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Let’s recap the Holy Family’s life so far: Joseph and Mary get engaged; an angel appears to Mary to tell her she is going to have a child; Joseph decides to divorce Mary after he finds out she is pregnant before marriage; an angel appears to Joseph in a dream and says, “Hold on...it’s divine intervention;” Mary risks her life, traveling across the hill country to visit her cousin Elizabeth and help her with the birth of John the Baptist, and, remember, she was three months more pregnant when she left Elizabeth than she was when she got there; Joseph and his about-to-deliver wife must travel to Bethlehem to register for the census; the Ruler of the Universe is born in a stable because his parents can’t find a place to stay. That takes us to today, when the Magi make their appearance. 

Thinking logically, the Magi go to the Herod’s palace to look for the newborn king. Herod cannot answer their questions. “A new king? No new king here. Have you tried Bethlehem? Prophets say a king is going to be born there, and, hey, tell me when you find him so I can kill him. Did I say kill him? I meant worship him!” 

The Magi head for Bethlehem, find the king in a barn for animals, present their gifts, and bow before the baby Jesus. Matthew doesn’t say they were surprised by the poverty in which they found the king. He doesn’t mention what Mary and Joseph think about these strangers and their gifts of gold for a king, frankincense, which was used in religious rites; and myrrh, an incense used to mask the smell of a charred corpse.

In a dream, the Magi are warned to go home another way. Herod is furious when he finds out the Magi did not inform him about the new king’s whereabouts, so angry that he slaughters all the male children under the age of two in Bethlehem and its vicinity. This story has more twists and turns than a soap opera or a reality television show!

Here’s my point (Did I hear you say “Finally!”?): I have the tendency to think that because I go to church, try to be a good person, and follow all the rules, that I should be immune from life’s little dramas. I get so angry with God when things don’t go my way, when I am inconvenienced, when I know better than he does about what I need.

Now, if you want to talk about “inconvenienced,” just look at the first couple of years of Joseph and Mary’s married life. No picnic. My “drama” is nothing compared to the Holy Family’s.  In fact, my life is a picnic in comparison. And, for that, I am very, very grateful.


