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Mona Simpson, a novelist and English professor, gave the eulogy at the funeral of her brother, Steve Jobs. Jobs was the founder of Apple, creator of the Mac computer, iPod, iPad, iTouch, etc etc etc.  He died this year after a long battle with pancreatic cancer.  
Simpson writes, “Death didn’t happen to Steve, he achieved it.  ...He was working at this, too. …This had to be done…Dr. Fischer gave him a 50/50 chance of making it through the night.  
“He made it through the night…His breath indicated an arduous journey, some steep path, altitude.  He seemed to be climbing.

“Steve’s final words, hours earlier, were monosyllabic, repeated three times.  

“Before embarking, he’d looked at his sister Patty, then for a long time at his children, then at his life’s partner, Laurene, and then over their shoulders past them.

“Steve’s final words were:  ‘OH WOW.  OH WOW.  OH WOW.’”
(www.nytimes.com)
Steve Jobs was moving towards the Infinite Mystery that lies beyond the boundaries of the created sphere, and whatever he saw, whatever lay beyond, impressed him. 
It must have been good.
Something was about to happen,


and Steve Jobs marveled at it.  
Something is about to happen to Mary.

She is about to encounter the Infinite Mystery that lies beyond the horizons of this realm, and it must be impressive.  But in Mary’s case, she is not moving towards the Infinite:  the Infinite is moving towards her.








Wow.

The Holy One is coming to her, of all people, a woman, invisible in the eyes of the law with no standing in the world…







Wow.

and the child to be born as a stranger, poor, obscure, without a home. This child would be great, the Son of the Most High.  His rule would extend beyond the reaches of the Roman Empire, and last until the armies of Caesar had scattered and the palaces of kings had crumbled:







Wow.

Something is about to happen to Mary,







and she marvels at it.

“How can this be?” she says…

Some people think that Mary is questioning, even challenging Gabriel when she says this, like Zechariah earlier in the chapter.  Zechariah had asked “How do I know this is true?” when the angel had made an announcement to him, and he was struck dumb for the duration of his wife’s pregnancy.

But there are no such consequences for Mary.  Her question is different:  “How can this be?”  It is not so much a question, as it is an exclamation, really – as when people are impressed or stunned or flabbergasted by a special effect or an amazing feat and they say  “How do they do that?!”  

“How can this be?”  She knows it can be, she knows anything can be, if the Most High wants it to be.  This Most High God is the master of marvels, after all.  Hadn’t this God created the stars of night, shaped a universe which is not only continually expanding, but also inflating… (Achenblog, Washington Post) …

hadn’t YHWH created the people of Israel, taken nobodies and turned them into somebodies, made the desert bloom with manna, and water spring from stone?







Wow.

G.K. Chesterton writes,  “God has given us wondrous clues about secret realities…”  Here in Luke 1, Gabriel announces the most wondrous clue yet, the clearest clue into the secret realities of the Being at the center of the universe.  The Holy One will come himself:  what does it tell us that this Infinite God wants to grow bones and organs wrapped in skin, and come forth from the womb to wail and wince and wimper – and to laugh and romp and sing in the world…

The fact of His coming, and the manner of His coming, are clues to what this Infinite Mystery is like.  The Being at the Center of the Universe wants us to know that He is not distant, cold, impersonal.  The Being at the Center of the Universe wants us to know that His ways are not our ways, that He does not value what we value.  The Being at the Center of the Universe wants to be connected intimately with us, to be in relationship with us, perhaps even wants to laugh and play with us-- a virgin, a babe, in a stable?!  Really?

The Holy One wants to embrace the fullness of human life – from beginning to end, our weakness, our hunger, our fear, our vulnerability, our frailty, our sickness, our longing, and our loving, our belonging, our passion, our delight, our growing and discovering, our striving, our conquering, our joy.

The Holy One who invented it all, wants to enter it, and share it, and lift it up and save it!
How can this be?  How can any of it be?






Oh wow.  Oh wow.  Oh wow.

Something is about to happen to Mary, 
and she bows her head and marvels.

