
Christmas2006Iseemtolosemyglassesnowandthen,forgettingwhereIhadjustputthemdown.Therearecertainmemories,however,thatIcanneverforget.OneofthemisthestoryofChristmas.MyearliestmemoriesareoftheoldChristmascribathome.IthadenduredmanyChristmasesinahousefullofchildrenwhowouldplayfullyrearrangethesmallfiguresinimaginingthestoryunfoldbeforethem.Asaresultofmuchhandling,thedonkeywasmissingafrontleg,sothatwehadtoleanhimagainstthestabledoor.Adonkeylyingonitssidedoesnotfigureinanyone'simaginedstoryoftheeventsofBethlehem.HowcanweeverforgetaGodwhoapproachesuswiththesurprisinghumilityofaninfant.Heispoortomeetusinourpoverty.IneverywayHesharesourburdens.Thisyear'sstoryofEmmanuel(Godwithus)isrepeatedagainwiththehopethatwewillnotoverlookHim.Itisalwaysataleofthedivinepresenceinthemidstofthepoorandthehumble1insurprisingwaysandinout1of1wayplaces.Itisasmallthingtomissone'sglasses.ItistrulytroublingtolosethevisionthatChristmasbrings.
InthefootstepsofMaryofNazareth,youngMariaOfCalaveragoesaboutherchores,theweightofherlaborsbendsherneck,povertyclingstoherskirt.Shewaitsforourstrangecaravantopass,webentwithotherburdens,inapovertyallourown.ShebearstheOneweseek,bornineveryage,thecampesinoGodofthepoor,ElSalvador.


