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To my grandmother, Reverend Ada Caston Slaton Bonds, the first ordained woman minister in the state of Louisiana, who faithfully preached the gospel for over fifty years at the Progress Cumberland and Old Bethany Churches.

You stood behind pulpits when few women dared. You opened the Word with fire in your voice and tenderness in your soul. You poured out every parable as if it were lived—and I listened. As a child, I watched your faith shape communities. As a man, I carried that faith into every word I wrote.

This book is for you.

With every story He told, I saw your legacy in the margins. With every lesson I penned, I remembered your voice. You were the first preacher I ever knew.

Happy Easter, Grandma. The stone was rolled away. And I know you’re still telling the good news on the streets of gold.

—Sidney St. James
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Preface
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(From the Author: Sidney St. James)

This is not a book of theology. It is not a treatise of doctrines or a manual of moral lessons. This is the story of a man named Ezra—an ordinary soul with questions on his lips and callouses on his hands. A man who wrestled with doubt and carried within him a quiet ache to understand something—Someone—more significant than himself.

And this... is the story of how Jesus found him. Or perhaps more truly—how Ezra's heart awoke to the One who had never stopped seeking him.

Each chapter in this novel was born from one of Christ’s parables—those divine stories first whispered beneath olive trees, spoken over breaking waves from the bow of a boat, shared around a table of bread and wine, or scattered like seeds upon dusty Galilean paths. They were for then... and they are for now. Because His words are not bound by time. They are eternal. They breathe still.

I did not write this book to dissect every parable or analyze every metaphor. I wrote it to walk beside the One who told them. To imagine the weight of His words. The compassion in His gaze. The quiet power in His steps. I wanted to sit beneath His voice and feel the wind of Heaven in my soul. To watch Him use His hands—those same hands that would be pierced—to bring life to the broken and light to the blind.

This is the story of transformation. Of discipleship. Of soil turned, heart by heart, season by season. Of grace that reaches low and lifts the humble high.

You may find yourself on these pages. Perhaps like the lost coin, she hid and waited for someone to see her.

Perhaps as the builder, the beggar, the waiting servant. Perhaps as the prodigal... or the one still watching the horizon, hoping for the return of someone you love.

But if you quiet your heart and listen—truly listen— you will hear it. The whisper of an invitation. The voice of the Shepherd calling your name.

Because the Kingdom of Heaven is not far.

It does not hide behind gates or veil itself in mystery.

It is near. It is now. It is within you.

So, turn the page. He is waiting on the road. And He always walks toward you with love.

“The Kingdom of God does not come with observation... For indeed, the Kingdom of God is within you.” —Luke 17:20–21

— Sidney St. James
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To Those Who Have Ever Searched for Forgiveness

To those who have searched for forgiveness—and found it where they least expected.

Some books entertain. And some books heal.

This is both.

The Stone Was Rolled Away is not just a novel but a journey. A journey walked step by step through the dust-covered roads of Galilee, through quiet gardens and crowded temples, through the rise and collapse of hope, and finally... into the empty silence of a tomb that could not hold the Word.

But more than that, this is a story about parables—not just the ones Jesus spoke, but the ones He lived. The ones we all live.

At the heart of this novel is a fictional man named Ezra. He’s not a disciple by name. He isn’t famous. He isn’t holy. He doubts. He questions. He wanders.

In many ways, he’s like many of us.

And it’s through his eyes that we witness each of the fifty parables of Christ—not as mere lessons but as living, breathing revelations. Each one cracks open the heart a little more. Each one draws him—draws us—closer to a truth that changes everything:

The kingdom of heaven is not a far-off throne. It is here. It is now. It is within us.

I didn’t write this book because I had all the answers. I wrote it because I had walked through the questions. Through grief. Through confusion. Through the ache of wanting to forgive—and not knowing how. 

I dedicate the book to my grandmother, Reverend Ada Caston Slaton Bonds.

