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The healing of the Centurion’s son was the second sign that Jesus

performed after coming down from Judaea into Galilee.

When Jesus left Cana, he didn't immediately return to Capernaum. On

the following day, accompanied by his disciples and a large crowd, he

headed into southern Galilee towards Nain, but bypassed his childhood home

at Nazareth. All along the way he taught the people and healed those who

were brought to him. His disciples were kept busy regulating the crowds who

flocked from the surrounding countryside, swelling the already large number

who had attached themselves to him.

As he approached the gate of the town a funeral procession was

making its way out. Jesus stopped and waited for the cortege to approach

him. The dead man was the only son of his widowed mother and she was the

only relative who followed the bier - although many of the townspeople were

there with her. As they came close to where he waited, Jesus heart went out

to her, and he said.

"Mother don't cry any more."

The cortege hesitated in some confusion, the bearers not sure what

they ought to do. The grieving woman looked up at Jesus as he stepped

forward and laid his hand on the bier; and the bearers finally halted. Jesus

said very distinctly.

"Young man, rise up!'

There was a moment's incredulous silence and then a whisper went

through the crowd as the dead man sat up and stared into Jesus face. The



disciples whispered among themselves, as shocked as the rest of the

onlookers. The man who had been dead tried to speak. Jesus took his hand

and helped him to stand upright. He turned to the widow, who was gripping

the edge of the bier.

"Mother, here is your son - care for each other." 

A ground swell of awe-stricken murmuring went through the crowd and

some voices were louder, praising God and declaring.

"This is a great prophet which God has raised up among us. God has

shown us his care for his people."

The story of the raising of the dead man spread quickly through all

parts of Judaea and the whole neighbourhood.

Some days later he returned to Capernaum, the news circulated

quickly that he was at home again. Urban Phobius was told by one of the

spies he had posted in the town. He hurried to his quarters.

"The Healer is back, and a crowd has collected. Dress in something

inconspicuous and we'll listen to what he has to say."

Cornelia's eyes widened in apprehension.

"Is that wise, Urban - is it safe?"

Her husband eyed her impatiently.

"I've told Marcellus to watch our backs. Now, hurry - do as I say - dress

in something plain."

His voice was softer than usual - not the usual brusque tone he used

when ordering his men. He even smiled at her hesitation and she smiled

back, although she was still apprehensive about putting themselves at risk in

a crowd.

When they came close to the house where Jesus lodged, they were

forced to stay at the rear of the jostling crowd. There were so many that the



space in front of the door was not big enough to hold them.

Jesus was already proclaiming his message and the crowd listened

quietly, taking no notice of the intrusion of the garrison commander and his

wife. Phobius looked around cautiously and met the gaze of a grim-faced

Marcellus who clearly disapproved of the foolhardy situation into which the

Centurion had place himself and his wife. Phobius felt a flicker of irritation,

Marcellus had the makings of a good commander, but his increasingly dour

relationship with him, was making him a liability under his command. The

Centurion turned his attention back to the Teacher.

There was a disturbance at the edge of the crowd close to Phobius

and his wife. He saw Marcellus watching intently. A man was being carried on

a litter, he looked as if he was paralysed. Four men were carrying him, but

because of the crowd they could not get him near to the Teacher. They tried

to force their way through but there was a general resistance from those who

weren't inclined to give up their positions at the front. The Centurion noted

that they were some of the more influential people of the town, petty officials

and leaders of the synagogue.

The four men regrouped and there was a fierce discussion between

them. They carried the stricken man away towards the back of the house and

then suddenly appeared on the roof, climbing up by the outside stair at the

back of the building. The four men started to break a way through over the

place where Jesus was still proclaiming his message and when they had

forced an opening, they lowered the stretcher on which the paralysed man

was lying. Jesus broke off his teaching and looked at the determined faces of

the men, staring down at him through the hole. He looked down at the

paralysed man and said loudly.

"My son, your sins are forgiven."



A murmur went through the crowd, the Centurion watched the little

drama intently. In the front row were some lawyers sitting close to Jesus feet. 

One of those standing close to Phobius hissed angrily.

"You can see on their faces what those crows are thinking! 'Why does

this fellow talk like this? It's blasphemy! Who but God alone can forgive

sins?'"

Phobius eyed him silently, he was a young man, dark haired, well

dressed compared with those around him. he had the intense look of a

fanatic - he looked the sort from which agitators were bred. The Centurion

turned his attention back to the Teacher.

Jesus, appeared to know what was going on in the lawyer's minds, He

said quietly, but loud enough for his voice to carry to the back of the crowd.

