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The Hilltop Meeting

The afternoon sun casts a golden glow over the rolling hills of Galilee. The fields sway back and forth in a gentle breeze in a rippling motion that mirrors the sea. A young girl called Miriam races up the slope of a hill, her sandals slipping on the loose stones, laughter bubbling from her lips. She turns back to look at her friend Mathias who is struggling to keep up.

“Come on, Mathias. You’re slower than a tired old mule” she says.

Mathias, red-faced and panting, pauses to wipe the sweat from his brow. “I’m not slow. You’re just too fast. My legs aren’t built for climbing like yours.”

“Excuses. I always get to the top before you do” she says.

She sprint up the last few feet, and when she gets to the top, she sees a boy of their age. He is barefoot and his tunic is dusty. His dark hair frames a serene face, and his eyes, gentle but piercing are rich with something that attracts her attention.

“You made it,” the boy says, as he smiles at Miriam.

“Who are you?” she says, surprised. “I have never seen you up here before.”

Mathias finally reaches the top, huffing and puffing. “What’s the matter now? Why did you stop?” 

He is equally surprised to see someone else sitting in his favourite place. 

“Oh. Who’s this?”

The boy stands and brushes the dirt from his hands. “I am Jeshua Ben Joseph,” he says. “From the village.”

“You’re from Nazareth?” Miriam says. 

“I thought I knew everyone in the village.”

“Almost,” Jeshua replies with a smile. 

“I don’t get out much as I usually help my father in his workshop. I come here sometimes when I need to think.”

Mathias’ breathlessness is replaced by curiosity and he says, “What do you think about?”

Jeshua looks out at the hills, his gaze steady. “The birds, the trees, and people. How everything fits together like it was made to belong.” 

Miriam is unimpressed. “That’s what you think about? That sounds boring. I would rather make up stories about those things.”

Jeshua turns to her, his smile widening. “Stories are important. They help people see truths they might otherwise miss. Maybe your stories are more like these hills, full of surprises.” 

Miriam is not sure whether he is teasing or that’s a compliment. “Well, I’m good at them,” she says, a little defensively.

“I believe you,” Jeshua says earnestly.

Something about the way in which he says it makes her feel strangely proud.

Mathias is intrigued. “You’re different to other people,” he says. “But not in a bad way. You’re just different.”

Jeshua laughs, a sound that feels like sunlight breaking through clouds. “Maybe. But so are both of you. I can tell.”

Miriam and Mathias don’t know what to think of this boy who speaks with such confidence, and it is a little unsettling at first.

“Do you want to play a game with us?” Mathias asks hopefully. “We are going to see how many sheep we can see from up here.”

“I’d like that,” Jeshua says.

They climb a little higher until they reach the very top of the hill. The vista stretches on endlessly with valleys and meadows bathed in golden light, and they stand in silence and rejoice in its majesty.

“It’s like we’re on top of the world,” Miriam says.

“Maybe we are,” Jeshua says, his gaze thoughtful. Or maybe this is just a small part of something much bigger.”

Mathias chuckles. “You really do think a lot, don’t you?”

Jeshua smiles. “Someone has to.”

They laugh and their voices are carried on the wind and across the hills. And in that moment, a bond begins to form, one that will shape their lives in ways they could never imagine.
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The Carpenter’s Son

The sound of a hammer echoes through the air, blending with the chirping of sparrows perched on the rooftops. Mathias stands at the door of the carpenter’s workshop, hesitant to step inside. The scent of freshly sawed wood fills the air and mingles with the earthy warmth of the sun-baked courtyard.

Through the open doorway, he can see Jeshua bent over a workbench, holding a small wooden plank as his father, Joseph, carefully smooths the edges with a plane. Jeshua’s hands are steady, his focus intense but calm, as if the act of crafting wood is a sacred ritual.

“Are you going to stand there all day?” Jeshua says, “Come in, Mathias.”

“I didn’t want to interrupt,” Mathias says as he step into the shade of the workshop. “I have never been in a carpenter’s shop before.”

“There’s always a first time,” Joseph says, his voice deep and kind. He looks up from his work and smiles at Mathias. “Welcome, young man. Are you here to learn?”

Mathias shuffles awkwardly. “I don’t know much about woodwork. I was just curious.”

“Well,” Joseph says as he sets down his plane, “curiosity is the first step to learning. Jeshua, show him what we are working on.”

Jeshua picks up a wooden plank and shows him what he is doing. “It’s a yoke for an ox. My father says if you make it right, it fits the animal perfectly. And it makes their burden easier to bear.”