She was the first woman ordained in the state of Louisiana—a preacher who stood at the pulpit for fifty years, even when the world told her she had no right. She delivered sermons in Progress Cumberland and Old Bethany Church with a voice that shook the rafters and soothed the wounded.

But she was also a woman who carried pain.

She knew what it meant to forgive a husband who wounded her in his addiction. She knew how to walk into a church with hidden bruises and proclaim God's goodness. She knew what it meant to carry the Word while carrying scars.

And yet... she loved. She forgave. And she preached.

Because she believed in the resurrection.

So when I sat down to write Ezra’s story—when I gave him doubts, gave him awe, gave him love, gave him loss—I thought of her. With every parable I wrote, I felt her presence like the echo of a Sunday sermon. With every moment of mercy, I thought of the grace she gave so freely to a man who so often did not deserve it.

And I knew, with certainty, that she would have loved this story.

This book is for anyone who’s ever stood outside the vineyard wondering if they belong. For anyone who’s ever felt like the lost coin, the older brother, or the seed that fell among thorns. It is for the broken-hearted. The searching. The silent. The ones who’ve longed for more.

Because this novel doesn’t just retell the parables.

It lets you walk through them.

And when you reach the final chapter, as the stone rolls away and the tomb stands empty, I pray you—like Ezra—will know:

You were never forgotten. You were always the story. And the kingdom... is calling you home.

Welcome...

*****
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Before time took its first breath, before stars whispered into being, a promise echoed through eternity.

The prophets spoke it in fragments as if catching glimpses of truth too large for human tongues. Isaiah saw a child who would be born and called Wonderful, Counselor, the Mighty God. Micah foresaw a ruler rising from Bethlehem, whose goings forth were from everlasting. And in the silence that stretched for centuries, creation waited—groaning in the shadow of death, aching for the dawn.

Then, one ordinary night in a quiet Galilean town, heaven drew back the veil between itself and the earth.

A young woman named Mary—humble, unmarried, barely more than a child herself—stood trembling as the angel Gabriel appeared in her home. She could scarcely breathe, much less understand. “Fear not,” he said, his voice like wind across the waters. “You have found favor with God.”

He told her that the Spirit, not man, would conceive a holy, divine Son within her. He would be great, the Son of the Highest. He would sit on the throne of David, and His kingdom would never end.

Mary’s lips trembled as she whispered, “Be it unto me according to thy word.”

At that moment, eternity clothed itself in flesh.

Her betrothed Joseph was a quiet man—steady, faithful, and kind. When he learned of her condition, he wrestled with it in secret, heart torn in a thousand directions. But a dream changed everything. An angel spoke to him, too, calling him not to run but to stand. To take Mary as his wife, for the child she carried was of God.

And so, beneath gossiping tongues and judgmental glances, they remained together—two souls guarding the greatest mystery ever born beneath the stars.

When Caesar’s decree summoned the world to be counted, they traveled to Bethlehem—his ancestral home. The road was long, Mary heavy with child, each step laced with pain and prayer. But the city offered no welcome. Every inn was full. Every door shut.

At last, they found a stable.

And there, among the scent of hay and beasts, the cries of childbirth rose into the night. Mary clutched her newborn son, eyes wide with tears and wonder. The Messiah had come, not with trumpet blasts or royal robes, but with tiny fingers grasping the hem of her robe.

The King of Kings slept in a feeding trough.

Out in the hills, shepherds watched their flocks. Unseen and unimportant to the world, yet heaven saw them. The sky split open with light and angel song. “Glory to God in the highest,” the chorus rang, “and on earth peace, goodwill toward men.”

The shepherds ran.

They found the baby wrapped in swaddling cloths, lying in a manger, just as the angel had said. They wept. They knelt. And then they ran again to tell everyone what they had seen.

The world was no longer waiting.

He had arrived.

