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Mark’s Gospel this morning opens onto a scene of people trying to gather around a table.  Jesus has just finished appointing the twelve and now they enter an unnamed home where, apparently, a table is set but there is no room to sit.  It seems news of Jesus’ miraculous healings have spread.
  
The news has spread because people are talking about what they have seen; like the man with leprosy in the first chapter of Mark.
  Did you see it, did you see what Jesus did for me.  I came to him on my knees, begging him to heal me.  But as soon as I got close to him the crowd started shouting unclean, unclean, unclean.  That’s what they do when lepers come near.  But Jesus would have none of it.  He did not move away; instead he allowed me, even welcomed me, to approach.  And he spoke to me in low and comforting tones.  The words we exchanged no one will ever know, but when we finished speaking he said in a loud voice, Be Clean!  And immediately I was made whole.  He told me not to tell anyone but I told everyone who would listen.  This man named Jesus is more than he appears!
And another in Mark, Chapter Two, tells us,
 “Well, if you think that’s something, some of us took a friend who was paralyzed to Jesus.  But the crowd was so thick we could not get close.  So, we climbed, with our friend on his back, to the top of the house and began tearing through the roof.  Once we had an opening large enough, we let our friend down right in front of Jesus.  And do you know what he did?  After arguing with some of the teachers of the law, Jesus said to our friend, ‘Rise, take up your mat and walk.’  And before anyone could say uh huh or Amen, this man lept up and walked away.  The moment he got up everyone in town knew because we shouted it from the rooftops; no pun intended.” 
Yes, the stories of Jesus’ power had been told throughout the region and so, on the day we meet him and the disciples in the Gospel of Mark, they are surrounded once again.  The crowds have swelled, Jesus and the disciples have squeezed into this unnamed house; and there is no place to sit and no room eat.  
And then, arguably, the most amazing thing happens.  Mark tells us that Jesus’ family, his mother and his brothers,
 arrive.  And though we cannot see it in our English version, the original Greek communicates clearly they have come to take him away by force. It seems Mary, and her other boys, have decided that Jesus has been swept into a frenzy of self importance by the crowds and carried to lofty and dangerous heights of self promotion by the events of the past few days.  It seems Mary, and the rest of Jesus’ family, have deduced that Jesus is beside himself, that he is – in fact – out of his mind and; like any loving family they had better save him.
Now before we go any farther, before we are too hard on Mary and company, let’s look at the situation.  We are only in the third chapter of Mark and already Jesus has taken on the Pharisees and the teachers of the law, the big guns in town.  We are scarcely 1,000 words into this Gospel and Jesus has garnered way too much attention for the powers that be.  He has already, by the third chapter, gathered crowds larger than anyone else in town, shown his power to be great in places far too public for prying eyes, and proven to be more popular, more charismatic, and more willing to aid those in need than all of the others who fancy themselves in charge.  Mary, and her other sons, know what you and I know, when someone gets too big for their proverbial britches it is time to teach them a lesson.  His family knew, by his actions, Jesus had made himself an easy target for a take down, a convenient mark for a mob action; and so his family showed up to save him from himself.  
If I had been Mary and Jesus my son, all divinity aside, I would have sought to keep him safe as well.  But safety is not the thing Jesus came preaching.  Safety is not the thing he sought for himself or promised to his own.

And who are his own?  After all, this portion of the text seems to point toward the construction of a new definition of “his own”.  Who are his own?  Who are those whom Jesus considers, even claims, to be part of his “fav five”, his family circle?  Our Gospel text is clear; Jesus asks and answers the question; who are my mother and sisters and brothers; they are those who do God’s will.  
Now there are so many trajectories this sermon might take from this point forward.  You and I could pursue what it means to do the will of God.  If anyone is disappointed that that is not the trajectory I will take, there is a wonderful little book called the Will of God
 that I would recommend.  We might even wonder aloud together why Mark is so hard on Jesus’ birth family; Luke and Matthew – in their versions of this story – give his family a much softer treatment.  These and other possibilities bear great theological import but for our brief time together, I want to turn to Jesus’ construction of another, of a new, of a different family; and I want to do so using as metaphor the process of adoption.  And if any among us have participated in this process, and you are comfortable, I welcome your assessment of what I am about to say.
There are many ways to adopt; open closed, within private or state affiliated institutions; however, no matter how an adoption takes place there are some steps that are a must.  First, a parent or parents must make an informed decision about becoming an adoptive family.  Then next, the prospective parent, parents must undergo a process by which they gain approval to adopt.  Step three requires that a child be chosen for this new family.  And finally, the whole process is made final through the activity of the law.  Though they may happen in a sequence different than I have suggested, each of these steps, along with many others, is important to the process.  

