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December 1, 2014
Romans 16:25-27; Luke 1:26-38
Smuggling God into the World

It’s four short days until Christmas.
Four days to
finish the shopping,
wrap the presents,
make the cookies,
decorate the tree,
mail the cards.
We all know Christmas is like babies.
It comes
whether we are ready for it or not.
Every year I fear
I won’t be ready.
It’s a reasonable fear,
more reasonable this year than most.
My cards just went out yesterday!
But, Christmas’ coming before I’m ready
isn’t my only fear.
I fear my money will run out
before I finish shopping.
Even more, I fear I will end up
in the after Christmas mad house
returning presents that didn’t work out
for one reason or another.
I tell myself Christmas shouldn’t be about fear.
After all doesn’t the angel Gabriele
tell Mary not to fear?
Then, I come to my senses.
What does Gabriel know?
Mary has every reason in the world to be afraid.
She is barely a teenager,
not yet married to Joseph,
when Gabriele comes to tell her
God has chosen her to bear the Christ child.
As it was with every woman then,
Mary’s life script had been written
years before she was born ~
marriage, home, children,
in that order.
(Kathryn Matthews (Huey), Sermon Seeds, 12.21.14)

She expects to begin living it out
in the not so distant future.
But, Gabriele’s unexpected visit
presents her with a choice,

which could throw her life into disarray.
If she chooses to become Jesus’ mother,
she risks losing Joseph,
who will think she has not been faithful,
That is not all she risks, however.
She also risks losing her life,
because in her day adultery was punished by stoning.
Mary has every reason to be afraid,
every reason to send Gabriele packing.
Amazingly, she decides “. . . to take hold of
the unknown life Gabriele holds out to her.”
(Barbara Brown Taylor, Sermon Seeds, p. ).

She tells Gabriele,
“Here I am the servant of the Lord;
let it be to me according to your word.”
With those three little words,
“let it be,”
Mary “ . . . agrees to allow God
to rearrange her life
for the benefit of the world.”
(Ashley Cook Cleere, “Pastoral Perspective,” Feasting on the Word, V. 4, p. )

In her sermon on this passage,
my favorite theologian and preacher, Barbara Brown Taylor,
tells us,
“ If we say yes to our lives,
(we) can take part
in the thrilling and dangerous scheme
with no script and no guarantee.
We can agree to smuggle God
into the world inside our own body.”
I absolutely love this description
of bearing God in our bodies!
I love it because it emphasizes the inherent risk
in saying, “let it be,” to God’s gracious invitation.
The risk is a fearsome thing.
Fearsome, because we can’t control
other people’s responses to us.
Fearsome, because
we cannot see the future,
so we don’t know what the outcome will be.
Fearsome, because we question our faith and courage
and wonder if we will be able to finish
what we started.
Fearsome, because we know
the world can sometimes be a scary place,
and we don’t know where the scary things are.
Yet, if we grab hold of our life,
if we allow God’s hope for us

and our love for God to empower and guide us,
we can say as Mary said,
“Let it be.”
When we do,
what a wonderful, amazing, fulfilling life
we have!
It’s a life lived revealing God’s love for the world.
That, my friends, is an exquisite blessing both for the world and us.
Through the years,
I have seen many, many people
smuggle God into the world in their bodies.
It happens in the most unexpected places,
at the most unexpected times.
Earlier this month at HEB, the man sacking groceries
for our food pantry smuggled God into my world
when I asked his name.
Thinking he said “Isis,”
I said,
“You must be reluctant to share that name
with strangers these days.”
Taking no offense,
he gently corrected me saying,
“It’s Issa and means Jesus.”
As we walked to my car, I asked how he had come to Austin.
He told me he was from Algeria,
had taught higher math there,
calculus, statistics, statistical inference.
had immigrated to the US seeking a better life,
but his lack of fluency in English
had prevented him getting a teaching job.
His goal was to improve his English
and return to his profession.
As he finished putting the groceries in my car,
he thanked me for talking with him.
I was blown away.
From the minute I engaged him in conversation,
Issa revealed God’s grace to me
even though I had unwittingly been ungracious to him
in the beginning.
In the past few weeks,
many of you have also smuggled God into my world.
Last, Sunday Eugenie smuggled God
into the called session meeting
as she talked about her faith journey
and what had led her to seek membership here.
Her description of HPPC
as a warm, loving, and hospitable church

made Christ very real to me.
Zach smuggled God into my world
as he held onto Niko and loved on him
during the cantata.
Ben, Karen, Doris, Michelle, and Joe’s response
to a need here at the church
smuggled God into my world.
April and the choir’s gift of music smuggled God into my world.
Where have you seen God smuggled into your world recently?
Where have you smuggled God into the world recently.
Every time someone smuggles God into our world,
the world becomes more like God hopes it will be ~
more just,
more peaceful,
more righteous
Every time we smuggle God into the world,
we become more like God hopes we will be ~
more respectful.
more accepting and welcoming.
more loving and compassionate.
Whenever this happens,
we birth life and beauty in the world.
Recently, I have been wondering
if we allow ourselves to get caught up
in the hustle and bustle of the season
to avoid thinking about
the season’s most important activity.
What is the most important activity of the season?
Smuggling God into the world in our bodies.
Allowing Christ to be born in us.
Although we may not realize it,
our frantic activity
diverts our attention from the work
of our becoming.
Maybe, just maybe, we embrace the frantic activity,
because we unconsciously perceive
the inherent risk of the work.
If we will slow down and get quiet,
we might hear Gabriele speaking to us, saying,
“Fear not, for you have found favor with God
and you will bear a son and his name is Jesus,
for nothing is impossible with God.”
Hearing, we might begin to
“make our house as fair as we are able,
trim the hearth and set the table.”
Love the guest is on the way.
Already, he is knocking on the door of our hearts,

patiently waiting for us
to invite him in,
hoping our response will be,
“Let it be.”
for nothing, absolutely nothing,
is impossible with God. Amen.

