Pentecost 11

While pondering the homily for today, yesterday I was sitting in my study and my eye was attracted to the Church Kalendar and I noticed that the Month of August is predominantly green, but there are three days (one red and two white) that stand out and shine like bright flowers. The red one is on the 24th, the Feast of St. Bartholomew, the first white one (6th) marks the Feast of the Transfiguration, and the second happens to be yesterday (15th) for the Feast of St. Mary the Virgin, Mother of Our Lord and Savior. So I changed the stole on my Church Mouse to white and I thought about Mary who she was and what she means to us and as an example to us.

We have glimpses of Mary as a person throughout the Gospels, and by far the most telling portrait is found in the Gospel According to St. Luke, starting with the visitation by the Archangel Gabriel and the prediction that she will be the Mother of the Christ. And with this visitation we find that we are in the realm of the possible, because, as the Archangel informs her, “Nothing will be impossible with God.”

What are these possibilities? There is the possibility that we and all that is around us are part of the same creation and the same creative process, that God is still actively engaged in his creation and in the created order.

There is the possibility that our forbears lost their sense of their intimacy, their nearness with God, not that God had abandoned them but they had lost sight of him.


There is the possibility that God came to us in the form of a little child who grew to manhood, granted us Salvation and died for our sins so that we too could rise forgiven.


There is the possibility that he is with us still in the faces and forms of the New Creation that he formed for us.


There is the possibility that he, living in us, has formed us into his body to continue the work of that New Creation.

This and much more is possible with God, but certain things have to happen, and these are shown to us in Mary’s rôle as a Model Christian. In the Gospel According to St. Luke, at the time of the Visitation, we see the human reaction when confronted with the reality of the Christ: when she is first approached and greeted (“Highly favored one”) we are told that Mary is “troubled”.  When non Christians are confronted by the reality of Christ, the concept is foreign and strange, giving rise to troubling and unsettling thoughts. When informed of her function in what is about to happen she responds by saying “How can this be, I am a virgin”, in essence saying “I’m not qualified.” Many of us feel ourselves inadequately qualified to carry out the task that has been set aside for us, but, like Mary, we are given assurance that God will provide the resources so that the work can be accomplished, “All things are possible with God”.

Mary’s response to the inevitable is contained in the words, “I am the servant of the Lord, let it be…” This is not submission but rather joyful acceptance of what has to be, not “lying down” and letting circumstances roll over us but a willingness to work hand in hand, stewarding the New Creation. Later, when visiting Elizabeth who is carrying John the Baptist, the herald of the Christ, Mary feels the reality of the life within her and raises her voice in the wonderful hymn “My soul magnifies the Lord, and my spirit rejoices in God my Savior…” The Magnificat. Yes, being part of the body of Christ is an occasion for celebration and joy.

Many of us can identify with all of these reactions and aspects and we can see Mary as a rôle model for the Christian – but she is also a mother.


Some 16 years ago I was attending a Clergy Conference at the Weber Center in Adrian, Michigan. The Conference was interesting, at least the plenary sessions were, but I found myself seeking solitude at other times, not wanting to bee entangled in a debate about the Wilderness existence if the Church and what it was doing wrong. Since it was a Roman Catholic retreat center, the influence of Mary was everywhere, and in the times of silence, I found myself thinking about her and, finding pen and paper, I found myself writing the following, which I have entitled:
Saturday

(Mary speaks) What?! What did you say he said? No! No! No! You stupid great lummox, you must’ve got it wrong…or are you making things up? I know you, I know you want to be leader now he’s gone, and you think you can make up things and use them to your own ends! I’m on to your little game, my lad. It won’t work. No I don’t believe any of you, its all lies, a conspiracy. He didn’t say that, he wouldn’t say that!...What about me, didn’t I have anything to do with it? “This is my body!” Indeed, the very idea. I carried him for nine months. I gave birth to him, for God’s sake! His body was my body, flesh of my flesh, not a mixture of baked oil and flour and water, but my flesh and, yes, my blood too. His blood was my blood, not this coarse red wine, pah! – tastes like vinegar. No. I demand this must stop, you mock him and everything he tried to do if you go on. I’ll not allow it. Anyway, it’s Saturday, you should be in the temple, praying for him – because – he’s dead…my baby is dead; yes, he was my oldest, my first born and I’ve had four others besides, but he was something special, something unique, and different, and because he was different, they took my baby and mutilated him on that piece of wood. Oh! My heart is in pieces; he didn’t deserve that. I felt each nail as it was driven in; I felt the spear as it tore into his side and the warm, sticky gush as it was pulled out. And part of me died then too, it was like a tearing inside and something that used to live there became dull and lifeless. And now this mumbo jumbo about his last time with you! His body, indeed, his blood. He didn’t say that! You heard him speak and teach – he never said anything like that before, why should he then? I just don’t follow. But you all say he said it? Those were his words? Anything else? – “Know that I am with you always”? Oh, rot. That’s ridiculous. I know that he knew he was going to die, and now he’s dead, and I’m half dead and he isn’t here, he can’t be, except when we think of him and feel him in our hearts. Maybe he was trying to tell us something after all – that as long as we remember, he is still living and always will live. Yes, maybe that’s it. I’m an old, silly woman, and I hurt and grieve that my son is dead – sons shouldn’t die before their parents – it’s not fair! I’ve an empty, dead hole inside. I’m sorry…I’m sorry I interrupted you, obviously this ritual is important for you, Simon, and for all of you. Please go on and ignore me, and maybe, later, I’ll have a little bread and wine to help heal this wound of mine – and remember my son.
May it be so with us as it was with Mary.

Amen.