"Why do you harbour these thoughts? Is it easier to say to this

paralysed man: 'Your sins are forgiven', or to say: 'Stand up, take your bed,

and go home.'? But to convince you that the Son of Man has the right on

earth to forgive sins - "

He turned to the paralysed man.

" - stand up, take your bed, and go home."

The crowd was utterly quiet, the cripple was well known as one who

had never walked. Slowly, he got to his feet, took a few seconds to orientate

himself and then stooped to take his stretcher - and walked out in full view of

them all.

Phobius’ skin prickled as he listened to the wild cries of praise and

exaltation to their One God. The people around him were clearly as

astounded as himself and joined in the loud praising of their God. A few were

quieter saying between themselves.

"No one will believe the things we have seen today."



Jesus went into his house and the crowd drifted away, clearly, he had

finished teaching them for that day. Phobius could see that the crowd never

really left him alone, they camped outside his door, sitting on the ground and

waiting for the next session of wonders to commence. He wondered how

much of the enthusiasm was conviction of what he was trying to teach them

and how much was just sensation seeking. On that morning, he had received

an incredible account of someone being raised from the dead in the village to

the south, Nain. He was finding it hard to swallow - if this man could really

raise someone from the dead and on their way to burial - who then, in the

name of their One God, was he!?

Phobius took his wife home, she had said nothing during their time in

the crowd, simply standing close to him and watching. The silence was

maintained until they reached the privacy of their quarters. He asked

abruptly.

"Well! What do you think of the man who made your son well?"

She returned his look steadily.

"You're really convinced he made Lucius well again, aren't you."

"More so, after what happened today. I can vouch for the fact that the

man who walked away from him today, has been crippled and laying on that

stretcher for the whole time we've been stationed here! Yes, I can believe

that Lucius is well again because of this Jesus of Nazareth!"

Cornelia turned to the window.

"How does he do it?"

"Not by trickery - I can't see how - if he is a trickster, he's clever, better

than some of the magicians they have at Caesar's court! I don't believe he is

a trickster - I believe he has a power to make these things happen - but how? 

I don't know."



She came and put her hands in his.

"Husband, we have to be sure that his powers are good powers and

not evil."

Urban stared at her.

"Can evil powers and magician's tricks do good - or are they an

illusion? Lucius is well - the cripple can walk. A dead man has been brought

to life! These are not illusions!"

"A dead man has been brought to life?"

He nodded.

"A report in this morning - I've sent someone to investigate - "

Cornelia said slowly.

"If that is true - then he is a god come down to earth!"

"They have only One God!"

When he had rested for a while, Jesus went down to the shore of the

Sea. Once again, a huge crowd accumulated, swollen by the numbers who

were streaming into the town from the countryside. He taught them there and

after he had finished he walked back into the town. In the Custom House,

bordering the market square, sat the usual group of commissionaries who

collected the various tributes and taxes for the authorities. If ever men were

generally hated, it was the tax-collectors who imposed their own additional

charges and threatened anyone who dared to protest.

One of the original ten who had joined Jesus on the first day of his

return to Capernaum from the Wilderness, had a brother who was a taxcollector.

They had little to do with each other. James Alphaeus placed a

great deal of respect on the fact that he was descended from the priestly tribe

of Levi and had always sought out those who followed the Law and the

Prophets, on the other hand, his brother, who actually carried the name of



their tribe, was a man who had elected to pursue the privileges and high-life

associated with those whose trade was to skim the extra shekel from those

who were obliged to pay tribute - but Matthew-Levi, for all that, had a deep

knowledge of the Law and the Prophets and it had been he who had made

the observation in the crowd, which Phobius had overheard, when Jesus

forgave the crippled man his sins.

The event had made a deep impression on him, and he wasn't his

usual volatile self as he sat at his tax table on that day. His fellow collectors

shrugged and left him to himself. Matthew-Levi's moods were known to swing

on occasions and this was one of his bad days.

Jesus walked up to his table and stood in front of him and Matthew

stared up at him. Jesus said quietly.

"Follow me."

Matthew-Levi rose slowly and looked after Jesus, who was walking

away without looking back. He left his place at the table, leaving everything

on it, including the stacks of coinage he had been collecting. He took no

notice of his fellow collectors who called out after him. He hurried to catch up

with Jesus and the eleven who had been closest to him during the recent

weeks. His brother James didn't seek him out - in fact, he seemed a little

shocked at what had happened.

Matthew wasn't even sure what had prompted him to obey the

invitation, his thoughts were in a turmoil and he badly wanted to talk with

Jesus - for this reason, he suddenly decided to hold a big reception at his 

house.

“Teacher, I would be honoured if you would eat at my table this

evening.”

