“Behold Your Son”

“And a sword shall pierce your own heart also.”

For a moment she was sixteen again, holding her week-old son in her arms, the gnarled hand of an old man gently resting on her head, listening to his prophetic message.  He spoke as if looking down the corridor of time to an event distant in the future, yet the compassionate pain in his eyes as he looked at her was if he was seeing it first hand.  Her eyes large under the protective hand of Simeon, all she could do then was hold her baby closer to her heart and nod in partial understanding.  Those words continued to echo in her heart long after.

That had been over thirty-three years ago.  Now the words were now coming to life before her tear-blurred eyes.  Just above her, her Son was suspended on the coarse, splintered wood of a cross, struggling in agony for each breath.  Around her swirled a sickening vortex of sights, smells and sounds—the stench of burning garbage wafting over the hill from the hellish pit below, the strident shouts of people badgering and blaspheming her Son, the stony apathy of the Roman soldiers watching three men die, the surging crowd behind her, the smug approval of the religious leaders, the sudden eerie darkness that had descended three hours into the awful crucifixion process, the sobs of her own sister and the other women there with her at the foot of the cross, the strong arms of her nephew John around her and his mother…but she had eyes and ears and heart only for her Son hanging with spikes protruding from his wrists and feet.

Her Son…had it been so long ago?  It seemed like only yesterday her Joseph and Jesus were handling nails like those in their carpenter’s shop as father and son labored over another project.  From the time he slept in the wooden cradle his father had made, Jesus had always loved being around the wood and stone tools of a master craftsman.  He learned the trade from Joseph, patiently practicing the skills day by day until he at last could shape and fashion wood and stone into useful and beautiful objects.  How she loved watching the two laughing together as sunlight splashed on their work bench, calloused carpenters’ hands in perfect harmony as they labored together.

She had loved watching their Son grow up.  Miraculously conceived, his birth announcement sung by the angelic choir of heaven itself, she had always known her Son was unique among all the people who walked or would ever walk the face of the earth.  Yet, so much of those growing years had been so…ordinary.  Many days, she caught herself watching him, musing to herself that the Messiah was eating her soup for lunch…the Son of God was thanking her for His daily bread.  

There were times that reminded her that He was here on a mission that reached far beyond their small business in Nazareth.  That time when he was twelve…they thought they’d lost Him on the way home from a trip to Jerusalem.  After days of frantic searching, they had found Him in the Temple, matching wits and discussing mature theology with the professors there.  He had looked at them so innocently as he responded to their worried scolding. He hadn’t meant to alarm them, but didn’t they know He’d be in His Father’s house going about His business?

There had been times when He would get a far away look in His eyes, as if seeing far more than the natural eye could see and farther ahead than the natural mind could envision.  His grandparents, aunts and uncles commented often about what an unusually mature boy He was for his age as they watched Him play with his brothers, sisters and cousins.

It was when she heard Him pray that Mary could most see what only she and Joseph knew…the easy familiarity in which He addressed His Heavenly Father, the joy He took in worship, the way He could see His Heavenly Father’s hand in all things…those were the times when she knew her Son would not stay in Nazareth forever.  His mission was much larger.

He’d stayed in Nazareth after Joseph died, caring for her and the rest of the family, running the business, mentoring his brothers in carpentry skills, being a blessing to their entire community.  Everyone expected Him to carry on the heritage of another generation of craftsmen as his father and grandfather before him.  Inside, however, Mary knew it was only temporary.

One day He’d walked into the house as the lengthening shadows and red glow on the horizon were marking the end of another day.  He’d looked at her, not saying anything, but in His eyes she could see that His larger journey had begun.  Still not completely understanding, she’d given her blessing.  He’d made sure she was cared for, turning over the business to His brothers with everything in perfect order.  That was just like Him.

For three years He traveled, taught and transformed people all over their land.  Stories got back to her--some wondrous, some preposterous--about what He was doing.  From time to time He’d stop at home to see her…always too short a visit…and He’d pick her up in His strong arms and hug her to His heart, kissing her cheek softly as He left again.  So many times she’d wanted to ask Him to stay…but she knew He was a Man on a mission…and she’d let Him go, always promising her love and prayers.  His grateful smile and the look in His eyes as He left warmed her heart for days after.

