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Grace and peace to you from God our Father and from the Lord Jesus Christ. 

 For nine months she carried him in her womb. Now, her son is carried in an open coffin. 

 When she lost her husband, this son—the only son of his mother—was a comfort to her. 

Now, she is without comfort. I imagine her grief so great, so deep, so profound, this mother 

is unaware of her own plight, her own precarious condition, her own horrible future. Her 

son—her only son—is dead. She has no one and nothing. 

 Nain’s townsfolk, her neighbors, remember when she was a beauty. They remember her 

on her wedding day, adorned with joy. They remember her announcement of the baby, 

adorned with new life. They remember, as well, the day her husband died and how they 

carried his body in a not-dissimilar coffin and to a freshly dug grave. Her son—her only 

son—was her comfort then. He provided for her. He was her safety, her comfort, her care, 

her support. Now, she is without. The remainder of her days—many days, if her broken 

heart doesn’t kill her prematurely—will be ones of deep and abiding woe. They will do 

what they can, these her neighbors will. They dug her son’s grave. They carry her son to it. 

But comfort her? They cannot. Her son—her only son—is dead. She has no one and 

nothing. 

 Jesus of Nazareth grew up just a half dozen miles from this town named Beauty, this 

town called Nain. He would’ve walked down this very road many times. He would’ve 

enjoyed this town’s hospitality. Perhaps, one time, Joseph and Mary and boy Jesus stopped 

and got something to drink here. Perhaps, Joseph visited with the boy’s father, Mary 

chatted with this mother, and Jesus played with this boy. They would’ve been about the 

same age—maybe our Lord a few years older. Who knows? 

 Still Jesus knew this mother’s son—her only son—her young son, whose posterity had 

been cut off, who would give her no grandchildren in her old age. Jesus knew this mother’s 

son, because Jesus, as his Creator, knew him even as he was being formed, knitted together, 

in his mother’s womb.  
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 Our Lord also knew this mother. In her, I imagine, He saw His own mother. “A sword 

will pierce your own soul also,” wizened Simeon, full of the Holy Spirit, prophesied in the 

Temple. This mother’s current grief would be His own mother’s future. Mary would watch 

as her Son—the Son she carried in her womb for nine months—her only Son—she would 

watch Him be crucified and carried from the tree and to His freshly dug grave.  

 When Joseph died, Jesus was a comfort to His mother. He provided for her. He was her 

safety, her comfort, her care, her support. When He would die—die because He must—die 

to save this mother, this young man—die to save these townsfolk of Nain—die to save the 

disciples following Him—die to save His own mother—when Jesus would die, He does not 

want to leave them with no one and nothing. Rather, He wants them to have every comfort. 

 The Lord approaches this mother in her grief, her sorrow, her torment and anguish. In 

deepest empathy, Jesus says to her, “Do not weep.” It is as if He is saying, “Allow Me to wipe 

away every tear from your eyes. Death shall be no more, neither shall there be mourning, 

nor crying, nor pain anymore. The former things will pass away.” This mother, I imagine, 

lifted her head, saw Jesus’ face, perhaps recognized Mary’s Son, and her tears were gone, 

her beauty restored. 

 Then our Lord strides and confronts the death of her son—her only son—and places 

His hand upon the open coffin. The pallbearers are forced to stop their procession to the 

grave. The freshly dug grave will not be needed. It will not be needed because the Lord is at 

hand. And with a Word, a glorious Word, a Word by whom all things were made and 

without whom was not any thing made that was made—with a Word of life and light to 

men—Jesus commands, “Young man, I say to you, arise.” 

 He does! Her son—her only son—lives! She has him—and with him, she has everything! 

Jesus raises the son. He saves this mother. Raising the son saves the mother. 

 That open coffin was laid down by those townsfolk of Nain. Another like it would be 

picked up a couple years later. Jesus takes the place of that young man. Mary’s soul is 

pierced, and she weeps and groans and wails as they carry her Son—her only Son—to His 

final resting place.  

 Perhaps she had heard of how her Son had raised this other mother’s son. More than 

likely, for fear seized Nain and they glorified God and witnessed, “A great prophet has 

arisen among us!” and “God has visited His people!” Their report spread through the whole 
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of Judea and all the surrounding country. Nazareth was but a half dozen miles from this 

town named Beauty, this town called Nain. And a truly beautiful thing had happened that 

day. Surely, Mary had heard the report. 

 Our Lord glorified God and witnessed, “The Son of Man must suffer many things…and 

be killed, and on the third day be raised.” Three times He foretold. Three times, also, did He 

raise others from the dead: this young man, Jairus’s daughter, and His friend Lazarus. Our 

Lord Jesus’ death is irrevocably and irretrievably intertwined with the raising to life. And 

these raisings foretold and foreshadowed His very own! 

 What comfort Nain’s report of resurrection would have been to Mother Mary! This 

mother’s son was raised. Hers would be, as well. Yet her grief was deep, her sorrow 

horrible, her very soul pierced just as they had pierced her Son—her only Son—and then 

gathered Him, wrapped Him in swaddling clothes, and placed Him in that freshly dug grave. 

 Death was not forestalled. Our Lord did not raise His hand, placing it upon the open 

coffin, preventing those bearing Him to His grave. Instead, this Son of Mary spreads wide 

His arms and throws them around death, embracing death, taking every bit of its bitter 

sufferings and pain. But this death is not His. No, it’s His mother’s death; it’s the death of 

this young man and the death of this widow of Beauty; it’s the death that stalks and looms 

over us all. 

 That death Jesus grabbed ahold of and bore the brunt of—all of it, everything. Because 

our Lord grabbed ahold of it, death was robbed of that young man. Death is robbed of us. 

Death has no one and nothing. Sons, once dead, are given back to their mothers: this widow 

at Nain, Mary, and every last one of them. Just as death couldn’t hold the Son of Man, so all 

sons have been rescued from death. Just as the Son of Man has arisen, conquering the 

grave, so all sons shall be raised on the Last Day. In the Son of Man, we have every one and 

everything. He is our comfort, our future, and our hope. 

 In Jesus’ name. 

The peace of God, which passes all understanding, keep your hearts and minds in Christ + 
Jesus. 


