A Letter to Mary

Dear Mary, 

Words can’t express the joy that a mother feels when she looks into the eyes of her baby for the first time. I vividly remember the moment when my son was born. I looked into his small round face and thought that he had the most beautiful eyes that I had ever seen. I could never imagine any harm coming to him. I wanted to protect him from anything and everything. I kissed his face so much that he got a rash from my lipstick.

A few days ago, my son was faced with a brutal attack. In an instant, I thought of you and Jesus: Mother and Son. You gave birth to a beautiful baby boy. Your baby is the reason for the Christmas Season. Oh, Mary I’m certainly not comparing your baby boy to my baby boy. Yours came to save the world. You both knew his destiny when he was born. Yours came so that we could have everlasting life. Mine, so far, has just learned to master his play station games the same week that he gets them.  And what he has come into the world to do is still a mystery to me and to him. 

What this weeks experience brought to the forefront of my mind and heart was about YOU and your reaction to what happened to your son. And, how you must have felt on that fateful day, the day that you knew was his destiny. I was made acutely aware of the strength of a mother’s love for her son. I was crying before I ever knew what really happened to him, and my son just got a few bumps and bruises. I don’t know how you held it together when they beat your baby boy and hung Him on a cross to die. His life must have flashed before your eyes. The day he was born… when he took His first step, the first time he laughed… the first time he skinned his knee…His first miracle… and then you had to watch Him crucified. I would have needed a Valium or some kind of heavy sedation. You probably needed it to, they just didn’t have that back then.

John 19:26 says “When Jesus therefore saw his mother, and the disciple standing by, whom he loved, he saith unto his mother, Woman, behold thy son!” At his death, he was saying to you “well done, good and faithful servant” and at the same time, making sure you would be taken care of. 

Mary, I am so grateful that my boy is still here with us. It could have been worse. His physical scars will heal, and he’s pretty resilient, so the emotional part will heal faster for him than it will for me. I’m thankful that God protected him. But, Mary, many mothers are faced with the awful pain of actually losing their sons. Some are lost to violence on the street, over ridiculous and/or material things… ipods, shoes, coats. A 17-year old boy was stabbed last night outside of the Columbia Heights metro station, he will survive. Another boy, 14-years old was fatally stabbed not far from the same station. Each of these young men, is someone’s baby boy.  Mary, thank you for your example of strength. My prayer is that God comfort the hearts of the mothers who have lost a child and fill their hearts with His Love. 

When I put this week into perspective, I find comfort in knowing that because of your baby boy, mine is covered and set free. Isaiah 63:8-9 is comfort enough for me… It reads, “He said, "Without question these are my people, children who would never betray me." So he became their Savior. In all their troubles, he was troubled, too. He didn't send someone else to help them. He did it himself, in person. Out of his own love and pity he redeemed them. He rescued them and carried them along for a long, long time.”

When I held my baby boy, I held a brown bundle of joy.

When you held your baby boy, you held Emanuel…God with Us.

When I counted my baby boys toes, I knew he would one day walk.

When you counted your baby boys toes, you beheld the feet that would walk on water.

When I counted my baby boys fingers, I held his tiny hand in mine.

When you held your baby boys hand, it was the hand that would calm the storm.

When I kissed my baby boy, I kissed his face.

When you kissed your baby boy, you kissed the face of God.


Sincerely, 

Sharon
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Inspirational music download: “Mary, Did You Know” sung by Kimberly Locke

