
On the other side of this play is Lady Jane Grey – a sixteen 
year old who lived under the thumb of man & country, 
put on the throne of England, and promptly beheaded 
by Bloody Mary in 1554. Jane Grey is a discounted 
figure of the Protestant Reformation, rarely included in 
discussion – as there are far more famous male figures 
than she. But she, and women who came before her, are 
the history of access to scripture outside of the church, 
outside of priests – outside of the hands of men. 

In writing this play which could easily be overpowered 
by expositional history and Tudor dynasties – I had to 
look for what was simple, what was true, and what we 
could care about. A sixteen year old with pressures for 
greatness is given a throne, is thrown from a throne, 
becomes a prisoner, sits with death, sits with God, 
and chooses death with God over life without. Jane 
was a young girl who read scripture plainly and knew 
God – when this access was threatened, she chose 
death instead of handing back the Word. How anyone 
at sixteen, after seven months of imprisonment, could 
make that choice is mind-blowing.

To write Lady Jane, I went to England this summer to 
simply be where she had been. I spent most of the time 
feeling like I couldn’t breathe. As an actor-writer, all I 
could think about was losing a head. Standing at the site 
of her death on Tower Green, staring at the window of 
her prison, walking the miles to her judgement, leaving 
London by train for her birthplace, walking the ruins 
of her home and sitting in her family chapel – now 
overgrown by ferns and slept in by deer. There are no 
confirmed portraits of her. She is spoken of in hushed 
tones in her own country; she is the overlooked nine-
day English queen who was killed for her faith.

In SHE GOES BEFORE ME, I have found the only way to 
get to know Jane Grey, was to surround her with 10 
other very different modern day women who all share 
her faith. By slamming present months with New Yorkers 
and Jane’s final months with death together in the same 
space – the conversation stretches centuries, and the 
identity of a woman of faith becomes ageless, nationless, 
raceless, and classless. Both worlds are on a death 
timeline – Jane’s is a pounding clock, and in NYC it’s a 
silent sneaking growth. Everywoman sits somewhere on 
the spectrum of suffering. 

S H E  G O E S 
B E F O R E  M E

SHE GOES BEFORE ME is a play of two worlds in the 
round, cast entirely of women. New York City, a circle 
of folding chairs in a gothic cathedral occupied by ten 
vastly different New Yorkers, and center Lady Jane Grey 
–  a sixteen year old girl imprisoned – waiting for her 
execution in the Tower of London. My question – what 
does faith look like on the unknown, the overlooked, 
and the condemned woman? We know certain women 
of faith in the modern spotlight and how to condemn 
them – as diluted, submissive, weak, unintelligent and 
un-empowered. Yes, they have even used “faith” to 
gain self-following over the God they claim to follow. 
Faith is popular to condemn. But I want to know: what 
does true faith look like on a woman? I believe the 
world has yet to identify her. 

The last four years, I have met hundreds of women 
of faith in New York City – I have not found them at 
services, at elite religious fundraisers, in politics, and 
no not walking about day to day (though they are), but 
gathered in twenty circles of folding chairs in an old 
gothic cathedral on Tuesday mornings. I found these 
women at a study of the Word. This was not your average 
study, but an internationally founded one that verged 
on the academic – turning grand mothers, immigrants, 
foreign transplants, new mothers, east side funds-
raisers, post grad wanderers, great-grandmothers 
of fourteen, social workers, prison ministers, foster 
care workers, paper pushers, artists, widows, and ESL 
tongues into scholars of her own right. I walked into 
a place where women of faith of all races, ages, social 
standing, boroughs, nationalities and citizenship 
found unity in something outside of themselves – in 
talking about scripture, and living with faith. 
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The book of Romans is the study for the circle of women 
and for Lady Jane – Paul’s letter of suffering, servitude, 
character and living as a sacrifice in faith. It magnifies 
God’s holiness and humanity’s inability to match, but 
also magnifies his grace for all human deficiency. A 
central question is repeated, “how should we suffer?” 
Roman’s answer – if you have been given faith, you are 
to glory in sufferings, know that God works in all things, 
and offer your body and mind as a living sacrifice for 
His work. In both worlds, the women try to reckon with 
faith in the face of death – little deaths of the day to 
day, to death executed upon the body. 

As women, we are expected to face loss – virginity, 
beauty, eyelashes, hair, body shape, body function, 
children which are extensions of our bodies and hearts, 
dreams to marriages, breasts to cancer, dignity, and 
even our heads. We as a built form, are a living sacrifice. 
But how do we live then with feet already planted in a 
grave? Another question presents itself in SHE GOES 
BEFORE ME: “how do I live in light of my death?”  If God 
handed me death tomorrow, would I be ready, angry, 
feel like I missed out, feel cheated? What would it take 
mentally to be ready to go at any time, yet also live 
here with purpose – in all things. 

In a time when women are fighting for justice, voice, 
and rights to her body and mind more than ever 
before, faith’s demand to lay your life down is a radical 
proposition. We are constantly looking for ways to 
beat the grave and to seek vengeance on those who 
cause us pain. It is crazy to lay in your grave and let 
God throw dirt on top. 

So what does true faith look like on the female form? 
From Jane Grey, the women before her, and the 
women I’ve surrounded her with, I’ve come to think 
that true faith – something “other” that lives within – 
does not want what we want; it does not want a name, 
it does not want a platform, and it does not want fame. 
Faith is completely “other” to the world’s rat-race and 
resume construction. And so, many women of faith 
remain hidden. If there is anything I’ve learned from 
these women before me of greater faith than I – it is 
radical now to lay down your life without a guarantee 
of greatness.

This is a play about hidden women that we’d call crazy.
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