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Remembering the Real Mary 

 

    Today we are celebrating the birthday of the Blessed Virgin. On this very day a 

number of years ago, when I was still pastor in Houston, TX, I met a smiling young 

mother coming out of church. She told me how, a few minutes before, she had led her 

three-year old daughter to Our Lady’s shrine and, pointing to Mary’s statue, whispered 

that today was God’s mother’s birthday…whereupon the little child with the golden 

curls clapped her hands and – in a sweet voice – launched into the song: Happy 

Birthday to you. As she came to an uncertain finish, she took a breath and said, “Now 

we have to blow out the candles.” And she began to huff and puff at the twinkling lines 

of vigil lights. 

     Now that youngster was a realist. To her this was a real birthday. She looked beyond 

the statue to the real person. I am afraid many adults do not. As the old saying goes – 

we can’t see the forest on account of the trees. Many of us lose sight of the real Mary 

because of our curious devotions. For some of us Mary has become a pale statue, a 

bright picture, a tiny medal or a great stain glass window. But these are only symbols 

and Mary, the Mother of God, is a real person. 

     We think of her as the Morning Star, the Gate of Heaven or the Mystical Rose. These 

are the painted words of the poets. Think of Mary in these terms and Mary will soon 

become just a lofty, far-off vision that is too grand and high for the likes of us. No, we 

must remember that Mary is just like us…a human creature chosen by God to be His 

mother. 

     I remember in the old days we used to recite the Litany of Mary. We addressed her 

with some very fancy names. They were lofty visions of Mary. It is almost as if we 

sprayed Mary with gold dust and considered that she was too lofty, too good for the 

likes of us. But Mary is not like that at all. She is just like us…except for our sins. So, we 

must never let her become just a statue or a holy picture or a memory. No, Mary is the 

real mother of Jesus, Son of God.  

     Jesus was the little boy who tugged on her robe, the one whom she taught how to 

pray. Mary is not just the Madonna of the lilies or the cherubs. No, the real Mary is the 

Madonna of the washtub; the Madonna of the sweeping broom. That was the way she 

lived her life. She didn’t spend her time standing on a pedestal posing for holy pictures.  
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She was the mother of a family; she was a housewife and she didn’t have all the modern 

appliances we have today. She used a needle and kneaded dough. She washed clothes. 

She prayed and she patched. And she spent a lot of time feeding, dressing and caring 

for a little boy. That is why we have to forget all the plaster statues and always try to 

honor the “real” Mary. 

     This real Mary has a very special relationship with Jesus, her Son. If you are ever 

tempted to doubt that, let me remind you of a few things. The body that was nailed to 

the cross for our salvation, she often snuggled in the cradle of her arms. And the hands 

that fed the multitudes were the same ones that, at one time, gratefully accepted a 

single slice of buttered bread from Mary. The feet that walked on water were the same 

feet that ran down to the well to fetch Mary a pail of water. And, for thirty years, she 

planted a goodnight kiss on Jesus’ cheek.  

     So, I ask you: do you think He could forget all this? And when Mary turns to Him 

and asks for something, do you think He will listen? I am sure He will. 

     Today, on her birthday, it is my wish that you will once again fall in love with Mary. 

If you do, that will be the beginning of a fantastic relationship that will last forever.     

 


