
A Christmas Prayer for Everyone 

James Martin, S.J. 

December 21, 2017 
 

 

Help me remember that when you became human, you came into the world in the most 

vulnerable way possible—as an infant. That meant that you were totally dependent on 

Mary and Joseph to care for you. And when you left this world, naked on a cross, you 

were vulnerable, too. That shows what you were willing to do just to love me. 

 

You were vulnerable for me.  

 

Help me remember that when you came into this world, it was not into some powerful 

clan in Galilee, not into some great ruling family of Judea and certainly not into a royal 

dynasty in Rome. You could have come in power and exercised that power as a scholar, 

a soldier, a king or an emperor. Instead, you came with no earthly power at all. 

 

You were powerless for me. 

 

Help me remember that you came into the world in the most vulnerable way possible—

as an infant. 

 

Help me remember that you could have entered the world in a wealthy family. There 

was no need for you to be born to a young, probably illiterate woman who was married 

to a simple carpenter and who lived in a town so insignificant that one of your disciples 

would make a joke about it. But you chose not only to enter a poor family but to toil for 

many years as a laborer yourself. 

 

You were poor for me. 

 

Help me remember that you spent most of your life in obscurity in Nazareth, living an 

everyday life and working as a carpenter alongside Joseph. You were not well known. 

You did not set out to make a big name for yourself. In fact, the Gospels barely mention 

your hidden life in Nazareth, the place you spent your first 30 years. That is how 

simple, obscure and uneventful most of your life was. 

 

You were unknown for me. 

 



Help me remember that when you became human you took on a human body. That 

means that you experienced everything that anybody does. You had stomachaches and 

headaches, got colds and the flu, experienced hunger and thirst, and grew weary at the 

end of a long day. It also means that you experienced joy and sadness, frustration and 

anger, and all the emotions that any human being does, even in your divinity. 

 

You were human for me. 

 

Help me remember that your entire life, from your birth to your death on a cross, was 

spent in love. You loved Mary and Joseph and your whole extended family. Later, you 

loved your friends, disciples and followers. You loved even your enemies and 

persecutors. And you had a special love for anyone who was poor, sick, lonely, 

misunderstood or marginalized in any way. Your entire life was poured out as one 

great offering of love. 

 

You were love for me. 

 

Help me remember that you offered yourself without counting the cost. You preached 

the good news to the poor, healed the sick and shared the coming of the reign of God 

with everyone. Not everyone wanted to hear your message, but you kept proclaiming it 

until your death. You gave your whole self for humanity, even when we rejected you. 

You gave up even your body and spirit on the cross. 

 

You were everything for me. 

 

Help me remember that Christmas is only the beginning of the story. After your death, 

you returned as the Risen One, never again to die, offering hope in the face of despair, 

love in the face of hate and life in the face of death. Your rising on Easter Sunday 

revealed the same message that the angel told your mother when he announced the 

coming Christmas: Nothing is impossible with God! 

 

You are life for me. 

 

Dear God, I know that I don’t always remember these things at Christmas. There are so 

many emotions swirling in my head this time of year. But I want to remember them. 

And I trust that the desire to remember them is itself a good thing and comes from you. 

 

This Christmas, give me the gift of memory, 

And I will remember that you became love for me, 

So that I can become love for others. Amen. 


