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Reflection:  Mary, the Mother of Jesus 

 

“This is bigger than me.”  In so many ways, that had become my mantra throughout his life.  

There is no way to describe what is was like to be the mother of Jesus of Nazareth.  Words can’t 

express the pride and pain that wrestled in my heart from one day to the next.  The joy of seeing 

him grow into a man so filled with love and compassion…the horror of watching his suffering at 

the hands of Pilate’s guards.  And then, the cross – the very thought is more than any woman 

should have to bear.   

 

That was my son!   

 

Ridiculed…beaten…tortured…nailed to the cross…   

 

That was my son!   

 

It’s more than any woman should have to bear, and all I could continue to say to myself was, 

“This is bigger than me!” 

 

This was bigger than him!  Among all I didn’t understand, that much was clear from the 

beginning.  That night that Gabriel came…I was just a young girl.  Betrothed to a loving and 

respected man, my future was promising.  We’d have a home…a family…a life of joy and faith.  

But, Gabriel’s message changed all that.  The life I expected was no longer the life I would live.  

I knew that the moment he spoke.  It was clear that God was at work in ways I’d never imagined, 

and it was clear that my life…that my son’s life…would never fit that picture I’d drawn in my 

childhood dreams.  But, the cross, no one could have imagined the cross! 

 

More and more, as Jesus grew, I had to remind myself that all this was bigger than me.  His 

compassion for others was unparalleled.  His love was like no other.  He had a willingness to 

stand against the inequities of the culture around us, no matter what that would mean for him.  

He brought hope to the hopeless.  He healed the lame and the sick.  God had given him a spirit 

capable of bringing the dead to life!  How was I to stand in the way of that?  My motherly 
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instincts screamed out to protect my son, but my faith reminded me that there was more to what 

God was doing here.  

 

As God continued to work through him…as more and more people were drawn into the wonder 

of his miracles and the heart of his message…I lost a bit more of my son every day.  He knew 

God had more in store.  His family was so much bigger than me.  My selfish heart wanted to pull 

him back…to fold him into the protective care of our home…to spare him the trials and pains 

that were becoming more and more likely every day.  But, this was bigger than me.  This was 

bigger than him! 

 

I always knew that our story would not be the story I pictured as a child.  I always knew that 

being the mother of Jesus would mean travelling a road I’d never imagined, and for years, it was.  

But, then…that day he was arrested…that day he was tried…that day Pilate had him 

beaten…that day he was ridiculed and tortured…that day I saw him hanging on the cross…  That 

was my son!  No woman should have to bear that sight!   

 

I wanted to scream.  I wanted to run up and pull him down from that cross.  I wanted take on 

every evildoer that had a part in putting my child through such horror.  I wanted more than 

anything to put a stop to it all, but this was bigger than me.  This was bigger than him.  His life 

brought hope and promise to countless people and his death brought life to all of God’s children.  

His pain was unimaginable.  My despair is something I could never describe.  But, this was 

bigger than me, and this was bigger than him.  And, each time I reminded myself of that truth, I 

found I was able to become a little more a part of what God had done through his son, and mine. 
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Sermon:  Bigger than Me 

 

“If any want to become my follower, let them deny themselves and take up their cross and follow 

me.”  (Matthew 16:24) 

 

You know, we’ve actually been engaged in this Lenten series since the Sunday before Ash 

Wednesday, and we’ve had the outline and flow of the sermons in place since early February.  

So, when everything began to shift in our public consciousness last week, Julie and I had the 

conversation about what would happen with the series.  Do we continue as planned?  Do we 

divert into the cultural chorus of ‘all Covid-19 all the time?’  What do we do?  And, as those of 

you who were with us last week know, we chose to stay the course.  We will address the 

outbreak in prayer each week but, we decided that we would continue to journey through Lent 

with the reflections that we had planned. 

 

Now, fast forward another week, the culture around us has hunkered down even more, the people 

of our church are increasingly engaged in the myriad of implications…and worries…and 

strains… that stem from all that is happening around us, and I turned my focus to the story of 

Mary.  I pulled up the planning document for the series, I read the summary that I had written for 

today’s worship, and I came across this line… “We can be grateful that we are not called upon 

to rise to meet the level of hardship she knew, but we also cannot escape the recurring reminders 

that sacrifice is at the heart of discipleship.”  Sacrifice!  All week, morning and night, that word 

has continued to echo through my heart. 

 

“If any want to become my follower,” Jesus says, “let them deny themselves and take up their 

cross and follow me.”  Many who are watching today have heard me talk about the fact that 

much of the heart of faithfulness, in my understanding, involves the decentralization of the self.  