Their whole extended family normally came to the Passover feast in Jerusalem each year, but this year she instinctively knew that it was vital for her to be there.  She needed to be near Him, because in her heart she knew His mission was almost done.

It had been an awful week.  After an entry reminiscent of a king coming in peace, rumors and insinuations about Him buzzed throughout the city, swollen to many times its normal size with pilgrims there for the feast. There had been the intense confrontation with the Pharisees in the Temple one day and then the sudden downward slide of events in one night that included a mockery of a trail before the Sanhedrin, an atrocious audience with Herod, a puzzling performance by Pilate, the shocking scourging by the soldiers, the blood stained steps through the winding streets out the city gate, and the final ascent to the skull shaped hill known was Golgatha, all the while being pelted with the deafening shouts of the crowd.

She had followed the crowd with her sisters and friends, letting John push through a place for them until they stood at the foot of the cross.  It was all she could do to see the horrific sight in front of her, but it was when the ringing blows of hammer on nails being pounded through flesh that her heart felt a stab of pain unlike anything she’d ever experienced.  It was then that Simeon’s words came back to her…

“…and a sword shall pierce your own heart, too.”
Now she understood.  It had all come to this.  But then, it had always been about this.  Somewhere, somehow in her mother’s heart she’d always known.  This was His mission.

She’d been looking at Him, longing to hold Him close to her heart again, watching Him forgive the very people who’d done this to Him…and then He was looking at her.


If He wouldn’t have been her Son, she could not have recognized Him.  His face was swollen from repeated blows, soiled from sweat and spit and dirt.  His beard had been yanked out in chunks, leaving His face deformed and bleeding.  Blood ran down His face from the rudely fashioned crown of thorns they’d smashed down on His head…yet when He looked at her with those gentle, loving eyes…the look of love she’d seen from them for over 30 years was unmistakable.

He winced as He pushed Himself up on the nails through His feet to gasp for a breath.  Breathing was torture, speaking nearly impossible.  His eyes were speaking volumes, but His words were few…

“Woman…it was a term of respect and endearment…behold your Son.   You’ve raised Me, loved Me, sacrificed for Me…now I’m am giving the ultimate sacrifice for you…and all humanity.”  Gratitude…love…release…so much in so few words!

Then Jesus looked to John, who had his arms protectively around his own mother and Mary, his aunt.  Behold…your mother.  He was trusting care of His mother to the disciple who loved Him.  John nodded in agreement and affirmation.  To the very end, the Son was caring for His mother, making sure everything was taken care of.

Then a spasm of pain shot through Jesus’ body and through her own heart and she reached out for Him, tears streaming down her face.  In that vast teeming mass of people around the Cross, she understood what no one else could…

The nails He’d used on the cross now made it possible for Him to forgive and cleanse, shape and fashion the most desperate, deceitful and disfigured human heart into something redeemed, beautiful and useful.  His last work with nails was the one job He’d come to do all along.  The mission was now complete…the sacrifice made… the way now open for the salvation for the entire world.  

Only she could call Him Son…but from now on, the world could call Him Savior.

Beyond the Story
To Help You Think, Pray, Share and Do

1. Mary had lived with a prophetic word about her Son for a long time.  Many mothers seem to have an instinctive knowledge of their children’s destiny.  If you are a parent, especially a mother, how do you relate to that “parental discernment?”  How does it affect the way you go about raising your children?
2. Mary’s remarkable courage to stay close to her Son in the midst of His greatest crisis is amazing.  Sometimes we don’t realize we have the grace to do what seems impossible until we’re in the midst of severe situations.  What situation might be like that for you right now?  Who needs you to “stay close in the crisis?”  Take a moment and ask the Lord for the grace and courage you need to come alongside those most in need.

3. Take a moment and pray for your children—or grandchildren, nephews, nieces, or even children in your church.  Every person has a destiny designed by God.  We all have a wonderful opportunity to be a part of shaping that destiny by our own influence.  Ask God to fulfill His plan for them…and help you play your part in His divine purposes for them.
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