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Where do I start?  There is so much to tell.  It was so long ago – yet it seems like just yesterday, 
that the angel Gabriel came to see me.  Me!  It’s still difficult for me to believe what he said – 
so, how do I begin to tell you? 
 
Perhaps I should start with the angel.  All I can say about that evening, is that there in my room 
in Nazareth – even the air – seemed suddenly alive – glittering with a presence – a power.  And 
then Gabriel was there – in my room – in Nazareth! 
 
It was beautiful - a sparkling cascade of golden light.  And then he spoke to me.  I seemed to 
hear the angel’s voice in my heart, as if his words were more light and feeling than sound.  
Forgive me if it’s hard to understand – I’m still trying to make sense of it too – as I retell the 
story it even feels to me as if my words fall short … regardless, I did hear his words to me, 
though what he said greatly surprised me, and troubled me too. 
 
“Hail, O favored one,” he said.  “The Lord is with you.” 
 
And suddenly, in that moment, I became very afraid.  The angel’s voice and words were 
wondrous, but I was unaccustomed to wonder or beauty or angels … and I became very afraid. 
 
“Fear not,” he said.  And something more wondrous happened.  Even as he spoke those words 
to me the terror left me, as if those words alone chased my fears away. 
 
“You have found favor with God,” he said.  And then he said a lot more – about my cousin 
Elizabeth, and a son that would be born to them.  He spoke to me about a son being born unto 
me too. 
 
I could hardly believe it – any of it!  How could I have found favor with God?  I was so young – 
so ordinary, I was just a village girl from Galilee.  And yet Gabriel – who was there with me – of 
that I am certain – Gabriel was telling me it was so. 
 
So I did my best to listen … and to believe.  And I resolved to do all the angel said, which really 
wasn’t much at all, I guess.  God seemed ready to do almost everything, even to name the child. 
 
All I had to do, at least at first, was to be willing – and to wait.  As I look back on it all – I think of 
all the things facing me in that moment, being willing to wait proved hardest of all – being 
willing to wait on the Lord and for the Lord, to see how God would do all that would be done – 
that was so very difficult. 
 
But “I am the servant of the Lord,” I said.  “Let it be to me according to your words.” 
 
I realized something over the next nine months as I awaited the birth of my son.  From the 
beginning, from that glittering, sparkling moment when Gabriel said, “The child to be born will 
be called Holy, the Son of God,” I knew he would belong to the Lord God, that he would be 
more God’s Son than mine – He was mine … and he was not mine.    
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Don’t you see?  I had to give him up before I gave him life.  I lost him before I had him.   
 
No, he was not mine.  But I carried him.  And as I held him in my arms, born there in that stable 
with only Joseph and the animals to greet him – my son, God’s Son. 
 
Joseph and I were so happy.  So amazed!  This moment, this child, our child … a miracle.   
 
I had never felt such joy.  But there was something else, too, another feeling, though I didn’t tell 
anyone.  For the first time since Gabriel had told me not to be afraid – I was.  I’m not sure of 
exactly what I was afraid.  Yet, for just a moment, I was afraid for my new baby, coming into a 
world like ours.  Maybe that’s all there was to it. 
 
As I held him though, the fear passed away and in its place joy took up residence, as I held him 
and cleaned him and swaddled him.  I watched him as his puffy little eyes closed and he slept – 
and I listened to him as he breathed. 
 
I did that a lot, you know, even later.  I’d creep close to his bed and watch and listen.  
Sometimes I had to bite my knuckle to keep from laughing out loud with joy.   
 
He was beautiful. 
 
His little hand would flex, and he would mumble the language babies mumble.    
 
I watched as he would twist and turn and search for his thumb. 
 
I watched him a lot.   
 
I watched him as he grew – into a young boy – then a teenager – then a young man – and finally 
into a man … when he took on his calling and followed his heavenly Father’s will for his life. 
 
God had always been closer to him than I – except for that first night – I cried as I held him – 
though they were tears of joy, the joy of my son born into my world.   And though his coming 
was for the world’s joy later on, on that night, the joy was ours – Joseph’s.  Mine.  And our child. 
 
He was my firstborn.  He was my son.  And I did call him Jesus. 
 
 