Self-preservation is at the core of our biological construct.  In so many ways it is how we wired 

as human beings.  And there is an extent to which not only self-preservation, but self-service and 

self-indulgence are similarly wired into our social construct.  Like it or not, our biological 

foundations are grounded in self-preservation and those tendencies are often underscored and 

even exaggerated by the cultural forces that surround us.  Whether we realize or not, a substantial 

portion of our worldview is grounded in the question of what is in it for me!   

 

‘How will I gain in this?’  ‘How can I best thrive in this circumstance?’  ‘What is the best choice 

for me?’  These are the fundamental questions we often bring to the decisions of our lives, and 

one of the fundamental lessons that Jesus tries to drive home, again and again, is that we need to 

pull the self out of the core of that equation.  ‘How can I help others to gain in this?’  ‘How can 

we best thrive in this circumstance?’  ‘What is the choice that reflects the heart of Jesus and my 

relationship with God?’  In the face of the love we know in God through Christ, those are the 

questions we should be asking.  When we successfully decentralize the self…when we 

successfully set our hearts on the service of God and others, in lieu of ‘me’…that is the 

perspective that takes over in the choices that we make. 

 

Now, I want to reiterate that our Scriptural and thematic focuses for this series were in place long 

before our cultural awareness was taken over by the outbreak of Covid-19.  But, the truth is that, 

at least for many of us, this very well may be the most critical time in our lives in which we are 
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being confronted with exactly this issue.  And, yes, to some extent this about hording toilet paper 

and hand sanitizer in ways that prevent others from seeing to their own needs…and, to some 

extent this is about marching about without a care in the world because I’m not worried about me 

getting sick, all the while ignoring the manner in which I might carry that sickness to others.  

But, far more than any of that, this is about the questions we are asking ourselves in the face of 

the circumstances before us. 

 

Of any event in recent history, this stands among the top of those moments in which we really 

need to come to that understanding that was reflected in Mary’s words about the cross.  ‘This is 

bigger than me.’  Of any event in recent history, this stands among the top of those moments in 

which we need to look within and seek the heart of Jesus that will enable us to decentralize the 

self in the face of such widespread need.  Of any event in recent history, this stands among the 

top of those moments in which we need to stop asking questions about ‘me’ and start asking 

questions about ‘we.’ 

 

In the midst of the tremendous angst and consternation being felt by so many, one of the silver 

linings that has emerged in our church has been the budding conversation of our ‘Being Church’ 

task force.  This task force has been actively meeting and exploring the ways in which we can 

continue to be, and even more than ever be, the church – even when we aren’t physically 

gathering as a body.  Families are lining up to send cards and make calls to those unable to get 

out.  Younger members are clamoring to pick up groceries and medicines for those who are 

better advised to stay home.  From Bible story times to digital studies, we are looking at all sorts 

of ways that we can be church to, and with, one another in our time of need.  At the heart of 

everything we will do, however…at the foundation of every element of that initiative…will be 

our mutual willingness to decentralize the self and start replacing our questions of ‘me’ with our 

questions of ‘we and the very heart of God.’ 

 

Some of you have heard me talk, before, about a tradition we had (and I think they still have) at 

the Michigan Congregational Summer Camp.  There was a sign that was hung over the cafeteria 

door that read ‘I am third.’  The reference was to the concept of God being first, others second, 

and me third.  ‘I am third.’  Throughout the week, campers would be nominated as those who 

reflected that principle in one way or another and then, at meals, the selected camper would be 

brought forward, the story of their ‘I am third’ moment would be shared, the whole crowd would 

be chanting, and right before we left the room the camper would flip the sign to the other side 

which read, ‘Make a difference.’  As the sign was flipped, the entire group would yell, ‘Make a 

difference,’ and then we’d all go running off to whatever was next in the course of the day. 

 

Of any event in recent history, this stands among the top of those moments in which that is 

precisely what we need to do.  ‘How, in this midst of this circumstance, can I be third?’  ‘How, 

can I make a difference?’  ‘With calls, with errands, with generosity, with humility, with faith 

and calm, how can I reflect the heart of God into the world in a way that meets the pain of those 

around me?’  The possibilities are many, and the answer will be different for each of us 

depending on our own circumstances and needs.  None of the answers will come, however, if we 

don’t start by making that fundamental shift in the questions we are asking.   

 

Among what we heard from Mary this morning, I’m hoping that you heard her message that 
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becoming a part of what God was doing began with her acceptance of the fact that what God was 

doing was bigger than her.  What I’m suggesting is that our circumstance right here, and right 

now, is precisely the same.   This is bigger than me.  And, this is bigger than you.  The sooner we 

embrace that reality, the sooner we can become a part of what God is doing in the midst of it all. 
 

 

   