Jesus accepted and later, when he was seated among the many



guests Matthew had invited - most of them seen as being bad characters, tax-gatherers

and others - the Pharisees and the lawyers of their sect complained

to his disciples.

"Why is it that your Teacher eats with tax-gatherers and sinners?"

Jesus overheard it and called out to them.

"It isn't the healthy that need a doctor, but the sick. Go and learn what

that text means, 'I require mercy, not sacrifice.' I didn't come to invite virtuous

people, but sinners."

Some of the Baptist's disciples came to him while he was in Matthew's

house. They looked as wild and as starved as John himself. They asked

bluntly.

"Why is it that we and the Pharisees fast, but your disciples don't?"

Jesus answered.

"Do you expect the friends of the bridegroom to go into mourning while

the bridegroom is still with them? A time will come when the bridegroom will

be taken away from them, and then it will be the time for them to fast."

He tried to teach them with a parable.

"No one tears a piece from a new cloak to patch an old one; if he does,

he will have made a hole in the new cloak, and the patch from the new will

not match the old. Nor does anyone put new wine into old wine-skins, if he

does, the new wine will burst the skins, the wine will be wasted, and the skins

ruined. Fresh skins for new wine! And no one after drinking old wine wants

new, for he says, 'The old wine is good.'"

A doctor of the Law came up to him and said enthusiastically.

"Teacher, I will follow you wherever you go!"

Jesus looked at him and shook his head sadly.

"Foxes have their holes and the birds their nests, but the Son of Man



has nowhere to lay his head."

Another, one of those who had followed him around the countryside,

said to him.

"Teacher, I will follow, but I've had news of my father's death, let me go

and bury him first."

Jesus looked at him steadily. His answer was uncompromising.

"Follow me, and leave the dead to bury their dead, it is your task to go

and announce the kingdom of God."

Then another one said.

"I will follow you, Teacher, but let me first say good-bye to my people

at home."

To him Jesus said bluntly.

"No one who sets his hand to the plough and then keeps looking back,

is fit for the kingdom of God!"

When the crowds had dispersed and Jesus had returned to where he

was to spend the night, Matthew suddenly found himself confronted by his

brother, James. They eyed each other warily.

"Greetings, little brother - I missed you at the feast."

James weighed his words.

"I have no taste for your feasts, Matthew, as you well know." 

Matthew sighed inwardly, his feeling of well being was evaporating by

the second, James always had that effect on him. Matthew retorted.

"It seems that our Teacher saw nothing wrong with taking supper with

me and my friends - with all their faults!"

James eyed him for a second.

"OUR Teacher, Matthew? I wonder what you expect to gain by

attaching yourself to Jesus? Perhaps, you should talk to Judas, he could tell



you exactly how much we have in the purse - on second thoughts, don't!

You'd expect some of it as a bribe!"

Matthew worked hard to keep his temper under control. He said

through his teeth.

"Do I have to remind you that it was Jesus who asked me to follow

him!? I left everything standing - and no doubt my honest colleagues have

helped themselves to as much as they can carry - and they're welcome to it!

Having robbed me, most of them were eating with me this evening - but I

don't care, little brother, Jesus asked me to follow - and I intend to do just

that! I paid a lot of attention to what he said this evening - especially the

questions he was asked about looking after family affairs."

James stared at him and shook his head in wonderment.

"Since when have you shown the slightest interest in the coming of the

Holy One - and make no mistake, Matthew, that's just who he is - the Holy

One, the Anointed - the Messiah! John the Baptist declared him in front of

Andrew and John - and we have seen the wonders he can perform - and

greater wonders are to come!

I ask you again, plainly - since when have you shown the slightest

interest in anything other than lining your own pockets at the expense of the

poor!?"

Matthew smiled a little and gripped his startled brother by the

shoulders.

"I love you, little brother! Always so uncomplicated, you fire your mouth

like an arrow directed straight to the heart. You say what you must and don't

care about the damage you might cause.

I could mention that 'my lining of my pocket' has allowed you to run

after the Essenes and all the other fringe dwellers on the edge of our Law. My



corruption has made it possible for you to study the Law and at the same

time, keep your belly filled - I could mention it - but I'm feeling charitable -

because this evening, I'm filled with something else other than greed and

spite. Don't take it away from me, little brother, I want to keep what I've

gained from contact with OUR Teacher - and nothing you can say will

persuade me that I ought to go back to my old ways.

My friends can have the lot! This fine house, my money chests, any

treasures they can steal - I won't count it against them, I give it away freely -

especially to anyone I might have cheated - and even to those who might

pretend I've cheated them and want a portion. That's what OUR Teacher has

taught me, James Bar Alphaeus!"

After a few days Jesus left Capernaum quietly and made the three day

journey south, to Jerusalem. It was the time for one of the Jewish festivals.

