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Luke 4: 21-30       
21The he began to say to them, “Today this scripture has been fulfilled 

in your hearing.” 22All spoke well of him and were amazed at the gracious 
words that came from his mouth. They said, “Is not this Joseph’s son?” 23He 
said to them, “Doubtless you will quote to me this proverb, ‘Doctor, cure 
yourself!’ And you will say, ‘Do here also in your hometown the things that 
we have heard you did at Capernaum.’” 24And he said, “Truly I Tell you, no 
prophet is accepted in the prophet’s hometown. 25But the truth is, there were 
many widows in Israel in the time of Elijah, when the heaven was shut up 
three years and six months, and there was a severe famine over all the land; 
26yet Elijah was sent to none of them except to a widow at Zarephath in 
Sidon. 27There were also many lepers in Israel in the time of the prophet 
Elisha, and none of them was cleansed except Naman the Syrian.” 28When 
they heard this, all in the synagogue were filled with rage. 29They got up, 
drove his out of the town, and led him to the brow of the hill on which their 
town was built, so that they might hurl him off the cliff. 30But he passed 
through the midst of them and went on his way.  

 

Ahh, yes, yes, please, come in, sit down, hurry, hurry, we must get 

started! We only have so much time and do I ever have a story for you! Oh 

dear, pardon me, I should introduce myself! My name is Bina, that means 

“understanding” in Hebrew, and boy, now, I understand so much more than I 

once did! But, more on that later. I suspect you haven’t heard of me before, 

I’m just a widow from Nazareth, but I can remember that day as if it were 

yesterday!   

We were all so excited to go to synagogue that day! One of our very own 

had come back to visit! Parents and grandparents, you know how it is, when 

one of your kids or grandkids comes home unexpectedly! Synagogue that 

night was going to be great! Jesus was back in town! Mary was elated when 

he showed up! I was out in the yard when I heard her surprised shriek as she 



   

spotted him out her window. She met him at the door and wrapped him in a 

hug before pulling him inside so they could talk, but word spread fast 

through town. One of our own was back! Synagogue was going to be packed 

that night!   

And sure enough, it was! I got there early so I could greet Mary and get 

a spot next to her, just like every Sabbath. Synagogue was buzzing with 

energy. All of us women could barely contain ourselves as we gathered 

around Mary, who was glowing with joy.  Even the men up near the front 

were glad to see him again. I caught a glimpse of several slapping Jesus on 

the back and shaking his hand as they welcomed him home. It had been a 

while since any of us had seen him, so it was no surprise that he had been 

invited to read from the scroll of the prophet Isaiah.   

“The Spirit of the Lord is upon me, because he has anointed me to bring 

good news to the poor. He has sent me to proclaim release to the captives and 

recovery of sight to the blind, to let the oppressed go free, to proclaim the year 

of the Lord’s favor.”   

It was a familiar text to these old ears. We hardly needed anyone to 

remind us that it spoke of the coming Messiah. Living under the Roman 

empire for as long as we had, we took these words seriously and eagerly 

awaited the coming Messiah who would heal people and throw off the 

Romans. We looked for the day when Messiah would come and set us free! So, 

Jesus read these familiar words and we waited expectantly for what new 

teaching he could possibly share with us. He sat down as if he was going to 

teach and, I can tell you, you could have heard a pomegranate seed drop in 

that synagogue! Everyone was watching him, waiting for what he would say 

to us. I remember my heart feeling so full at that moment. This was little 

Jesus, who had grown up climbing the olive trees with my sons. We had been 

neighbors of Mary and Joseph for so very long; Mary and I swapping meal 



   

ideas early on in our marriages; Joseph fixing up my old stool with the 

rickety seat. Mary and I had just been reminiscing a few days before as we 

hung our laundry, talking about the kids and how we missed the days when 

our families would all sit around the table together telling stories and 

laughing … oh, how those kids would laugh … well, they were hardly kids 

anymore … I mean … there Jesus was, in his 30’s sitting before us looking so 

… strong, and so sure of himself.   