*****
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Eight days later, they brought the infant to the temple in Jerusalem. There, a devout man named Simeon had been waiting his entire life for this moment. The Holy Spirit had promised he would not die until he saw the Lord’s Messiah.

When Mary placed the baby in his arms, he held him with trembling reverence.

“Lord,” he whispered, “now let thy servant depart in peace... for mine eyes have seen thy salvation.”

Beside him, the prophetess Anna, old and widowed, burst into joy. She spoke of the child to everyone she met—redemption had come at last.

Sometime later, strangers from the East arrived. Guided by a star, the Magi entered the house where the child now lived. They fell on their knees and presented gifts—gold for a king, frankincense for a priest, and myrrh for the sacrifice to come.

But not all hearts rejoiced.

Herod, the paranoid king, heard whispers of a newborn rival. His rage knew no bounds. Warned in a dream, Joseph fled with Mary and Jesus to Egypt by night. It was a second exodus—God’s Son walking paths once trod by Moses.

When Herod died, the angel spoke again: “Return.”

And so, they made their way to Nazareth. A simple village, a quiet life. But heaven stirred beneath every moment.

Years passed.

Jesus grew in wisdom and stature. He learned the carpenter’s craft beside Joseph, hands calloused by wood and nails. But even then, His gaze held something deeper. As if He saw beyond the grain of the timber into the heart of creation itself.

Mary watched Him, her heart a treasury of silent questions. She remembered Gabriel’s words. The visit of the shepherds. The Magi’s gifts. The warning in Simeon’s voice: “A sword shall pierce thine own soul also.”

Still, Jesus was a boy.

He laughed with the other children. He helped His mother carry water. He learned the Psalms by heart and studied the scrolls with hungry eyes.

But heaven does not forget its calling.

And neither did He.

When Jesus was twelve, they traveled to Jerusalem again for the Feast of Passover. The city swelled with pilgrims and song. They offered sacrifices for a few days, visited family, and sang hymns in the temple courts.

Then came the journey home.

They traveled in a large group, trusting Jesus was with the other children. But a day into the journey, Mary’s smile faded. She had not seen Him since they left.

Panic set in.

They searched the caravan. Called His name.

Nothing.

Mary’s heart pounded as they turned back to Jerusalem. They searched the crowded streets, marketplaces, and alleyways for three days. Each moment felt like a lifetime.

Then, in the temple, they found Him.

Sitting among the teachers.

Not just listening—but asking. Answering. Teaching.

The learned men leaned forward in wonder. Never had they heard such depth from such a young voice. His words were like oil and fire—gentle yet burning with truth.

Mary rushed to Him, breathless.

“Son, why have you done this to us? Your father and I have been searching for you with sorrow!”

Jesus turned to her, eyes calm, voice soft but resolute.

“Why did you seek Me? Did you not know I must be about My Father’s business?”

Mary didn’t understand—not entirely. But those words etched themselves into her soul.

And He returned with them to Nazareth.

For many years, He would remain hidden.

A carpenter. A son. A brother.

But within Him, the fire grew.

He walked the hills of Galilee, watched the sea's tides, and listened to widows' prayers and children's laughter. He wept over brokenness. He smiled at faith. And all the while, He waited.

Waited for the waters of baptism.

Waited for the voice of the Father.

Waited to step into the river of destiny that would lead to a cross.

But first... He would teach!

He would gather fishermen and tax collectors, lepers, and outcasts. He would speak in stories—of seeds and lamps, pearls and prodigals -—each parable a window into the Kingdom and each miracle a whisper of home.

And it all began with a girl’s yes.

A child’s cry in the night.

