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 Each year we ring in the New Year with festivities and frivolity.  There are 

large public gatherings in Times Square and even on Beale Street, and there are many 

smaller parties.  Many people shoot off fireworks at midnight – at least we hope they 

are only fireworks.  All of this because we change calendars, because time has 

passed, because many of us get that much closer to our next 29th birthday.  And we 

make New Year’s resolutions – those ways in which we will change our lives in the 

coming year – or at least for the first couple of days.  Yes, we make a big celebration 

out of the arrival of the New Year, but in many ways our lives just continue as 

normal.  New Years’ Day is not really a life-changing event – in the way that the 

birth of a child is, for example. 
 

 When a child – especially a first child – is born, the whole household is 

radically changed.  Suddenly, everything revolves around the schedule of the infant – 

certainly the infant does not adapt to the schedule of his or her parents.  Feeding and 

changing and napping become the lynch pins of the daily events – everything else 

takes a back seat.  So when Mary and Joseph welcomed the infant Jesus and laid him 

in the manger, they were probably beginning to understand that their daily routine, 

that their lives would never be the same.  They understood that keeping their fragile 

infant son fed and clothed and sheltered was suddenly their top priority, their only 

priority for many, many months and years to come.  And, were they not in 

Bethlehem, in some far off city, they might have expected that the lives of their 

extended family might be similarly changed.  Jesus’ grandparents, whom tradition 

calls Anne and Joachim, might have wanted to help out.  But that’s probably where it 

stopped.  Everyone is happy for new parents, but the birth of someone else’s child is 

hardly a life-changing event.  We may send new parents a gift, but our lives will 

hardly be interrupted.  On that first Christmas night, when the shepherds came by 

telling them of their vision of angels, Mary and Joseph were beginning to see that the 

birth of their child was different – for many people, indeed, for the world, Jesus’ birth 

was a life-changing event. 
 

 Mary was undoubtedly still reeling from her own encounter with an angel.  In a 

brief nine months, Mary had gone from a simple Jewish girl to being a new wife and 

mother whose child was born far from home in less than ideal circumstances.  It had 

been tough enough for Mary and Joseph to understand that Mary was carrying the 

child of the Holy Spirit, they weren’t really expecting to share that news with 

everyone.  So when those shepherds came to Bethlehem, looking for a child wrapped 

in swaddling clothes and lying in a manger – all because the heavenly host had told 

them whom to look for – well, that had to have been a little difficult to take in.  To 



this point, Mary and Joseph had done a good job in making their newborn son’s life 

as normal as possible under the circumstances.  They had quietly moved from 

betrothed to married and Mary had stayed with Elizabeth and Zechariah during those 

first difficult months.  The trip to Bethlehem was unexpected, but actually gave them 

an out, a way of bringing Jesus back to Nazareth as one born prematurely because of 

the difficulty of the journey.  Everything was quietly working itself out when 

suddenly, on the very night of Jesus’ birth, heaven itself was letting everyone in on 

the secret.   
 

 Anyone of us might have thrown up our hands in frustration, might have been 

overwhelmed by the prospect of being a mother to one whose destiny seemed so 

caught up with heaven.  Yes, maybe Mary was beginning to understand that her new 

son was indeed the Son of God – and that prospect had to have been terrifying.  Yet 

Mary did not run, did not shy away from what had been asked of her.  Luke tells us 

that Mary kept all these things, reflecting upon them in her heart.  In other words, 

time and again, Mary prayed about all that had happened and that was still happening 

to her – asking God to help her understand them and to help her cope with them.  One 

prayer wasn’t enough – a simple, “Please, God, help me understand this” didn’t 

suffice.  Mary had to return to these events over and over again in her prayer – each 

time, undoubtedly, gaining a little more insight, a little more comfort, a little more 

peace. 
  

 That’s the example Mary offers us.  When life’s difficulties seem 

overwhelming, when each day seems to include a life-changing event, God invites us 

to bring them to him in prayer, to reflect upon them in our hearts – not just once or 

twice, but over and over and over again.  Many times, the reality of the situation is 

more than we can take in.  Whether our lives have been changed by the birth or the 

death of a loved one, by our own health challenges or career interruptions or 

economic strife, whether we have been touched by war or crime or some other form 

of violence, we need to ask God’s guidance over and over again to help us sort it out, 

to see his presence in the midst of it.  Certainly the reality of being the Mother of God 

was more than Mary could possibly understand in a single conversation with an 

angel.  Like Mary, we are invited to keep the events of our lives and reflect upon 

them in our heart – to pray over them and to give God a chance to touch our lives 

through them.  One change of the calendar may not mean very much, but each time 

we turn to God in prayer, each time we imitate Mary in complete surrender to the 

Most High, each time we reflect upon our lives in our hearts can be a life-changing 

event.   


