
A Place Called "Nazareth"

On this twelfth day of your pilgrimage, the Church celebrates the Nativity of the
Blessed Virgin Mary — the dawn of salvation, the birth of the one whose yes
opened the way for God to dwell among us. Mary’s birth reminds us that God’s
saving work often begins quietly, almost hidden, like a seed sprouting in the dark
earth, or a child born in obscurity, destined to cradle the Light of the world.

Your steps today led you to Lanciano, where the Eucharistic Miracle proclaims what
Mary first welcomed: “The Word became flesh” (John 1:14). In this small church,
bread and wine have become Christ’s Body and Blood, a visible sign of the invisible
truth Mary lived every day in her little house at Nazareth. Centuries ago, at the
words of consecration a doubtful priest, uncertainty met miracle. The bread on the
altar brimmed with real human blood — visible, tangible, undeniable. he Eucharistic
Miracle of Lanciano is not just a relic of the past but a living reminder that Christ
continues to give Himself fully, vulnerably, and lovingly to His people.

From there, you journeyed to Loreto, to the Holy House of Nazareth itself — stones
that once held the laughter of a Child-God, the whispered prayers of a Mother, the
silent labor of a carpenter. Here, we are reminded that salvation is born not only in
cathedrals or miracles, but also in the ordinary walls of family life, where love is
practiced in hidden ways.



For me, walking this path with Papa, the message is clear: our own homes, even in
seasons of weakness or uncertainty, can become Nazareth. Papa’s recovery, slow
and fragile, is not wasted time but holy time, where God asks us to find Him in
patience, in care, in the daily “yes” of sacrificial love. Just as Mary’s hidden years
prepared her for her great “Fiat,” so too - I believe - that our hidden days of healing
prepare us for grace yet unseen.

Today, as we honor Mary’s birth, we learn that every beginning (or ending) — no
matter how small — is filled with promise. The Eucharist of Lanciano anchors us in
Christ’s abiding presence. The Holy House of Loreto invites us to welcome Him
anew in our own lives. And Papa’s journey, like Mary’s, reminds me that God’s love
is from east to west, entering our ordinary days and transforming them into
sanctuaries of hope, healing, and heart.

“Blessed are you, Mary, for you believed that what was spoken to you by the Lord
would be fulfilled” (Luke 1:45).
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