
ACKNOWLEDGMENT AND NOTES 
I have placed a number of events in a suggested order which otherwise

may have been assumed to occur at a different time in the ministry of Jesus.

Specifically, and as an example, I refer to the Cleansing of the Temple which is usually

thought to have occurred during the last visit of Jesus to Jerusalem, but a cleansing 

would appear to have actually occurred during the first year of His ministry and just 

prior to His meeting with Nicodemus.

It also seems that Jesus visited Jerusalem a number of times prior to his last

visit before the crucifixion, sometimes with some, or all, of his disciples, or possibly

alone - the Gospel of John gives a great deal of information regarding these visits,

which are often not mentioned in the other three Gospels. During these visits, events

such as the healing at the Pool of Bethesda took place.

Rabbi: A title of respect meaning ‘Master’ or ‘Teacher’ given by the Jews to

their teachers and spiritual leaders, and often addressed to our Lord. Another form of

the title was Rabboni. The titles were used with different degrees of honour - the

lowest being Rab, master; the second Rabbi, my master; and the greatest of all being

Rabboni, my lord, master. The term was also used in Babylonia and Assyria to mean

chief - as in Rab-mag, the chief of the magi, etc.

This story is fictional, although based on facts

 

1.

 

 

The man sitting on the hillside above the small town, knew that his

time had come. The inner certainty could not be denied and he knew it would

drive him forward to an inevitable conclusion.



The flat roofs of his village reflected white in the brilliant sunshine, it

was a quiet place nestling in surrounding hills. It was a place of little

consequence, no different to many others similar to it in the farming area. It

commanded no strategic position, so that it might become a tempting target

for an invader. It was a place which demanded to be ignored and to be left to

the simple people who farmed the lands around it, or to those who planted

olives on the hillsides, or who ran their flocks on rough pasture.

Above the area of agriculture, were the wooded hills, which clad the

ridge between the two Seas. It was an idyllic place, which was not to the taste

of the sophisticated city dwellers on either coasts, who despised its simplicity

and who considered the population no better than uncouth boors.

The man knew this and he felt saddened by the knowledge that he

couldn't remain. The inner certainty could not be denied. He couldn't ignore

the growing impulse which moved him out of his isolation, to take up the task

which had always been his.

He had been sitting quietly, looking down at the tiny figures moving

through the streets. He could see his own house and the bustle of activity

around it. He knew everyone and could identify each small figure. It was a

place where he had lived most of his life - a safe place, a refuge to which he

had been brought after a period of great danger.

He rose to his feet and dusted the soil from the simple, peasant's robe

in which he was dressed and turned to walk into the trees. It was an exercise

which gave him the greatest pleasure - to feel the essence of life within the

forest. He moved softly and felt the pulse of creation and in so doing, felt one

with it.

It wasn't a new sensation, it was something he had always known,

since, as a small child, he had been hoisted on the shoulders of his father,



and carried out from the small town. From the very beginning, he had been

hushed by the quietness and the peace.

He walked on and met no one, describing a great circle around the

town and finally came to a place where he had to descend to his village. He

turned to look back, surrendering to the surety that this would be the last time

that he could come there to escape into its silence and focus within himself

the strength of the inner impulses which were awakening him into activity.

In the village, the daily labours in the house and adjoining workshop

were beginning to ease down with the approach of evening. The oldest of

four men sitting at a large table, was complaining to a woman who was

preparing the supper together with her daughters.

"He's gone again, mother! He simply laid down what he was doing, told

us he was going for a walk - and we haven't seen him since!

I tell you - it isn't good enough! He might be the eldest, he might think

he's taken our father's place and we are expected to do as he says, but father

wouldn't have abandoned his share of the work to others and taken himself

off somewhere - to - "

"To what, James?"

The woman's question was quiet. Her son wasn't to be silenced.

"To talk to the trees for all I know!"

The woman turned to him and asked softly.

"And - what do you know, James?"

James stared at her.

"You always take his side! - Mother, we have a business to run! We

have a steady supply of work from the village and from the farms - and even

from the Sea! We simply can't have one of our best workers dropping his

tools and leaving everything to us - even if he is your favourite son!"



The woman stared at him.

"I've never said he was my favourite son! I have no favourites among

any of my children. I love each of my boys equally - James, Joseph, Joses

and Judah - and Jesus! You are all equal when it comes to my love - but I will

say this James, you have no reason to complain about the amount of work

your brother does. What he doesn't do during the day, he finishes at night,

when he comes home.