To the north of the city and just outside the walls, was the Sheep Pool.

It was a place with five colonnades. In the language of the Jews it was called

Bethesda.

Within these colonnades many sick people were brought to lay around 

the pool. There were those inwardly sick and the blind, lame and paralysed.

They waited in desperate hope for the disturbance of the water, believing

that from time to time an angel came down into the pool and stirred up the

water.

The first who was able to plunge in after this disturbance recovered

from whatever disease had afflicted him.

Among this crowd of people was a man who had been crippled for

thirty-eight years. Jesus came to the colonnades and looked at the crowd of

stricken people and saw this one man lying patiently there and was well

aware that he had been ill for such a long time. Jesus stood over him and



asked.

"Do you want to recover?"

The man looked up at him and answered.

"Sir, I have no one to put me in the pool when the water is disturbed. I

try but I am too slow, while I am moving, someone else is in the pool before

me."

Jesus nodded an smiled.

"Rise on your feet, take up your bed and walk."

The man made an instant recovery. He got to his feet, his face

beaming with incredulous joy. He stooped and took up his stretcher and

began to walk about.

That day was a Sabbath, so that some of the Jews said to the him.

"This is the Sabbath, you should know the Law! You are not allowed to

carry your bed on the Sabbath!"

The man answered.

"The man who cured me said, 'Take up your bed and walk.'- and so I

did!"

They crowded around him and started to interrogate him.

"Who was the man who told you to take up your bed and walk?"

But the cripple who had been cured didn't know, for the place was

crowded and Jesus had slipped away. A little later on, Jesus found him in the

Temple and said to him.

"Now that you are well again, leave your sinful ways, or you may suffer

something worse."

The man went back to the ones who had questioned him and told them

that it was Jesus who had cured him. They decided to confront him and it was

works of this kind done on the Sabbath that stirred the Jews to persecute him.



He defended himself by saying.

"My Father has never stopped working, and I am working too."

This made the Jews still more determined to kill him, because he was

not only breaking the Sabbath, but by calling God his own Father, he claimed

equality with God.

When they hurled this accusation in his face, Jesus responded.

"I tell you this straight, the Son can do nothing by himself. He does

only what he sees the Father doing. What the Father does, the Son does.

The Father loves the Son and shows him all his works and will show you

even greater works, which will fill you with wonder.

Just as the Father raises the dead and gives them life, so the Son

gives life to men, as he chooses.

The Father does not judge anyone, but has given full jurisdiction to the

Son. It is his will that all should pay the same honour to the Son as to the 

Father. To deny honour to the Son is to deny it to the Father who sent him.

I emphasise, if anyone gives heed to what I say and puts his trust in

him who sent me, he has hold of eternal life and does not come up for

judgement, but instead, is passed from death to life.

I tell you straight, a time is coming, indeed is already here, when the

dead shall hear the voice of the Son of God, and all who hear shall come to

life. For as the Father has life-giving power in himself, so has the Son, by the

Father's gift.

As Son of Man, he has been given the right to pass judgement. Don't

wonder at this, because the time is coming when all who are in the grave

shall hear his voice and come out.

Those who have done right will rise to life.

Those who have done wrong will rise to hear their doom.



I can't act by myself, I judge as I am bidden and my sentence is just,

because my aim is not to do my own will, but to do the will of him who sent

me.

If I testify on my own behalf, that testimony doesn't hold good. There is

another who bears witness for me and I know that his testimony holds. Your

messengers have been to John, you have his testimony to the truth. Not that I

rely on human testimony, but I remind you of it for your own salvation.

John was a lamp, burning brightly, and for a time, you were ready to

exult in his light. But I rely on a testimony higher than John's. There is

enough to testify that the Father has sent me, in the works my Father gave

me to do and finish - the very works I am now doing.

This testimony to me was given by the Father who sent me, although

you never heard his voice, or saw his form. But his word has found no home

in you, for you do not believe the one whom he has sent.

You study the scriptures diligently, supposing that in having them you

have eternal life; yet, although their testimony points to me, you refuse to

come to me for that life.

I do not look to men for honour. But with you it is different, as I know

well, for you have no love for God in you.

I have come accredited by my Father, and you have no welcome for

me. If another comes self-accredited you will welcome him. How can you

have faith so long as you receive honour from one another, and care nothing

for the honour that comes from him who alone is God?

Do not imagine that I will be your accuser at the Father's tribunal. Your

accuser is Moses, the very Moses upon whom you have set your hope. If you

believed Moses you would believe what I tell you, for it was about me that he

wrote. But if you do not believe what he wrote, how are you to believe what I



say?"