“Today this scripture has been fulfilled in your hearing,” he said. “Yes!” 

we were all thinking, “Tell us about how Messiah will heal and free us!” As 

he spoke, he spoke with such grace and authority, and you could hear that 

even the men were in awe. “Isn’t this Joseph’s son?” someone asked. I quickly 

glanced at Mary next to me to see her reaction. After all, I know that for 

years after my husband Jonathan died, hearing his name was such a 

bittersweet experience. But when I looked at her, she didn’t look pained at 

the reminder of Joseph’s passing at all. As a matter of fact, she was smiling 

from ear to ear, it was almost as if she had been waiting for this moment all 

of her life. The synagogue was full that night, not just with all of the 

neighbors, no; it was filled with hometown pride. I mean, I know we’re not 

supposed to be prideful, but how could we resist?!   

That’s why what happened next is so confusing. “You’re probably going 

to ask me why I don’t cure myself!” he said. “And, you’re probably about to 

tell me I should do here what you’ve heard I’ve been doing over in 

Capernaum!” I remember the surprise that came over us, all at once. It was 

like Jesus was taunting us, or something. I mean, sure, we had heard what 

people were saying about him. And, would it really have been too much to ask 

of him to take away the knee pain that Dorcas was having, or to remove the 

clouds that had appeared in Abner’s eyes? We had raised him, after all, and it 



   

wasn’t like we were strangers like those people in Capernaum! I don’t know 

why he wanted to pick a fight with us, his elders, his family, of all people!   

By the time he started quoting our own teachings back to us saying, “no 

prophet is accepted in the prophet’s hometown,” the rumblings in the 

synagogue had really ramped up. It was just too much! There we were, 

having welcomed him back into our synagogue, back into our lives, allowing 

him to read our scrolls … and then he begins insulting us in such a way?!  We 

had done nothing but love him!   

Of course, he didn’t stop there. He went on to turn our own stories, our 

own history against us to suggest that God’s blessing wasn’t just for us! It 

was if he saw himself as one of the prophets telling us that we weren’t God’s 

chosen people and we needed to change! Of course we knew the story of 

Elijah helping the widow at Zarephath, but to go on and on telling us that 

there were plenty of widows in need at the time due to famine and that God 

sent Elijah to help only one widow, but not an Israelite widow. Being a widow 

myself, his words … they just … hurt. Why wouldn’t an Israelite widow 

receive that kind of help from Elijah? And, how could Jesus say these things 

in front of his very own mother, an Israelite widow herself?!   

But he wasn’t finished there. He just kept going. As if retelling us the 

story of Elijah wasn’t enough, he had to rub the story of Elisha in our faces.  

As you probably know, the prophet Elisha healed one solitary leper. That 

leper … was the commander of the Syrian Army; the army that oppressed our 

people for years. It was all just too much to have him standing in our 

synagogue telling us that God’s love was for the Gentiles … for the Romans 

and the Syrians … for all the people who had oppressed us throughout 

history.   

I can’t even tell you what happened next. The anger was blistering hot 

and before I knew it, I was swept out the doors and down the streets with the 



   

crowd. The rage coursing through the mob was so strong. I knew we were 

headed toward the edge of town, but I didn’t know what was going to happen 

… and now, looking back, I’m not even sure if I knew what I wanted to 

happen …. This was Jesus, best friend to my own son, Benjamin, but why 

was he saying such outlandish things?! It was almost as if he wanted to make 

us angry with him.   

I wasn’t at the front of the crowd, so I don’t know how he did it, but 

there, on the edge of town, on the edge of the cliff, the crowd suddenly parted 

into two, kind of how I imagine the Red Sea did for Moses! Jesus just walked 

between us and left town. We just … watched him walk away. It was the last 

time I saw him … that powerful man who had been such a precious baby in 

Mary’s arms, who had laughed so delightfully bouncing on Joseph’s knee.   