Something is also about to happen to us, too.  To human existence.  When the Holy One infiltrates this realm and takes up residence among us, when Word becomes flesh, something is set in motion that will alter not only Mary’s life, but the character of human life itself.  “The world will be charged with the grandeur of God…” says the poet, “it will shine like shook foil!”  (Gerard Manley Hopkins)  

Like some new electrical current flowing in the realm of earth, the Most High will charge life with a holy presence, it will alter the parameters of our existence.  Now, what is possible will not be limited to what makes sense, to what is visible to the eye:  a virgin carries the Holy?  a stable cradles the savior?  Now we’ve seen everything, and we can believe anything.
Nothing will be impossible with God.
The desert just might bloom and burst into song,

the ears of the deaf just might be unstopped,

 the lame just might leap like a deer,

the blind just might be able to see …
not all of them, to be sure…some are still blind,
some still despised, outcast and poor, 

some babies do not grow up great, do not grow up at all.
The Infinite has come to inhabit the mortal realm – not the other way around, yet.  We mortals have not yet been admitted to the realm of Infinite Mystery.  We have only clues to those realities, we have not yet seen the whole.  But since the Holy has intertwined with mortal realm, the boundaries of what is humanly possible are penetrated, infused with a divine current, and something we cannot grasp is always about to happen.  

Now, life is stippled with things that don’t make sense, things which defy the natural order of things because Gabriel came to Mary, she bowed her head, and it all came to pass.

Now, the 5th grade boy at Barth Elementary school who sat next to me at lunch on Thursday, who at age 11 has seen things no child should see, and borne the care of his 4 younger siblings left daily in his charge, yet he smiles and dreams and gazes upon the world with sweetness and wonder…   How can this be?  
Now, the kitchen table of an isolated, lonely woman whom the world has forgotten becomes the meeting place of heaven and earth as the Lord’s Supper is shared. The Holy is present.  How can this be? 
Now Palestinian Arab families and Israeli Jewish families covenant to live together in a community of peace, and become a sign to their own people who destroy one another…how can this be?
Now, in a room in a nursing unit, a man bends over the wheelchair of his wife of 60+ years, and, avoiding the oxygen tube, he begins to plant kisses on her cheeks and lips like a schoolboy, until she giggles. How can this be?  

Something has already happened : the world is charged with the glory of God!  Do you see it?  If you do not see it, look closer, look deeper, look differently.  Impressive, impossible things –great and small -- happen.  They can happen to you. Perhaps they already are.
For some time, now, a number of us have been wondering about a guy named Todd who used to worship with us.  You may remember him:  he had long, thick light brown hair that fell below his shoulders. You could see Todd walking, walking, all over town – to the Giant, out Charlotte Street. Todd used to join us for dinner at Community Meals.  He was a bright young man with a gentle soul, and troubled.  Todd had schizophrenia, a mental illness that caused him to have delusions and breaks with reality. When Todd took his medication, he was bright eyed, and clear headed.  But most times he did not take his meds because they made him feel awful – he felt better without them.  So in those times, Todd might think he was a Nazi hunter, or Jesus.  

When Todd was with us, we wondered how to love Todd well.  He was not violent or aggressive, but at times he was disruptive.  And he was alone. He was estranged from his family who had lost track of him.  We formed a team to surround Todd, and to pray, for him, and for our own wisdom and guidance in how to care for him and for our congregation.  One team member used to take him to Phoenixville to the clinic to get his medications. One member helped work out payment plans for his electric and heating bills.  Other team members would sit with him in worship.   Finally, after a couple incidents that caused some concern, the team had to tell Todd that until he got back on his medications, he could not come to worship or Community Meals.  The team would still stand by him, but he could not be around the church community.

Telling him this was difficult.  It broke our hearts, but we felt it had to be done.  

After we told him, he was angry, hurt.  He would run away whenever he saw us around town.  The team could not reach him.  He was lost to us. Gradually, we stopped seeing him anywhere.  And for some time now, we have wondered what happened to Todd.  Was he alive?  If so, where was he living?  How was he living?
On Thursday, we got a card in the mail.  The return address said Todd Russo, Harleysville.  Inside, was this handwritten message:

“To Pastor Carter and Kary [sic] and a congregation who supported me through troubling times:    May the wonders of His love fill your heart with joy this Christmas and all through the year.   From Todd R.”
I showed the card to Carter, and to some members of the team: each, in his own way said,





“Oh wow.  Oh wow.  Oh wow.”
Something is already happening…
Bow your head and marvel.

Amen.