You talk about the amount of work you have - why do you have so

much work? I'll tell you! Jesus walks the hills and valleys for miles around. He

talks to the farmers, he helps them where he can, he does repairs for nothing

and earns us all a good reputation by doing so. He walks to Capernaum to

your cousins and does the same thing. They introduce him to their friends

and that brings more business - and we all share the profit!

I'll hear no more of this nonsense that he doesn't pull his weight - do

you understand!?"

Their mother was a small woman and she never raised her voice, but

her sons knew every infection of tone and on this occasion, wisely, they

changed the subject. James shuffled uneasily and shut his mouth. It was

Joses, the youngest, who tried another tack.

"Does he talk to the trees, mother?"

He was still young enough for his look of innocence to be convincing.

Mary gazed at him and shook her head.

"You'll have to ask him yourself, Joses - if it's so important for you to

know."

James said abruptly.

"Let's drop the subject - but, I'll tell you this, his coming and going

hasn't gone unnoticed in the village. They're beginning to ask questions as



well!"

Mary turned to him.

"Such as?"

James hesitated.

"Why isn't he married for one!"

Mary's face flushed a little.

"His thoughts are on other things - you should know about that - you

and Judah! Why haven't you taken wives?"

"You know well enough - because we're dedicated to the study of the

Law and the Prophets - for us, that comes first - we have no time for women."

There was a chorus of giggles from their sisters, which Mary quelled

with a stern glance. She turned back to James.

"Your brother is also dedicated - and he too puts other things first!

Now! Let us have an end to this subject!" 

This time, there was no further discussion.

Mary returned to her meal preparation and worked in silence. Her

daughters stopped chattering and whispering and made sure they didn't earn

any reproach for what they were supposed to be doing. Their mother was

more disturbed by the conversation than she had cared to show. James, in

particular, was beginning to burn with resentment at what he saw as a

genuine grievance, but yet, Mary had been quite correct when she had

pointed out to him and his brothers, that her eldest son contributed far more

than his fair share to the prosperity of the business which Joseph, her

husband, had left to them.

Her concerns about James were one thing, but her greatest concern

was the growing restlessness she detected in Jesus. There was a

detachment about him which was increasing. In her heart she knew that what



she had been fearing for so many years, was beginning to happen. In her

own thoughts, there was no way of escaping from the memories of the

miraculous events which had surrounded his conception and birth. It wasn't a

subject she had ever discussed with anyone other than Joseph, her husband,

who had, after all, been as intimately involved as herself.

She remembered the words that had been spoken to her by Simeon in

the Temple in Jerusalem, when he had been led to meet them on the day of

the child's presentation. The old man had praised God and had cried out:

'This day, Lord God, you have given your servant his discharge in

peace; now your promise is fulfilled.

For I have seen with my own eyes the deliverance which you have

made in the full view of all the nations: a light which will be a revelation to the

heathen and glory to thy people Israel.'

Simeon had blessed them and said to her:

 'This child is destined to be

a sign which men reject; and you too shall be pierced to the heart. Many in

Israel shall stand or fall because of him, and this way, the secret thoughts of

many will be laid bare.'"

Mary remembered Simeon's words as she worked in silence, and a

dread she couldn't explain began to grow in her heart. She thought of the

other events of that time. The coming of three strangers from the east, who

had brought rich gifts, as if to a king. Then, there had been the terrifying

moment, when one night, Joseph had woken her and told her that they would

not return home to Nazareth, but rather, they would flee immediately to the

south and into Egypt, out of the reach of Herod the king.



Soon after they had arrived, travellers from Judaea had brought them

the fearful news of the butchery of the male children of Bethlehem, and she

had wept for the stricken mothers who had seen their babes slaughtered,

knowing that it was this child, her child, who had been given to her in such a

miraculous way, who had been the true target of the mad king's bestial act.

The riches of the three men had sustained them in Egypt and

afterwards, when hearing the old king was dead, Joseph had been told in a

dream to take the child back to Nazareth.

Mary paused in her preparations and stared at the wall in silence.

Jesus was someone special - a holy one who had been given to her and

whom she had fiercely tried to protect, as had Joseph while he lived - but now

the time was coming when her own heart would be pierced and she would be

powerless to do anything to change the predestined course of events,

whatever might happen.

