Mirror of Our Merciful Father

As Christmas approaches, please take some time to focus on the statue of the Divine Child in our chapel: the beautiful carved wooden image of our Lord and Savior Jesus Christ that was consecrated last spring. The image stands a meter high and depicts the Lord Jesus as a small child approximately four years old or a little more. Notice the small cluster of wildflowers he holds in his left hand, similar to those many children would pick when gathering a bouquet for their mother, and the tiny brown bird, perhaps a sparrow, perched on the index finger of his right hand.  

During the holy seasons of Advent and Christmas our minds and hearts ponder the incredible mystery of the Incarnation, when the second person of the most blessed Trinity took on our human nature and the “Word became flesh and dwelt among us.” The secular songs as well as the liturgical hymns at this time of year draw from within our imagination the image of the Christ Child, lying in a manger or enfolded in His Mother’s arms. For some this image spurs the heart to ponder the mystery of our God’s choice to become one of us, and for many it also turns the emotions to memories of Christmases of the past. When the beginning of January arrives, and all too often long before that, the Christmas carols have been silenced until the following year, and thoughts of the Child Jesus are once again tucked into the recesses of our mind and heart as we once again turn to the Lord Jesus during His public ministries, His passion, death and resurrection. For men and women of faith, their hearts may also turn to the immensity of the most holy Trinity, to the Godhead, to the Father and to the Holy Spirit. To continually keep the Divine Child before us may seem out of step with the other seasons of the year, but if one visits our Chapel and gazes upon the image mentioned above, or encounters a similar image, one is quickly drawn back to the profound mystery of the eternal Word who took upon Himself our very human nature.  

The Incarnation truly is the very beginning of the reconciliation between our loving Creator and ourselves. Psalm 8 asks so clearly, “What is man, O God, that you have made him little less than a God?”, but now, thanks to the incarnation of the Word, all men and women share in the divine nature of God. It is the Teacher within who gently leads us to the profound awareness that we truly are children, sons and daughters of God, that God is in reality our Father. Haunting is the instruction of the Divine Master who says, “Unless you become like a little child you can not enter the kingdom of God.” The Lord Jesus Himself became a child to lead us to become a child by God’s grace. 

When we look at the image of the Divine Child in our monastic chapel, we notice above all the artist’s rendering of the eyes of the Child Jesus. Gazing into them we can’t help but note their ageless quality, and the words of our holy Father Augustine spring to mind, “O, ever ancient, ever new!” The eyes of the Child are indeed the eternal eyes of our merciful Father penetrating the depth of our minds and hearts.  

As we prepare for the upcoming magnificent feast of the Word becoming flesh, and as we strive to enfold within our own souls the profound mystery of what we are commemorating, we ponder the words of St. Augustine: 

He is the One through whom all things have been made and, on Christmas, who has been made in the midst of all things. He is the Revealer of His Father and the Creator of His mother, the Son of God through His Father without a mother and the Son of Man through His mother without a father. He is great in the eternal day of the angels but small in the time-conditioned day of men. He is the Word of God before all time and the Word made Flesh in the fullness of time. Maker of the sun, He is made under the sun. Disposer of all ages in the bosom of His Father, He consecrates Christmas Day in the womb of His mother. In Him He remains while from her He goes forth. Creator of the heavens and the earth, He is born on earth under the heavens. Unspeakably wise, He is wisely speechless. Filling the universe, He lies in a manger. Ruler of the stars, He nurses at His mother's bosom. He is both great in the nature of God and small in the form of a servant, but His greatness is not diminished by His smallness nor His smallness overwhelmed by His greatness.

As we gather in our Monastery’s Chapel to offer the holy Sacrifice of the Mass, and to chant the Liturgy of the Hours on the Solemnity of our Savior’s birth, we shall carry each and every one of you in our hearts, praying that our eternal and merciful Father, through the intercession of Jesus His Child, may draw you ever closer to Himself.  