Mathias runs his fingers over the smooth surface of the wood. “It’s beautiful. I never thought of a yoke as something to admire.”

Jeshua chuckles. “Anything can be beautiful if you take care in making it.”

Joseph nods approvingly. “That’s true. A good carpenter does more than just build things; he understands them. Wood has its own voice and its own life, and it will respect you if you respect it.”

Mathias watches closely as Jeshua picks up a chisel and makes a minor adjustment. “Do you like working here?” he says.

Jeshua pauses and considers the question. “I do but it’s not just about making things. It’s about seeing what something can become. A rough piece of wood can turn into something that helps others, something lasting and I like that.”

Mathias is quiet for a moment, watching the way his hands move, precise, gentle, and confident. 

“I wish I could do something like that,” he says. “My father wants me to work in the fields. It’s hard and I don’t really want to.”

“Every kind of work has its place, Mathias. The fields feed people and the yoke helps them. It’s not about what you make, but how you do it. Even the smallest task can have meaning if you do it with care.”

Joseph places a hand on Mathias’ shoulder. “He’s right. You have to find pride in your work, whatever it is. But if you ever want to try your hand at carpentry, you are welcome to come and try.”

Mathias smiles. “Thank you. Maybe I will.”

As the afternoon wears on, Mathias watches as they work and asks many different questions. Jeshua patiently explains the tools, the grain of the wood, and the importance of balance in every piece they craft. And Mathias feels a spark of inspiration, a feeling that even the simplest things hold beauty and purpose.

As he leaves the workshop that evening, the sound of the hammer and chisel follow along behind, a steady rhythm that seems to echo in his heart. As he wanders along the street, he stops to feel the bark of a tree and imagines what it could become.

He glances back at the workshop, where Jeshua is standing in the doorway, watching as he leaves. He waves and Mathias waves back and smiles.

This was a new experience for Mathias and he didn’t feel like a visitor. He felt like he belonged, as if Jeshua had shared not just a skill, but a way of seeing the world. It’s a lesson he would try not to forget.
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The Festival in Sepphoris

The air is alive with excitement as Miriam, Mathias, and Jeshua join numerous other villagers who walk the dusty road to Sepphoris. It’s the first day of the festival, and the vibrant energy of the city can be felt even before it comes into view. 

Merchants advertise their wares, carts rattle with goods, and the scent of roasted lamb and spiced dates wafts through the air.

Miriam wraps her shawl closer to protect against the breeze, her eyes wide with anticipation. “Do you think we will see performers, maybe a juggler or some dancers?”

Mathias rolls his eyes but can’t hide his excitement. “I’m more interested in the food. A man was selling honey cakes back there.”

“I saw him too,” Jeshua says with a smile. “We’ll find some more later.”

As they pass through the city gates, the narrow streets of Sepphoris unfold before their eyes and it is bustling with life. Stalls line the marketplace, overflowing with pottery, textiles, and vibrant produce. Children scurry around chasing one another, and musicians play flutes and tambourines, their melodies mingling with the chatter of the crowd.

“Look,” Miriam cries as she points at a fire dancer who spins around with a blazing staff, her movements hypnotic. “Let’s get closer.”

Before Mathias can protest, Miriam grabs his hand and drags him through the crowd. Jeshua follows along with a bemused expression. They gaze in amazement, their faces reflecting the flickering flames. The dancer spins and leaps, and the fire seems to obey her every move. The crowd applauds and she bows with a triumphant smile on her face.

“That was amazing,” Miriam says.

“It’s as if she was one with the fire,” Jeshua says, his tone thoughtful. “That kind of focus is a gift.”

“I think she does a lot of practice, Mathias says. “You can’t just pick up a flaming stick and hope for the best.”

They continue exploring and every corner of the marketplace reveals something new. At one stall, Miriam admires the delicate jewellery while Mathias samples a spiced fig, and Jeshua lingers at a pottery stall to admire the smooth glaze on the bowls.

But the easy atmosphere is interrupted when an argument breaks out at a nearby stall. Two merchants stand nose to nose, their voices raised in anger.

“You stole my customers,” one shouts as he jabs a finger into the other’s chest. “And you have been undercutting my prices all morning.”

“And you have been spreading lies about my goods,” the other cries, his face red with rage.

People stop and listen but Miriam doesn’t like it and tries to pull Mathias away. “We should go. It’s getting tense.”

Jeshua makes his way through the crowd until he is standing between the two men. 

“Excuse me,” he says calmly, his voice steady but kind. “What’s the matter?”

The merchants, their expressions still hot with anger erupt once again. “This man is trying to ruin me,” the first one says.
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