A boy in the temple, with eyes full of heaven, saying:

“I must be about My Father’s business.”
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The Leaving
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A Son’s Farewell

The morning sky unfurled above Nazareth like a canvas brushed in soft gold, cloudless and infinite. A hush of expectancy seemed to ride the warm breeze that drifted down from the hills, rustling the silver-green leaves of the olive trees that shaded the narrow footpaths. Beneath them, dust stirred lazily, curling around the footprints of early risers already tending to flocks and morning chores. The scent of freshly hewn cedar lingered in the air, rich and comforting, drifting from the open doorway of Joseph’s workshop—a scent Jesus had known since childhood, carved into His very memory. Inside, the tools lay neatly arranged, the workbench swept clean as if waiting for hands that would not return. Birds chirped brightly in the fig trees, their songs untroubled by the weight the day would carry. From every outward glance, it was an ordinary morning in the quiet village He had called home for thirty years. But heaven held its breath, for this was the day the Son would step away from the silence of obscurity and into the fullness of His Father’s purpose.

But inside, something was different.

Jesus stood at the threshold, silhouetted by the rising light. His tall and strong frame cast a long shadow on the clay floor. His face, still youthful yet etched with wisdom far beyond His years, held a calm resolve.

Mary stood at the table, her hands working the dough into loaves for the oven. She paused, glancing over her shoulder. She knew.

Mothers always know.

Joseph, wiping sawdust from his arms, emerged from the back room, smiling at first. But that smile faded when he saw the look in his son’s eyes.

Jesus stepped forward.

He looked from Joseph to Mary—his earthly father and his blessed mother—the two who had raised Him with devotion, shielded Him from whispers, and taught Him the songs of David, the laws of Moses, and the tenderness of human love.

He loved them deeply.

But He could no longer stay.

“I must go,” He said softly, His voice steady but gentle. “The time has come.”

Mary’s hands stilled. Her eyes searched His face, lingering on every line, every feature she had kissed since He was a child. “Go?” she asked, though her heart knew the answer.

“To teach,” Jesus continued. "To speak what God has given me. I must declare the Kingdom."

Joseph nodded slowly. Ever since that night when angels filled his dreams and told him the child Mary carried was not his—but God’s- he had long suspected this moment would come. He had guided Jesus with care and taught Him the craft of wood and stone, but he had always known—this Son was destined for more than hammers and chisels.

Still, letting go was another matter.

Mary moved toward Jesus. “But you are still my son.”

He stepped forward, taking her hands in His. “And I will always be,” He said. “But now I must be about My Father’s work.”

Tears welled in her eyes. “Will you come back?”

Jesus smiled, and there was a soft sorrow in His expression. “Not as before. The path ahead... it leads through many towns, through hunger, through joy, through the hearts of those who are blind and deaf—and who will come to see and hear.”

She reached up and touched His face, memorizing Him. “Will they understand you?”

“Some will,” He answered. “Others will not.”

Mary turned away, covering her mouth with her hand, holding in the sob that threatened to escape. Joseph placed a steady arm around her shoulders. His voice, low and quiet, was meant for Jesus.

“You are ready.”

Jesus bowed His head in thanks.

Then, Mary turned back to Him. “Tell me... what will you say to them?”

Jesus thought for a long moment. Then He spoke, not in commands, but in images.

“I will tell them stories,” He said. “Of a sower who scatters seed. Of a shepherd who leaves ninety-nine to find the one. Of a son who wastes his inheritance, yet his father welcomes him home."

He looked at them with eyes full of light. “I will speak of lilies in the field, mustard seeds and hidden treasure, and lamps not hidden under baskets. I will show them what the Kingdom is like. Not through power... but through mercy.”

Mary stepped forward and laid her head against His chest, hearing His heartbeat.

“You always knew,” He whispered.

“Yes,” she said, eyes closed. “But knowing doesn’t make it easy.”

He kissed her forehead. “You gave me life in this world, Mother. Now, I must give life to the world.”

Joseph stepped forward, placing his hand firmly on Jesus’ shoulder.

“I am proud of you, son,” he said, voice thick with emotion. “You have honored this house, this trade, this name. But now... go honor the name above all names.”

