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Christmas Eve December 24, 2022 
St. Paul’s/Resurrección, Mount Vernon, WA Rev. Paul Moore 
 

Christmas according to Mom 
 

Over the course of Advent, we have heard from the mother of Jesus in four different 
places, time and ways.  She has encouraged us to wake up and get involved.  She has 
encouraged us to trust.  She has encouraged us to open our hearts to everyone as human 
beings, and she has encouraged us to gather.  But what about the first time around?  The 
first appearance of Mary is in Judea in the first century as a young woman engaged to be 
married.  How would she tell the story of the first Christmas?  As the mother of the 
Church, let's hear it from Mom. 
 
(I recognize that I speak as a man of a woman's experience, which is enormously 
presumptuous, but I got some consultation from women to help—please forgive my 
hubris.) 
 
In those days in first century Judea, women didn't have a lot of say in things.  We don't 
know if her upcoming marriage was arranged.  We don't know how she felt about Joseph, 
but the story seems to say he was a good man.  All we have about her experience of the 
pregnancy was going to spend the time in the Hill Country with her aunt.  You almost 
wonder if she didn't disappear to avoid the wagging tongues of Nazareth at her being 
pregnant before she was married.  Yet, Elizabeth her aunt understands, because she is 
also pregnant with a portentous child who will become John the Baptist.  I assume it was 
safe with Elizabeth, and she was happy to be there until she married Joseph. 
 
But now, just as she is approaching her time, Rome throws them a curveball.  Rome 
hands down a decree that all the people are to be taxed and have to return to their home 
town.  That means Bethlehem for both of them, because of Joseph's line.  Now, I have 
never been pregnant, but I have a wife who was pregnant three times.  If life was 
challenging for me as her husband, she bore the much greater share of the burden.  If life 
was about to change for me, it was going to be cataclysmic for her.  Neither of us had a 
clue, but I was more clueless than she.  At least she knew what to do with a baby, because 
she had worked with them in the past.  Part of her burden was getting a stubborn and 
naive husband to get on board.  I wonder if Mary didn't feel the same way about Joseph. 
 
Now, we had a couple of miles of city traffic to negotiate with the birth of our sons, but 
can you imagine a journey from Nazareth to Bethlehem back then?  The images we have 
is of Mary, sitting demurely sidesaddle on the donkey while Joseph dutifully leads the 
beast, but what was it like to walk 8 hours a day for four days to cover the 90 miles from 
Nazareth to Bethlehem?  I would imagine that it took longer than 8 hours, or more than 4 
days.  I remember well how restless and easily tired Karisse was in those last days. 
 
"Honey, can we rest, please?  I'm exhausted." 
 
"Ok, but not too long, we have to get there sometime you know." 
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"Honey, I'm so sore!  I want to walk a spell if I may." 
 
"If you insist.  You're always slower than the donkey." 
 
"Honey, I HAVE to stop!" 
 
"Why, what now?" 
 
"The baby just jumped up and down on my bladder!" 
 
And what of the sense of being vulnerable, unable to flee quickly if needed, and being 
dependent on others so completely?  Perhaps only her new husband stood between her 
and danger along the road, not only from common miscreants, but from the Roman 
soldiers who did what they wanted to Jewish people with impunity. 
 
Now we have all kinds of legends and stories built up around the Innkeeper and the full 
house, but those reflect Medieval Europe, not first-century Judea.  Joseph was from the 
area, undoubtedly, he had family.  The "inn" was the spare room for family, already filled 
by others.  The manger was in another room of the house close by where the warmth of 
the livestock could be shared in the household. 
 
With the women of Joseph's family gathered around her in support, and probably a 
midwife handy, Mary goes through that momentous life-change of becoming a mother.  
There is nowhere else to put her newborn, but in the feed trough in the livestock room.  
At least it's warm in there.  If a pregnant woman is vulnerable, perhaps a woman with a 
newborn is even more so.  Recovering from the physical exertion and changes to her 
body in the process of giving birth, discovering the depths of bonding that happen 
between mother and child in those first hours and days, adjusting hormones, pushing 
toward a new normal as a nursing mother—if it weren't for family around, her terror 
would have been overwhelming. 
 
And where the hell is Joseph!? 
 
Mary teaches us two things about Christmas.  Mary of Nazareth, wife of Joseph, becomes 
the blessed Virgin, mother of God in great vulnerability.  I got this story from NPR 
recently, one of a series on unsung heroes.  Jessica was a 7th grader who was being 
bullied horribly at school.  A group of other girls would taunt her, tease her, and corner 
her where she could not escape their insults.  The only defense she had was to shout the 
same insults back.  “No, you're ugly.”  “No, you're stupid.”  Her grades suffered, and she 
was embarrassed to tell her mother.  She hoped 8th grade would be better. 
 
During the summer, the ringleader of the abusive girls was killed in a tragic automobile 
accident.  Whereas she had never wished them harm, she held out a hope that perhaps 8th 
grade would be different. 
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When she got back to school in the fall, a girl new to the school took over as ringleader 
and the abuse continued.  One day Jessica was in the locker room alone, hoping to avoid 
the problem girls, when the new ringleader walked in. 
 
"I hear you have been insulting my girls." she said. 
 
Terrified, Jessica did something very scary, very vulnerable and very brave.  It was like a 
dam inside broke loose and she poured out her heart about what she had suffered at the 
hands of these girls.  Stunned, the other girl finally said softly, "I'm so sorry," and she 
turned and left.  The abuse stopped from that point on and her grades rebounded, and she 
was a happy girl once more. 
 
Sometimes when you do things that are brave because they are vulnerable, scary because 
they risk so much, like Mary, we give birth to the Prince of Peace in our lives and in our 
society. 
 
Mary of Nazareth, wife of Joseph, becomes the blessed Virgin, mother of the Church, in 
the bosom of community.  When I was interviewing for this position here at St. Paul's 
and Resurrección, I had a conversation with the Bishop and the Canon to the Ordinary. 
The first thing the Canon said was, "We know that you are really good at organizing 
things."  Perhaps she had heard that I was president of the Standing Committee and head 
of Borderland Ministries for the Diocese of the Rio Grande, and that we had organized 
the annual Borderland Ministry Summit, something ongoing to today.  Maybe she had 
heard that my parish had hosted Convention for the Diocese of Texas, and we had come 
in on time and under budget. 
 
"Well, maybe not," I countered, “but I am good at finding people who are good at 
organizing things.” 
 
And that's what we have done, isn't it?  We have gathered teams together.  We have 
joined hearts, hands and heads to do things.  When someone says to me, "You know, we 
really ought to do such and such," I am likely to say, "Great idea, when do you start?" 
Some who have figured this out, now come to me and say, "I want to do such and such," 
and I say, "Go for it, with my blessing, and if there is any way I can support you, I will." 
 
What have we seen?  A congregation that was scraping the bottom of about every barrel 
you can think of, now thriving, growing and launching new ministries.  I haven't done 
it—we have—we, and of course, when WE gather, the Holy Spirit is among and between 
us, guiding and providing for us. 
 
Sometimes, when you gather together and work together, like Mary, we give birth to the 
Body of Christ in our lives and in our society. 
 


