
December 22: Silent Night 

Pray: Dear Lord, thank you for sending your Son, Jesus, to forever break the chains of death 

over my life. I admit that the busyness of the Christmas season often crowds out the whisper of 

your voice in my heart.  Please help me to refocus my mind on your goodness and meditate on 

your truth day and night. Amen. 

Read: “When they had seen him, they spread the word concerning what had been told them about this 

child,  and all who heard it were amazed at what the shepherds said to them.  But Mary treasured up all 

these things and pondered them in her heart.” Luke 2:17-19 

Growing up, our family would set up the Christmas tree every year on December 1st. I loved having a 

decorated tree in the house and would spend most of my time cuddled up next to it. Every night, after 

my family fell asleep, I would grab a pillow and blanket off my bed and quietly sneak downstairs to the 

family room. I would turn on the Christmas tree lights and plant myself on the couch for the long haul. 

There was just something magical about having the Christmas tree all to myself in the stillness of the 

night. Imagery of one of my favorite Christmas songs, Silent Night, would play in my head. I would 

picture the sweet, baby Jesus being swaddled in cozy blankets and sleeping peacefully next to Mary 

and Joseph. I imagined Mary gazing lovingly at her new baby King as a few precious barn animals 

contently provided some extra warmth. The twinkling lights on our Christmas tree reminded me of 

what the star may have looked like as it lit up the quiet night sky.  

It wasn’t until the birth of my own son that I started to question the authenticity of my Silent Night 

vision. The night Ethan was born, I found myself in a blur of sleep deprivation, pain, indescribable joy, 

dirty diapers, and culture shock. Our hospital room was filled with a frenzy of relatives bringing gifts 

of many different perspectives on how to raise a baby. I would imagine in Mary and Joseph’s 

humanness there would be some sort of the same hoopla happening. Exhausted from travelling and 

unable to find a room at the inn, they settled into a stable and placed their new baby boy in a feeding 

trough. They welcomed unexpected visitors and managed their first night of parenthood in the lowliest 

of circumstances. 

However, in the midst of all that was happening, Mary’s reaction seemed different then what I would 

have expected. As the shepherds were exclaiming all that they had heard about the baby Jesus, Mary 

seemed to be silent.  Luke says, “Mary treasured up all these things and pondered them in her heart.” 

Mary responded to the miraculous birth of king Jesus by opening up her heart and allowing God’s truth 

to take root. Maybe this is where we find the holy silence so commonly sung about on Christmas eve. 

When we allow ourselves to be silent and reflect on the great rescue plan of our Savior, we are making 

space for God to transform our souls. In the midst of whatever uncontrollable circumstances we are 

facing this Christmas season, may we find our own version of a silent night by treasuring his goodness 

and pondering his redeeming truth. 

-- Lynne McVaugh 

 


