
1 January 2023 
Feast of Mary, Mother of God 
Luke 2:16-21 
 
Whenever and wherever, I really enjoy celebrating mass with you. In recent weeks, I’ve especially 
enjoyed the Thursday and Friday daily masses—Thursday with our people as well as residents of Dove 
West Care Facility, and Friday—to save fuel on these cold days, in the Gathering Space of our church. 
Part of these services is opening up to the assembly any prayers they’d like to speak.  Often, they say 
prayers that I wish I had.  For example, Midge prayed for Pope Emeritus Benedict on Thursday, and on 
Friday when we had just heard the story of the Holy Family’s journeys to avoid persecution—from 
Bethlehem to Egypt, then Egypt toward Bethlehem, and then a warning in another dream that 
Bethlehem was still unsafe so up to Nazareth—Sharon offered a prayer for all the refugees seeking 
safety for their families in today’s world. I like how TOGETHER we get it right, and are a better 
expression of Christ than any one of us alone. 
 
And Sharon’s prayer primed me to savor this story that I read later in the day.  Sister Josephine spends 
time ministering to refugees on our southern border, often in Tijuana, Mexico. She told the story of a 
young Salvadoran woman, Teresa, who was with child, pregnant when she came to the shelter in 
Tijuana. All Teresa asked for that day was a pair of shoes.  Sr. Josephine took to a room full on donated 
clothing from the US, oddly, almost all of the women’s shoes they looked at with high heels—not ideal 
for walking hundreds of miles. They got a laugh out of that and Sr. Josephine acknowledge the generous 
hearts of the givers, if not their good sense.  Eventually they found a pair of Nike’s that fit well. Then Sr. 
Josephine and the others at the shelter decided to throw Teresa a baby shower.  They rummaged 
clothes donations for onesies and other baby outfits, and pitched in to buy a cake and other party 
supplies.  And Sr. Josephine, during this party, savored the goodness of the moment as she witnessed 
the celebration of a woman and child born into a world that couldn’t care less about her life or her 
child’s.   
 
She wrote that it was like Christmas. Mary and Joseph left their home to celebrate the birth of their child 
in a neglected corner of the world with strangers, shepherds from surrounding fields.  The shepherds 
had nothing to give but Words—good tidings of Great Joy for all the people—and if there really was a 
little drummer boy, he offered his-pa-rum-pa-pa-pum.  And Mary “kept all these things, reflecting on 
them in her heart.” 
 
In the midst of troubles, bewilderment, and exhaustion, Mary pondered the underlying goodness of God 
with us, and for her, amazingly God within her. In our times, too, with troubles and uncertainty and 
threats to our safety and well-being, we can also hold in our hearts the goodness and grace of God that 
is all around us and within us. 
 
We are taught from an early age to become aware of our sins, so that we can experience God’s mercy 
and love.  Perhaps we’re not as good at becoming aware of how loved we are by God in the first place, 
and how we can light up our lives by loving one another.   
 
Each day we should be able to savor where we have witnessed love and care for others, compassion for 
the vulnerable. And if there is a day when we can’t locate where love has been, then we can put love 
there ourselves and then we will find love. And with Mary ponder the deep goodness of it. 
 