After a few days of people talking with one another in conversation that 

was heated with a hefty dose of anger and resentment; the anger cooled and 

we all just went back to our daily lives. All of us except Mary, that is. That 

day changed her forever. There was a sorrow about her after that. She spent 

more time away from Nazareth, I suspect she was out traveling to see her 

son, although I don’t know for sure. We would pick up our conversation as if 

she had never left but I felt so ashamed by what happened that day that I 

never dared ask her where she went on her trips.   

It was a few years later that things got really bad. Mary seemed more 

upset more often and she walked around town looking like there was the 

weight of a millstone on her shoulders. She never wanted to talk about it, but 

the day she told me she was headed to Jerusalem for Passover that year, I 

remember the pain in her eyes. The morning she left, I gave her a hug and 

sent her with some of my fig and barley bread – after all, it was the recipe 

that every woman in Nazareth wanted!   



   

Weeks later the horrendous news arrived. Sometime around Passover, 

Jesus had been killed in Jerusalem. I … I heard the words, but I could not 

comprehend their meaning! I felt my heart break open for my loss … for 

Mary’s loss …. Everyone in town knew Mary and Bina, we had raised our 

children together. We had grieved the deaths of our husbands together. We 

had learned to live on our own … together. When her heart broke, mine 

broke, too.   

I immediately began preparing for the trip. I didn’t even know where, 

exactly, I would go, but I knew, I needed to get to Jerusalem to find Mary.  

We took the trip to the city as quickly as we could, and yet it seemed to take 

longer than it ever had before. Once there, I couldn’t rest until I found her. I 

was expecting to find a mother, my best friend, devastated by grief.   

Instead, I found her … well … I found her radiant; filled with … joy.  

She ran to me, as soon as she saw me, grabbing my shoulders and saying, 

over and over, again, “He’s alive! He came to us when we were in the upper 

room of the house! He’s alive!” None of it was making sense and if it hadn’t 

been for the group of men standing there with her all nodding their heads in 

agreement, I would have thought that she had been dreaming … or that she 

had gone completely mad with grief!   

 Into the wee hours of the morning, we sat drinking cup after cup of tea 

as she told me all that had happened over the past weeks. It was an 

unbelievable story to hear; a story that made my head spin in confusion and 

disbelief, and yet, also made my heart feel so … full. In the days that 

followed, small groups of people kept returning to Jerusalem from all over 

Galilee, and beyond. With each new group there was a new story they wanted 

to tell Mary. Some, in those first few weeks, told of Jesus appearing to them 

as if he were alive. Two men said he walked with them on the road to 

Emmaus. Others said he once showed up on a beach where he ate some fish.  



   

Others came to tell her of the people that had been healed in his name. One 

by one at first, but then, the stories just kept coming … of how people were 

hearing the message of Jesus and were completely changing their lives. And I 

don’t just mean Israelites. There were stories of Samaritans who were being 

baptized and Romans who were healed. Israelites and Gentiles alike who 

were starting to tell others about the teachings they had heard from Jesus.   

 Day after day after day … the stories continued to come to us … Mary 

and Bina … just two old widows, best friends through thick and thin … kept 

busy by cooking for all the travelers and resting with cups of tea on the 

rooftop each evening.   

 It was during one of those evenings on the rooftop, as we were sipping 

our tea and gazing up at the stars that I thought back to that evening in our 

synagogue years before. Jesus had been right all along. We had just been too 

tied up in our own little world of Nazareth to even realize the truth of his 

words. We were already so very blessed. And our God is big enough, and wise 

enough, and loving enough to offer blessing, not just for us, but for everyone.  

As a matter of fact, the more I heard about how Jesus’ words were spreading 

beyond our nation, the more blessed I felt. “God is good,” I said to Mary as we 

gazed up at the stars. She paused, as if she were pondering all these things in 

her heart before she looked at me and said, “All the time, Bina, all the time.”   

 


