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Great Big Love For You 
Micah 5: 2-5; Luke 1: 46-55 

Jon Frost 
 
 
On October 2, 2017, Rachel and I were driving along a perfectly straight Wisconsin 
highway under an endlessly expansive Wisconsin sky. It was the night before the birth 
of our twins, Henri and Lena. As some of you may know, they were carried and 
delivered by a gestational carrier, or surrogate. We were driving back from dinner in the 
quiet, and the butterflies in my stomach were growing into the size of pterodactyls. As I 
often try to do in poignant life moments, I wanted to find the perfect song to accompany 
us. So I chose this song with this chorus. 
 

It’s a great big world, it’s a great big moon 
It’s a great big sky, and a great big world for you. 

 
It’s the song “Great Big World” by the artist David Wilcox. As we were getting closer and 
closer to becoming parents, questions were racing through my mind. Do you know 
everything you’re supposed to know? Will you have what it takes? For this particular trip 
I had brought along several of the baby books I had meant to read months earlier and I 
was poring over them as if I could cram for fatherhood as if it were a math exam. We 
listened to this song on loop and it calmed my nerves because it conveyed this sense 
that as big as this world is, our hearts would grow and rise to the occasion. We might 
not know everything there is to know, but we can love.  
 
There is a phrase that has stuck with me throughout this Advent season, I believe used 
in a prayer that pastor Jennie Clark prayed one of the first weeks of Advent. And that is 
that we are a people suspended between hope and fulfillment. I find it to be such a 
powerful image that captures so much about Christian spirituality in general, but 
particularly the pronounced way we enter into that suspension in Advent. It’s a phrase 
that also characterizes so well the faith of the Jewish people we meet in the Hebrew 
Scriptures and those we meet at the time of the birth of Christ. 
 
The prophet Micah delivered his message in the 8th century before Christ, in a time of 
great upheaval. The Jewish people, by then divided into two separate kingdoms in the 
north and south, witnessed the fall of the northern kingdom to the Assyrian empire in 
722. Though the southern kingdom of Judah remained, they experienced a life of 
subservience to the Assyrians in the form of economic oppression, largely on the backs 
of the most vulnerable. It was to these people, living nervously and anxiously close to a 
foreign imperial power, suspended between hope and fulfillment, that Micah delivered 
his message. 
 
By the time the angel Gabriel visited Mary, the Babylonian empire would conquer the 
remaining southern kingdom of Judah. Then came along the Greek, Seleucid, and 
finally Roman empires. Throughout this time the prophetic hopes and dreams never 



completely died. But they were never completely fulfilled either. Among the collection of 
texts throughout the centuries that kept flickers of hope alive is this promise from Micah 
- flickers that would burst into flame in the song of Mary. 
 
Micah’s words have strong evocations of the days when David was king in its citing of 
geographic location - Bethlehem - and family identification - Ephrathah. “From you O 
Bethlehem of Ephrathah shall come one who is to rule, whose origin is from of old, from 
ancient of days.” “He shall stand and feed his flock in the strength of the Lord.” This, a 
reminder that the period of their history which conjured up the most longing and 
nostalgia - the time when David was king - came about by God acting in a most 
surprising way, when God chose the shepherd boy David to be king instead of his more 
outwardly qualified brothers.  
 
For the people in Micah’s day, it was a precarious existence. Life was painful like the 
ordeal of labor, but deliverance would soon come. And when he who would deliver them 
comes, they will dwell secure because he shall be the one of peace.   
 
Throughout Advent we have journeyed with various prophets of promise - Jeremiah, 
Malachi, Zephaniah, and now Micah. Each of them painted a picture of what God’s 
deliverance would look like largely through the language of metaphor. There was the 
Righteous Branch imagery of Jeremiah; the refiner’s fire and fuller’s soap of Malachi; 
the joyful announcement of the warrior king of Zephaniah. As you listen to prophetic 
language, you notice that it really isn’t predictive in a specific sense - like “The Messiah 
will arrive on such and such date at such and such location.” Prophetic language stirs 
and provokes the imagination. It is the stuff of dreams and longings for more so than the 
stuff of facts and data. 
 
So, all of these broad images and metaphors are keeping hope alive as we open the 
beginning pages of the New Testament Gospels. But let me add one more metaphor 
into the mix. I came across this wonderful insight recently that in the Hebrew language 
of the Bible, the word normally translated as “compassion” is the plural form of a noun 
that in its singular form means “womb.” So, behind every use of this word so closely 
associated with the character and actions of God -  there is this rich connection between 
these words that share the same root in Hebrew - compassion and womb.  
 
To say God is compassionate is to conjure up the image of a woman carrying a child in 
her womb with all of the potential richness that image entails. It makes you think of the 
Sarahs, the Ruths, and the Hannahs of the world whose hope for growing their families 
had all but died and how God seems to have a special love for those particular people. 
And it is no wonder that in Luke’s Gospel, the first to share the good news of God’s 
visitation are two pregnant women - cousins - whose beings have come alive in the 
wonder of what God is doing. 
 
Maybe it’s the natural response to the knowledge that you are carrying a child. Maybe 
it’s part of whatever it means that the power of the Most High overshadowed Mary, but 
her song is pure fire. There is a strength, a grit, and a fierceness to Mary’s words that 
makes me tremble. Far from a sweet lullaby, this is a protest song, a warning to the 
powers of the world that their power is a sham.  



 
They have stacked things so that the hungry will always be so - that the poor will always 
be so. That their thrones will always be secure. But Mary is putting the powers on 
notice. A great reversal is coming. In the fullness of time, in the fullness of now, the 
Mighty One will show up. The hungry are filled. The rich are turned away - all in 
fulfillment of the promise made long ago to Abraham.  
 
German pastor and theologian Dietrich Bonhoeffer said this about Mary’s song in a 
1933 sermon. “The song of Mary is the oldest Advent hymn. It is at once the most 
passionate, the wildest, one might even say the most revolutionary Advent hymn ever 
sung. This is not the gentle, tender, dreamy Mary whom we sometimes see in 
paintings.…This song has none of the sweet, nostalgic, or even playful tones of some of 
our Christmas carols. It is instead a hard, strong, inexorable song about the power of 
God and the powerlessness of humankind.” 
 
I think Mary grasps the fact she is being caught up in something so much bigger than 
herself. She must know that overthrowing rulers and upsetting the status quo will not 
happen without some pain and struggle. Surely, she would soon realize that her 
motherly instinct to love and protect could not ultimately keep her son from his mission. 
But when you get down to it, to love this child with every fiber of her being is the only 
thing she can do. 
 
More than simply being a vessel for delivering Jesus, this year I am seeing the in Mary 
one of the most clear and distinct images of how God loves us. God loves us with the 
fierceness and protection of a mother trying to keep harm from her children. God loves 
us with the joy and laughter of a mother bouncing a child on her knees. And Jesus 
Christ is the best sign of that love - that God is with us - that God is carrying us - 
wherever we are in the suspension between hope and fulfillment this day. The womb of 
God’s compassion is big enough for whatever we’ve got. Amen. 
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