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Miracles happen every day. A tornado skips over a school full of children. A plane belly-flops into a river and all survive. Babies born prematurely survive. Cancer victims beat the odds and live far beyond doctors' predictions. A driver walks away from a head-on collision that left the car looking like it was run through a crusher. Miracles are the stuff of dreams, the content of millions of prayers, and the wishes of young and old alike. 


Miracles happen every day. Just not to us, though, right? When you hear of a miraculous event or healing, don't you feel just a twinge of jealousy? Though you may not suffer from demon possession, thank God for that!, still, stuff happens. Bad stuff, unwelcome stuff, hurtful and devastating stuff, stuff that can only have originated from or was caused by Satan, and the stuff leaves you in a seriously bad and maybe even dangerous predicament. 


And in the midst of those predicaments, a miracle seems to be the only way out. A complete healing would make life go so much better for an Alzheimer's patient. A miracle could save a marriage that is nearly gone. A miracle would alleviate the daily stress of living with chronic disease that has no cure. Miracles happen every day, but when was the last time one happened to you? 


At least we've never been in the sorry state this poor guy was in today's Gospel reading. What was it like to be demon-possessed? Never mind, I don't want to know. And neither do you, probably. How many days, weeks, months, heaven forbid, years! did he spend wishing and hoping and praying and aching for a miraculous intervention? And got nothing in response? We know the feeling. 


But wait. His condition is far more serious. What have you to do with US? THEY cried at Jesus. Oh. my. Two's company, three's a crowd, but when it comes to demons, uh, none is the only number. You thought your troubles were bad. You thought you needed a miracle. This poor tortured soul couldn't even get a word of help in edgewise when the only one who could help came near. Did he know The miracle-producer had just entered his life and it would never be the same again? Probably not. Most miracles usually don't get advance notice that something amazing is going to happen before it happens. That's the nature of miracles. They just happen, totally out of the blue. 


Those people that were standing around the synagogue that day sure didn't have a hint of the coming miracle. Suddenly, this poor soul shows up, and cue the sound track. A screeching, high-pitched audio hideousness comes forth, as the demons loudly confront Jesus. Ten thousand fingernails scraping across the blackboard type of verbal barrage. Though, I gotta admit, those demons sure can make a Christian jealous. Terrified as they are of the Son of God, still, the first thing out of their mouths is a true confession of Jesus. Makes a believer slump the shoulders in shame, y' know? 


Anyway, with a few quiet words, Jesus issues the command, performs the unthinkable, the unexpected, the so desperately wanted. Out of nowhere, Jesus acts. Pow! Miracle. Just another ordinary day for God. The screaming of the demons intensifies, the yelling gets ear-shatteringly loud, the man falls to the ground, convulsing violently, and the demons shriek with a horror I pray none of us will ever experience. The racket reaches nearly unbearable decibels and suddenly . . . (whisper) silence. One miracle all done. 


Look at the crowd. Mouths are hanging open, eyes are sending images to the brain, but the brain is not processing them all too well. It is shutting down, overloaded by the incapacity to comprehend what just happened. The mind locks up. Tight. “What is this?” someone says. No way, someone mumbles. What just happened? Did you see what I saw? I don't know, tell me what you saw and I'll tell you if it's what I saw, because I am having trouble figuring out what I saw. This doesn't compute. 


Now Mark, with a flair for the understated, writes that the crowd was “amazed.” Right. Amazed. Yes, that about sums it up. Quick, replay it, in slo-mo. Several times, please. Because it's going to take at least three or four viewings to fully grasp what just happened. Please, someone say it. That word. That long awaited, long prayed for, long desired single event in time that will completely alter the course of lives, not just the man's but the whole lot of them. Miracle. 


“And they were all amazed.” Though our English bibles translate the word Mark uses as amazed, in reality, it might be better translated as “uncontrollably overwhelmed.” Mark used a synonym with a similar meaning before, when he said the crowd was “astonished” at Jesus' teaching. That suitably describes pretty much how people react to some of the things Jesus did. 


So. Does “uncontrollably overwhelmed” characterize how you react when you see what God does for you? You know, each breath you breathe, each morsel of food you eat, each day you go to work and arrive safely back home, unscathed, especially when you consider the way some people drive these days, it's a miracle you aren't in an accident EVERY day. Maybe the problem is not that God is not acting. Maybe it's just that the acting He does do, we don't think is worthy of shock and awe reactions that some miracles produce.  


