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Mary, Mother of God. Dec. 31- Jan. 1, 2022 
 Philip and Joan Gulley tell the story of how before they had children, they 
thought they knew exactly how they would handle every situation.  They imagined 
sharing pearls of timeless parental wisdom with their children and guiding them gently 
along life’s paths.  But it didn’t turn out like that.  Philip remembers one Christmas when 
the Gulley’s toddler son, Spencer, became fascinated with the family Nativity set.  One 
day, he dipped one of the figurines in ketchup and proceeded to lick it off.  Joan Gulley 
scolded, “Honey, don’t dip the wise man in ketchup.”  Of all the pearls of parental 
wisdom Philip and Joan thought they’d be passing on to their children, “Don’t dip the 
wise man in ketchup,” wasn’t one of them. 
 The past week has perhaps brought some good and lovely Christmas memories 
and moments for you.    And maybe there were a few mundane moments such as “Don’t 
dip the wise man in ketchup.”  Now it’s time for us to sit back and reflect on the 
meaning of it all. 
 My dear sisters and brothers in Christ Jesus, we have arrived at Dec. 31st, New 
Year’s Eve-the vigil of Mary, Mother of God.  Today, the Church puts before us Mary as 
our model for living, our model for pondering, our model for the Church.  The gospel 
says that “she kept all these things, reflecting on them in her heart.”    All over the 
world, people are celebrating the arrival of 2022.      Time passes us by every day but 
when a new year is about to begin, we have a need to celebrate it in a grander way. We 
have parties and put on hats. Maybe some firecrakers.  We watch a ball or an acorn if 
you are in Raleigh or, if you are in Mt. OIive, NC, a pickle drop.  
 Why all of this? For some, we want to forget things of the past year.   Lord knows 
we all wish we could forget COVID but it rages on.  For others, we want the hope of a 
fresh start.   Maybe we want to celebrate that we are here, still living, still walking 
through this thing we call life. December 31 (the last day) is followed by January 1 (the 
first day).  With New Year’s Day, we get a reprieve, like the White House Turkey on 
Thanksgiving.  The old year dies but we do not.  Therefore, we abandon propriety and 
celebrate our survival in a somewhat madcap fashion. 
 That is understandable.  The pages of 2021 are written – carved in stone, as it 
were – although our memories will soften some sharp edges in days to come to protect 
our self-esteem.  But 2022 is a new book, fresh and bland except for the doctors’ 
appointments and oil changes already penciled in on our calendars. We know we will 
still have to deal with Omnicron or the next variant of this terrible pandemic.  
 But, we look to a new year. New Years Day is a breathing space in time.  We take 
a moment to come to church, and like Mary, to ponder, to reflect.  Our gathering here is 
the best way to celebrate the arrival of a new year because it joins us intimately with a 
mother and a child whose birth now marks all our years.  We call the next 365 days 
“2022” because it has been that many years (give or take four years because the ancient 
calculations may have erred with that margin) since the birth of this child. 
 A new year, a new chance at life.  New is the operative word today.  But the 
gospel shows us Mary the mother turning over some old events in her heart.  As the 
new begins, she is processing the old:  child, shepherds, angels, God.  In a sense, we 
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never leave the past behind.  It is baggage and, today, we come upon Mary sorting 
through her baggage. 
 What about us?  As we look over the past year, what did we do with the gift of 
life that it represents?  Did we actually grow in our relationship with God?  With our 
spouse?  Our family, friends?  Did we break a bad habit, or develop a good new one?  
Did we take the time to enjoy the days rather than simply submit to the rapid pace that 
so many in our culture have succumbed to?  Did we do something about becoming 
more generous?  Did we forgive an old hurt?  Patch up an old relationship?  Did we say 
thank you to people we should thank?   
 Mary pondered, and she did so as a mother.   She pondered what the arrival of 
this child would mean for her and the world.    She held the Christ Child and perhaps 
wondered out loud as mothers do when they hold their new born “What will you 
become?” “What will happen to you as time passes?”   Mary refelected. She reflected 
on what God had done for her and what her son would do for the world. That is why we 
come upon her today in a reflective mood.  What has been, is.  But it does not 
determine what will be.  The difference is what we make of it.  Therefore, like Mary, we 
must be mothers-people- of reflection.  We may not be dealing with angel choirs or 
astonished shepherds but, surely, last year brought many wondrous things to birth in 
our lives. 
 Let me put it this way.   Right now, we think we are celebrating a new year.  
Actually, the year we should be concerned with is the last 365 days.  It is there we may 
discover the year, 2022 that is about to be.   
 The author Marianne Williamson prepared a millennium prayer that reveals the 
present as the time for the love that mediates its meaning and salvation, and it serves 
for a good way to conclude these reflections on the new year, turning over the past, in 
prayer, in our hearts:   
 Take this millennium 
 And all ages past 
 And strip them of their lovelessness. 
 May only love remain. 
 Forgive the horror, 
 Exalt the glory, 
 Redeem the past, 
 Release the future, 
 Wipe away all tears, 
 Deliver us to joy…. 
 That all the world might be reborn!   
 
(Marianne Williamson, “Visions of Hope” in Prayers for A Thousand Years, Ed., Elizabeth 
Roberts and Elias Amidon (San Francisco:  Harper, 99, p. 20-21)   
 As we begin this near year of grace, we have Mary as our model.  We have her, 
the first disciple, to  teach us how to be better disciples. We, like Mary, ponder, reflect, 
wonder, give thanks.  We give thanks for the gift of this time we have been given, the 
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year gone by and year that will be.  In all of it, we see grace, we see God, we see the 
chance to begin anew knowing we are the beloved of God. Amen.  
Adapted from CELEBRATION, January 1995, p. 20 
  
  
 


