrary, and never lost trust and faith, in her beloved 

Joseph or in the purposes of God. Mary was no “lone lorn creetur”. She was 

the supreme servant of God. Mary! We give thanks for you today.  
 

A prayer for today 

Hail Mary, full of Grace, the Lord is with thee. Blessed are thou amongst women 

and blessed is the fruit of thy womb, Jesus. Amen. 
 

An original reflection by © Tom Gordon              Also available at https://swallowsnestnet.wordpress.com  
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