Jesus embraced him tightly.

Then He stepped back, took one last look at the home that had cradled Him in silence and simplicity, and walked to the door.

Mary called softly after Him, “Where will you go first?”

Jesus turned, eyes gleaming.

“To the wilderness,” He said. “And then... to the people.”

He took a step into the sun.

The wind lifted His robe as if heaven itself was beckoning Him forward. He walked down the familiar path that led out of Nazareth, past the fig trees, past the well where Mary once carried water, past the hills He had climbed as a boy.

He did not look back.

But in His heart, He carried every meal at that table, every lullaby, every lesson spoken by candlelight, every nail He had driven beside Joseph, and every tear Mary had shed.

He carried them—not as burdens, but as blessings.

For now, the world would become His home.

The road would become His pulpit.

And the parables... would begin.
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Chapter 1 – The Soil Within
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Capernaum, Sea of Galilee – The Parable of the Sower

“Behold, a Sower went forth to sow; And when he sowed, some seeds fell by the wayside, and the fowls came and devoured them up: Some fell upon stony places, where they had not much earth: and forthwith they sprung up because they had no deepness of earth: And when the sun rose, it scorched them; they withered because they had no root. And some fell among thorns, and the thorns sprung up, and choked them: But others fell into good ground and brought forth fruit, some a hundredfold, some sixtyfold, some thirtyfold. Who hath ears to hear, let him hear.” - Matthew 13:3–9 (KJV)

***
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The morning sun breached the hilltops like a promise, spilling soft gold across the quiet waters of the Sea of Galilee. The breeze that drifted through Capernaum was cool and salty, carrying the mingled aromas of damp earth, olive groves, and the comforting scent of bread rising in nearby ovens. Waves lapped lazily at the pebbled shoreline, and seagulls wheeled overhead, crying out as if heralding something holy about to unfold.

Ezra stood near the edge of a growing crowd. His feet, raw and blistered from days of walking, shifted restlessly on the uneven ground. He leaned heavily on his worn cedar staff, his fingers tracing the groove his father had carved into it years ago—his name in crooked Hebrew script. Each letter reminded him of who he was... and how far he had come to chase something he didn’t yet understand.

He had heard rumors.

In Nazareth, at the well where women drew water and gossiped behind lowered voices. In Cana, where a man claimed water had turned to wine. In market stalls where merchants weighed spices and whispered secrets. They all spoke of a man.

A healer.

A prophet.

A rabbi who spoke not like the scribes but like One with authority.

And now, here He was.

JESUS CHRIST.

Ezra’s breath caught in his chest. He wasn’t sure what he expected—a glowing figure in royal robes? A booming voice from heaven? But the man standing at the water’s edge wore nothing but a simple tunic, dust clinging to the hems, and His eyes... His eyes held galaxies. There was no flash, no thunder. Yet Ezra felt like the world had just tilted slightly beneath his feet.

People crowded close—fishermen still wet from their morning labor, mothers cradling infants, elders leaning on their canes. They came with limp limbs, broken hearts, and hungry souls.

Jesus stepped into a boat moored just offshore. A thick-armed fisherman steadied it—Peter, someone whispered. The hull rocked gently as Jesus sat, His silhouette framed by sunlight sparkling on the water.

Then He stood, and the moment stilled.

His voice was not loud but carried—cutting through the murmurs and gull cries like wind through wheat.

"A sower went out to sow his seed," Jesus said, his gaze sweeping over the crowd, meeting eyes, his words slow and deliberate, pulling them in.

Ezra’s brow furrowed. A parable? He’d expected fire. Prophecy. A call to arms. Instead, the man told a story. A simple story. It felt out of place amid the anticipation that hung in the air.

Jesus continued, his voice unwavering, “As he sowed, some fell by the wayside, and the birds came and devoured them up.”

