
Solemnity of Mary, Mother of God 

(Nm. 6:22-27; Gal. 4:4-7; Lk. 2:16-21) 

While reflecting in the readings for today I caught myself 
wondering about all the various feast dedicated to Mary.  I 
thought of a friend named Mary and whether she had any 
preferences as to which feast she liked to celebrate the most.  
I need to ask her. But then the deeper question might be 
which feast Mary, the Mother of God, keeps most fondly. 
 
 So, I took that to prayer and asked her.  I did not receive a 
vision or anything, so I still don’t know for sure.  But the 
thought that came to me was that Mary loves them all 
because they all are a part of what she considered to be the 
great privilege of being the mother of God.  In spite of all the 
suffering and pain she experienced during her life on earth—
having to witness the torture and death of your child is not 
something we would wish on anyone—I can’t help but 
believe that she considers the privilege of being Jesus’ 
mother to trump everything else.  A mother’s love is like that. 
 
We are living in hard times.  Many of us have difficulty 
looking forward to the new year, because we know a lot of 
what we had to deal with in the year just ended will be 
carrying over.  Feeling privileged is something which may not 
be uppermost in our awareness at the moment.  Perhaps 
some of that apprehension can be traced to the pace of life, 
which has picked up again in many ways despite the 
pandemic.  Tensions mount, burdens accumulate, urgent, 
non-pandemic issues clamor for attention, and our health 
and well-being takes a beating.   
 



It’s good to have this feast to celebrate just at a time like this.  
Mary, who models for us what discipleship looks like, has 
already been through a lot by this point in history.  Jesus’ 
birth was fraught with inconvenience, anxiety, and all sorts of 
unexpected developments.  By now Mary was possibly 
picking up that the life marked out for her, and Joseph and 
her son was not going to be any picnic.  And so, she knew to 
reflect in her heart on the meaning of all that. 
 
To reflect, as the Greeks used the term, had the connotation 
of turning things over again and again in one’s mind, 
plumbing the depths of the experience for meaning.  At this 
early stage there is so much that Mary still does not 
understand.  The full import of the angels’ proclamation has 
yet to be discovered.  Mary does know, though, that to be a 
full participant in the unfolding plan of God, she will have to 
be as attentive as possible to what is happening and to give 
herself over to it. 
 
So it is with us.  We are being confronted at every turn with 
things we did not know about.  Wait!  The virus has variants?  
That complicates things, doesn’t it.  We’ll have to re-assess.  
And it’s not only the pandemic that requires such thinking.  
Tornaodes and wildfires in December—what does that mean?  
What consequences will that entail?  We’ll have to think that 
through. 
 
In the midst of it all, though, we have Mary as a guide, as one 
who came to the conviction that the privilege of being a part 
of God’s unfolding plan of salvation still held sway.  Can we 
arrive at that point when reflecting on our lives and times?  



Maybe that can be the context for our wishing one another a 
Happy New Year, which is in fact a form of blessing, isn’t it?  
 
Maybe that greeting can embody our hope, for ourselves and 
for the one to whom we extend it, that we experience in the 
year just begun more of what the privilege is like to be called 
children of God.  May we experience Mary’s intercession, as 
the opening prayer puts it, and share with her the awareness 
that receiving the author of life into our lives makes the 
suffering that comes with that meaningful and leads us to 
cherish the privilege of whom we have been made to be, 
children of God and heirs of God’s kingdom, in this new year 
and in every year. 