Perhaps we need to re-define miracle. Maybe we should be looking for miracles where we never usually expect to see miracles. Maybe we've been the receiver of miracles so often we've taken them for granted or no longer consider them to be supernatural activity. Maybe we need to consider that everything God does is nothing short of miraculous. 


Have you ever considered that miracles, yes, plural, happen every Sunday right here? Your sins are forgiven. Would uncontrollably overwhelmed be a good description of how you feel when you hear your sins are forgiven? And permit me to borrow Mark's word, your sins are forgiven “immediately”?
You eat the body and blood of the Lord. Jesus' word are spoken over the elements of ordinary bread and wine and suddenly, Jesus' very body and blood is real. Is this not a miracle? What are you doing about then? What do you see? Does a miracle happen before your eyes and you are not seeing it? 


Or how about when you eat that little bit of bread and sip that sip of wine and your whole being, from your dirty filthy sinful heart to your guilt-ridden muddied up soul is made white as snow? Do you get it, that at that moment, one of God's greatest miracles has just taken place? Immediately. Suddenly, all is well. Suddenly, your transgressions are taken from you. Suddenly, you are holy inside and out. Does that leave you feeling uncontrollably overwhelmed? It should.


But what happens instead? We claim we don't see no stinkin' miracle. Where's the miracle, we ask? We've still got the diabetes, the headaches, the cancer, the stress. We're still neck deep in the stuff and it'll still be there when we get home. We're still waiting for a miraculous intervention, some supernatural act of God to rescue us, and we're getting nothing but disappointment. 


You come here, burdened with worries and anguish and anxiety over a thousand and one cares. You come here heavy-laden with grief and guilt. You come here, having had a horrible week, having suffered setbacks and attacks, frustrations and doubts. You come here filled with sorrow and woe. You come here with a heart that has been broken, squeezed, and is covered in dirt. You come here with your own demons, and though they may not scream and shriek at Jesus, make no mistake about it, they know who's here. You come here, and you want a miracle to happen. You want Jesus to do something. Something wondrous. Something stupendous. Something life-changing. 


And he does. He performs miracles here all the time. He reaches down into the ugliness that has accumulated inside you and cracks open the door and out rushes the sins, the worries, the mistakes, the whole closet full of bad stuff. You may not hear anything, but God does. Your guilt shrieks, your pain yells, your brokenness screams as they are released and you are relieved of those burdens. With a loud noise, it all comes out and suddenly, there is . . . silence.


It is the silence that only God's grace can produce. It is the quiet of His astounding love that forgives unconditionally. It is the calm of peace with God through our Lord Jesus Christ. It is Jesus doing what Jesus always does, miracles. One right after another. To you and you and me. Miracles of life, resurrections from the dead, turning saints from sinners. 


What's more, isn't it astoundingly miraculous that all this takes place because of a death two thousand years ago? That miracle bears constant daily remembrance. For it was God, in human flesh, bleeding on that cross. God, in human flesh, died there. And God in human flesh rose three days later. And because of all that, supernatural healing takes place for you every day. 


Oh, but I've got more. In the middle of somewhat tense times for Trinity right now, smack dab in the middle of disappointment by all of us here with this church's forward progress, another miracle has just occurred. In spite of all the devil has done, in spite of all the distractions and roadblocks he threw up, two people want to join this church. So just take a moment and silently thank your Lord and Savior that He has done what he always does, often when no one is expecting it. He brings another person into his kingdom. The word was shared, over and over, members who were doing the work didn't give up easily, but kept at it, inviting, encouraging, being patient, waiting and praying and waiting and praying for the Lord to do a miracle. And suddenly, he did. 


This is how God works. Oh sure, God does do some earth-shattering, jaw dropping, eye popping wonders that blow even the staunchest denier of miracles away.  But more often, the wonders He does go by unnoticed and unappreciated. That doesn't stop God from doing them, though, because everything God does is miraculous, a wonder to behold. 


Like you. All of you. Walking, breathing miracles. Evidence of God's greatest supernatural work. He changed enemies into His ambassadors, raised the dead and made you His living witnesses, he made his foes the heirs of His Kingdom. “And they were were all amazed, saying 'What is this?” Amazed? Hardly. No, I think uncontrollably overwhelmed is a better phrase, don't you? For we have seen what God can do with sinful, lifeless flesh. Miracles do happen every day. Be on the lookout today, tomorrow, every day. Be ready to watch as God does wondrous things in your life. Amen. 