A small boy near Ezra nudged his mother, giggling. He'd seen that surely—seeds gobbled by impatient birds. The child’s laughter was a bright contrast to the weight in the air, a spark of innocence that made the parable feel even more mysterious.

Jesus’ gaze softened as he went on, his words wrapping around them like a gentle breeze. “Some fell on stony places, where they had not much earth. They sprang up quickly, but when the sun came, they were scorched, and because they had no root, they withered away.”

Ezra’s fingers tightened on his staff. The image of scorched earth struck deep. That was a cruel memory—his father once watched a barley crop rise full and fast, only to wither under the relentless heat. That season had ended in hunger, a bitter reminder of promises unfulfilled.

Jesus paused, then added, his tone even more thoughtful, “Some fell among thorns. And the thorns sprang up and choked them.”

Ezra’s chest tightened. He saw it vividly—his uncle’s field, overrun with thistle, a laborious effort swallowed by a harvest that never came to fruition. His uncle’s voice still echoed in his mind, bitter with disappointment. So much labor. So little harvest.

"But some...” Jesus’ voice grew warmer, a glimmer of hope in his eyes. “Some fell into good ground. And brought forth fruit—some a hundredfold, some sixty, some thirty.”

Ezra’s heart stirred, a strange feeling of possibility washing over him. He couldn’t help but wonder—what kind of soil was he? What kind of ground had his life been?

“Who hath ears to hear, let him hear.” Jesus finished, his eyes lingering on Ezra momentarily longer as though waiting for something. Something Ezra wasn’t yet ready to understand.

The silence afterward stretched long. Some in the crowd nodded, their heads tilted thoughtfully. Others looked confused, their brows furrowed as they tried to digest the riddle they’d just heard.

“That’s it?” someone near Ezra scoffed, crossing his arms. “A tale about farming?”

A few laughed at its simplicity, dismissing it as a mere distraction from what they had expected to hear. One woman whispered, her voice tinged with irritation, “He hides behind riddles.”

Ezra couldn’t help but feel the weight of her words, but something inside him resisted. He’d also felt the stirring in his chest when Jesus spoke. There was a depth to this man’s words, a truth wrapped in layers that reached beyond the surface.

As the murmurs began to ripple through the crowd, Jesus’ eyes narrowed slightly, his expression hardening just enough to show the fire beneath his calm exterior. “Let him who has ears hear,” he repeated, more firmly this time.

The air seemed to thicken around Ezra as if the weight of the words had begun to settle into the earth itself. The onlookers shifted, unsure of what to make of it all. Some had already started to drift away, their curiosity unsatisfied. Others lingered, watching him with new suspicion or perhaps new wonder.

Jesus turned as if sensing the shift, his gaze lifting toward the horizon. He didn’t wait for the crowd to gather their thoughts. He didn’t need to. With one final look at the disciples and the listeners, he turned on his heel and walked toward the path that would lead them into the unknown.

Ezra stood still, his hand gripping his staff, heart pounding with unfamiliar anticipation. The words lingered in the air like the scent of cedar—strange, beautiful, and filled with promise.

He would never forget this moment. The moment when Jesus’ story had planted a seed.

Now, it was up to them to decide whether they would let it grow.

Ezra remained quiet, his heart a slow drumbeat in his chest. The words had landed somewhere deep, deeper than thought, deeper than reason. They stirred something buried.

He watched as the boat drifted back to shore. Jesus stepped out, speaking quietly with His followers. Then, without fanfare, He began to walk inland.

Ezra hesitated only a moment before following.

The sun hung high, casting long shadows from olive trees and warming the stone paths into heat beneath Ezra’s sandals. He weaved through the crowd, past children laughing near wells and old women sorting lentils under shaded awnings. He was hot, thirsty, and his feet burned—but he didn’t stop. Something unseen called him forward.

