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	We know very little about Jesus’ infancy, childhood, teenage years or the time of his twenties.  As the weeks of Christmas continue, we get the little bit that’s written about Jesus’ life all the way to his early thirties.  We get even less information about his parents or other family members.  Things we know from the Gospels are:  that Jesus was circumcised on the eighth day after his birth, as were all Jewish male infants.  We also know Jesus lived at home with his family in the village of Nazareth for all of his childhood, and that it’s likely he had brothers and sisters.  One event we know about is the time when Jesus, as a teenager, went with his family to Jerusalem to celebrate the Feast of Passover. He stayed behind without parental permission, to listen to and communicate with the Temple scholars about Biblical and maybe other matters.  Apparently, his parents were not yet ready for him to decide by himself to go off from the family like this.  And it seems they had words with him about what he had done.  Jesus apparently mended his ways after that; there is no further report of his acting on his own, without parental permission, as a youngster.  As far as the rest goes, we assume the family of Joseph and Mary and their kids were a regular Jewish family that lived faithful to the Law of Moses—that this family was pretty similar to other good Jewish families.  
	Of course, we all know more about our own families than the one we call “the holy family.”  We have a little time to share what we think was similar to or different from that of “the holy family.”  Right away, a big difference in my family was that our parents had different faiths—my father was a Louisiana-Cajun-Roman-Catholic and my Mother was a Mississippi-Protestant-Methodist.  The biggest adjustments seemed to be on my mother; she’s the one who moved from her Mississippi home and family as a young woman, to Cajun- Catholic southwest Louisiana for a teaching job.  She’s the one who had to promise that her children would be raised Catholic.  She’s the one who had to help family members attend Mass every Sunday and Holy Day, eat seafood every Friday, attend Catholic Catechism classes, and prepare for the Sacraments of Confession, Communion, and Confirmation.  Though I changed this later on, she’s the one who had to accept my entering the seminary to become a Catholic priest, and that her only son would have no family or children of his own.   Lot’s of adjustment!  Right?  Not to mention some of my Dad’s sisters never fully accepted my mother as good enough for them (not being Catholic).  And of course, there was the town gossip about the relationship between a prominent Catholic mother and the Catholic Pastor, and how much one of her children looked like “you know who.”  
	We five children never doubted the love each parent had for each of us.  They could be stern at times, backing it up with Dad’s slipper or Mom’s small tree branch that she had us break off ourselves.  I seem to find it easier to remember the differences from the holy family than the likes.  But, like the holy family, we were taught family values, and I have an immense gratitude for the love we were shown all those years.  

How about you?  What’s something in your family that was like or different from the holy family?
	
	  
	