The girls had slipped away and she hadn't stopped them. She turned

and found her eldest son standing at the entrance of the room and gazing at

her quietly. She stared at him, dreading what he was going to say, but

knowing already what it was.

"Mother, it is my time - I must go."

She found the strength to nod and answer calmly.

"I know - when?"

"Tomorrow."

"Where will you go?"

"I will find John."

Mary's eyes widened a little. Reports of the activities of the son of

Elizabeth and Zechariah had reached even Nazareth. John lived like a wild

man in the desert and was drawing huge crowds to him. Mary tried to fight



down the growing apprehension - once again, she remembered the salutation

of her cousin when she had visited her before the birth of both their children:

"God's blessing is on you above all other women, and his blessing is on the

fruit of your womb. Who am I, that the mother of my Lord should visit me? I

tell you this, when I heard your greeting, the baby in my womb leapt for joy!'

Many other remarkable events had surrounded the birth of John - and

now, those two then unborn children were about to meet as grown men and

Mary knew that the world would be shaken as a result.

It was unusually quiet at the table that evening as they ate their simple

supper. Mary looked from one to the other and knew it would be the last time

that her five sons and her remaining, unmarried daughters, would sit together

to share a meal.

Jesus took a flat loaf of barley floor bread and broke pieces from it,

giving it to his startled brothers and sisters - and finally, he extended a piece

to his mother. One portion he retained for himself. Nothing was said until the

meal was at an end.

"Tonight, we have shared our last meal together as a family.

Tomorrow, at first light, I will leave you.

James, you will take responsibility for your mother, your brothers and

your sisters."

James cleared his throat and stared at his brother.

"Would you mind telling us where are you going and when will you be

back? I don't have to remind you that we have more work than we can

manage - Our father would have insisted that we finish it on time, otherwise

the orders will dry up and we'll soon go hungry. We need you in the workshop

- not walking the hills and daydreaming!"

He stopped abruptly. It was the first time he had voiced his opinions so



bluntly. Jesus continued to quietly stare at him.

"I know where my obligations lie, James - and my father insists that I

fulfil them! If the work is too much - hire one of our neighbours!

Where I go, and when I return, isn't in my hands!"

It was very early on the following morning, with the sun just creeping

over the eastern hills, when Mary said goodbye to her son. Mary looked at

him steadily and for the first time, realised how little she knew of this child

who had been born to her in such a mysterious way. Even when he had been

an infant, there had been a quality - a depth - in his eyes, which had been

penetrating and disconcerting, as if someone very ancient and very wise,

lived within the tiny form of the infant she had brought to life in the animal

shelter in Bethlehem.

The bottomless depth of his eyes had remained throughout his

childhood and into manhood. She remembered how that look had intensified

when she and Joseph, having made their yearly pilgrimage to Jerusalem, had

lost him on the way home. They had hurriedly retraced their steps to the Holy

City and had found him talking earnestly to the doctors of law in the temple.

When they had rebuked him, his expression had given depth to his response.

"What made you search? Didn't you know that I was certain to be in

my father's house and doing my father's work?"

It was another event she had added to those stored away in her heart -

There had been so many other things.

He had been an obedient child, well disciplined and co-operative. He

had been well-liked by their neighbours and the community respected him as

a worthy and obvious successor to Joseph's business when her husband had

died. Now, it was about to end, the well ordered existence of thirty-five years

was about to be thrown into chaos - it was certain to be so, it would be chaos



and not peace, that would follow his going. She was tempted to remonstrate

with him, to urge him to think again and then, when she looked into those

fathomless eyes, the words wouldn't come across her tongue. His eyes spoke

to her, they said:

"We know each other, you and I - you were selected for a purpose -

and you fulfilled the purpose. You could have rejected the messenger of my

father and told him to find someone else, but you decided otherwise. You

said: 'Here I am, I am the Lord's servant; as you have spoken it, so let it be.'

You, above all the others, know that I am sent for a purpose and as my

father has spoken it, so let it be!"

He enfolded her in his arms and rested his head against hers. Despite

herself, she wept quietly against him. Then, he held her out at arm's length

before kissing her.

She watched him stride away through the houses of the village, which

was only just stirring into life - a tall, powerful man, clothed in the simple

peasant's robe of the region. A man from Galilee, who would soon be

identifiable as such, when he went south into Samaria and beyond, into

Judaea.