Just beyond the edge of the village, where the stone houses gave way to rolling hills, a grove of ancient olive trees stood in quiet watchfulness. Their trunks twisted with age, bark scarred by wind and weather, branches heavy with leaves whispered softly in the breeze. Beneath their shade, Jesus sat cross-legged on the earth, His robe brushed with dust, His hands resting calmly on His knees.

Around Him, His disciples gathered in a loose semicircle, each drawn close by devotion and by the weight of something they could not yet name. Peter sat near the front, his brow furrowed, arms crossed over his chest as if to contain the fire always burning beneath his skin. John leaned back against one of the trees, his eyes half-lidded but alert—always listening. Thomas rubbed a smooth stone between his palms as though the act might steady his thoughts. James, Andrew, and the others settled where they could—on worn boulders, beside the knotted roots, on the cool grass—each cloaked in expectation.

The air was cooler here, tucked beneath the leafy canopy. The harsh sun of midday softened to dappled light, flickering across their robes like a reflecting sky. A gentle breeze stirred the leaves overhead, and the rhythmic chirping of birds wove itself through the stillness like a melody of peace. Somewhere nearby, a locust clicked its wings. Further off, a shepherd called to his flock in the hills.

Ezra knelt behind a low fig tree just beyond the circle, heart pounding, careful to stay hidden. The sweet scent of ripe fruit surrounded him, mingled with the earthy aroma of crushed grass beneath his knees. He was close enough to hear every word, every shift of breath—yet he felt as though he had stumbled into something sacred, a place where heaven met earth, and time held its breath.

“Why do you speak to them in parables?” one of the disciples asked, his voice low, tinged with genuine curiosity.

Jesus turned toward the man slowly, the soft afternoon light catching the edge of His face. His eyes were calm, steady, filled with something both tender and deep—like He saw further than anyone else ever could.

“Because it’s been given to you,” He said gently, “to know the mysteries of the kingdom of heaven. But to them... it hasn’t.” He paused, letting the words sink in. "Whoever understands will receive more—and they'll have abundance. But whoever doesn't understand... even what they have will be taken away."

A wind stirred the olive branches overhead. Dry leaves rustled faintly. A bird flew from one tree to another, wings slicing the quiet.

Ezra, still crouched behind the fig tree, barely breathed. Jesus’ voice reached him like a water current over stone—soft but strong enough to reshape the world.

Jesus continued, His voice a little quieter now. “That’s why I speak to them in parables. Because though they see... they don’t really see. Though they hear... they don’t understand.”

He turned His head slightly, and His gaze drifted—toward the fig tree. Ezra’s heart jumped. Had He seen him?

Jesus lifted His hand slowly as if casting invisible seeds into the wind. “The seed is the word of God,” He said, his fingers moving like a sower scattering hope across the earth.

Ezra leaned in, his breath shallow.

“Some falls by the path,” Jesus said, “and before it can take root, the wicked one comes and snatches it away.”

Ezra swallowed hard. That had been him once—listening but never really hearing. Walking away, arms crossed, too proud to believe.

“Some fall on rocky ground,” Jesus said, glancing at the soil beneath their feet. “It’s received with joy, sure—but it doesn’t last. There’s no depth. So when hardship or persecution comes, they fall away.”

Peter shifted where he sat, jaw tightening. Another leaned forward, brows knit.

Ezra clenched his fists in the grass. He thought of the times he’d believed, only to fall when things got hard. His failures stung like fresh wounds.

“Some seed falls among thorns,” Jesus said quietly, “and the thorns grow and choke it. The worries of life. The deceitfulness of wealth. The hunger for more. They drown the word... and nothing comes of it.”

Ezra bowed his head. Every word felt like it pierced his chest. He could see it—his debts, his pride, the long days spent chasing things that never satisfied. His heart ached with the weight of it all.

Jesus’ voice softened, almost like a whisper carried on the wind. “But some seed falls on good ground. And it takes root. And grows. And it produces fruit—thirty, sixty, even a hundred times more than what the sower planted. 
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