Who are those whom Jesus calls his family, his brothers and sisters?  They are those who have been adopted into the family of God, those who will be loved by God and who, as a child does, will learn from and obey God.  Beloved of God, before you were born God knew you and wanted you in the family.  Before you drew your first breath God had seen you in your being, had chosen you for his own.   Of you God said, this is my beloved, this is my heart’s song, this is the child I love and whose love I want to receive.  This is the one I want to guide and teach, the one I want to form and in whom I want to place my very best so that they can the very best.  Before you and I were, God made an informed decision that the family would be incomplete without us, without our presence.  And so God made up in the Divine mind that God would be an adoptive parent and you and I the chosen children.
And God did not stop by making just this one decision.  No, before in the beginning was the beginning, God invited the first born son into the conversation.  I was not there, and I do not know just how it went, but with a Spirit inspired imagination it may have sounded something like this, Jesus I know after your birth your earthly mother will bear more children, but Son your siblings will not end with those she bears.  I have brothers and sisters for you who will represent every nation and every tribe, every tongue and every hue, every orientation and every difference.  You will have a family more numerous than there are stars in the sky and you will be their elder brother not through DNA but through their desire to do my will and because I have adopted them.  And Jesus said, yes my God, the more the better.
Through the son, God applied to be your parent and mine.  He applied by sending himself, wrapped in flesh.  He applied by sending the Son in his stead.  And the Son applied.  He applied his love to those who were without love, saying Greater love has no one than this that he lay down his life for his friends.  He applied his patience so that none would be left without a chance to come, let all who are burdened and heavy ladened come and I will give them rest.  He applied his wisdom that all who might know him, all who might be near him, would gain from his words and delight in his truth.  I am the way the truth and the life.  And he applied his resources so that, as the choir sang, the table would always be set and we would be nourished by His sacred story, by a banquet now made holy.  He applied all his power so that none might be left outside and all might come to the table without money, without cost.   
God, decided, I will adopt.  God applied, through the life of the Son to be seen worthy, and then God matched the Divine being with an appropriate child, with appropriate children.  Oh how I wish I had a mirror large enough for you to see yourself.  I wish I had a mirror so that you might see in this very instance what God sees; you.  Your face, your heart, your soul and your mind, God’s sees a child no less loved that Isaac. No less loved that the Poloma’s Alexandra.  No less loved than Simmon’s Maggie, or the Campe’s Hailey of the Davis’ Jake.  God sees you, his child.  And God knows that we who are his children need a loving parent.  God knows that as children we will grow best in a supportive family, where our hopes and dreams are nurtured in a home and around a table piled high with food that will not end; the food of grace, of mercy, of love of joy and of God’s presence.  

And, beloved of God, our adoption process was finalized not by a legal action, not by the law.  No our adoption was made complete by grace through faith.  Grace that walked up a hill and was raised on a cross.  Grace that bids us, in the season of Lent, to look fully into the face of love, into Christ’s face.    Yes, our adoption was finalized when, as Paul tells us, we were made forever God’s children through faith in Jesus Christ.  And not only was our adoption finalized we were, we are, made heir to all the abundance that is in Christ Jesus.  We are made heir and we have been made to be true family.  

Even though Mark’s Gospel tells us there was not room enough for Jesus to sit and dine with his newly adopted family in that first century unnamed house; in this 21st century household of faith there is room for all; room for all who seek to know Christ, to seek to know him for themselves.  There is room around this table, and there is more than room; here at the table of the Lord there is love and forgiveness, hope and power, joy and peace.  Here at the table is our brother and our God, waiting to meet and dine with us.
On this first Sunday, on a Sunday when we have dedicated a new and innocent child to God, come beloved of God, come because you are God’s child, come to a table set by a God who is father and mother, who is brother and friend.  Come and listen to his word.  Come and know that God’s presence is stirring your mind.  Come and bring your pain, your heartache, your hope, your dreams, your disappointment, your anger, your sorrow, your joy.  Come because there is room and because there is a parent waiting for you so that he might tell you again, or for the first time, you are m y child and a child beloved at that.   
Come, because you are welcome.  Come because you are included.  Come because by faith, through grace, you are a child of God.  Come and reconnect to your family.  Come and recommit to doing God’s will.  And what is that will?  That we may know Christ’s word, follow it surely and love it deeply.  And what is that will, that we may go into the world as sign and symbol of Christ’s love; reaching to those who are without, standing with those who are alone, being light in dark places and hope that stands against hopelessness wherever it appears.  
Yes, come to the table, brothers and sisters, sons and daughters, beloved of God and know that this table is immense enough to hold us all.  And if this day there is something, anything that remains in your heart that might separate you from a sibling who sits near, in a moment when we pray, lift it in your hand – at least symbolically – and offer it to God, the way a child would show a loving parent an injured hand.  Offer it to God and ask the God who loves you fiercely and without condition to show you how to heal that tender place; that injured relationship.  
This day, we come; we who have been adopted, we who are now fully sons and daughters, fully family.  Is it not good that there is welcome at the table, that there is pardon at this table, that there is love at this table.  Come family of God, for at God’s table there is always room for you.  Let us pray. 
� Mark 3:7.


� Mark 1:40-45.


� Mark 2:1-12.


� Yes, Mary did have other children (e.g., Matthew 13:35, Mark 6:3).


� The Will of God by Leslie D. Weatherhead.  The book is a classic and offers a wonderful insight into the will of God.  There is a caveat however, originally written in the 1940’s, all of its metaphors and examples are drawn from that era.  It offers a view of women that is definitely 1940’s and even might offend.  However, if one can move past the arcane examples and reach for the essential truths, it is a marvelous and short read.  The book is readily available on Amazon.com and was reprinted in the late 1990’s by Abingdon Press.
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