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The Ponderers, in order of appearance

Prologue:

Judas Iscariot – a talmid of Yeshua

Thursday:

Mary, the mother of Yeshua

Levi, a talmid of Yeshua
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Friday:

Saul of Tarsus – a Pharisee. He would later follow Yeshua, and be called Paul.

​Judas Iscariot, a talmid of Yeshua 

Miriam – first seen in Through Hope’s Eyes, her son was killed by King Herod when he was executing all boys aged two or younger, in Matthew 2:16.

Mary, the mother of Yeshua

A Woman who was Forgiven – first seen in Through Love’s Eyes, this is the woman who bathed Jesus’ feet with perfumed oil in Luke 7:36-50

A Man who was Chained – first seen in Through Love’s Eyes, this is the man who was infested with a legion of demons, in Luke 8:26-29.

Judas Iscariot, a talmid of Yeshua

Saturday:

Peter, a talmid of Yeshua

A Woman who was Forgiven – first seen in Through Love’s Eyes, this is the woman who bathed Jesus’ feet with perfumed oil in Luke 7:36-50

Matthew, a talmid of Yeshua

Thomas, a talmid of Yeshua

Peter, a talmid of Yeshua

Mary, the mother of Yeshua

A Man who was Healed – first seen in Through Love’s Eyes, this is Malchus, servant of Caiaphas, the high priest, who saw Yeshua arrested in Luke 22:47-49

Sunday:

An Old Man – just one of many who followed Yeshua during his time on earth

Mary Magdalene – a follower of Yeshua

Matthew – a talmid of Yeshua

Thomas – a talmid of Yeshua
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Epilogue

Saul of Tarsus – a Pharisee. He would later follow Yeshua, and be called Paul.

Bonus Story

Pontius Pilate – a Roman Governor of Judea, who sentenced Yeshua to death in Matthew 27:26
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​Prologue


What a fool I was, to pin my hopes on one man, especially a man like him. He’s no ruler, no warrior-king, come to free us from oppression as Moshe freed our ancestors from the Pharaoh’s chains. He knows nothing of battle, and precious little of anger. One time, I saw him angry. Once, in three years. And was that anger at our oppressors, at the daily injustices of our lives? 

NO!

HE was angry at the Temple’s moneychangers.

This was no deliverer, no second Moshe – this was just a preacher, with high-minded ideas that had no practical value. Maybe Caiaphas was right, when he called him crazy.

And yet... He is my friend, a bosom companion these past three years. Thousands were fed, more than once, on a pittance of food that would not fill a small child. Crazy men can’t do that, no matter how hard they pray. And Yeshua didn’t pray hard – he just talked to Yahweh as if Yahweh were right there in front of him. As if he could see the Unseen God. 

Still, maybe Caiaphas was right, and he is crazy. But, I’ve seen crazy people!  None of them behaved like him. 

The demoniac, chained to a tree? Now, he was crazy. Yeshua prayed, and the crazy man was sane.

Maybe Caiaphas is crazy, to not recognize our deliverer. Maybe I’m the crazy one, for daring to hope, daring to dream.

There is no place for hope in our world, no place for dreams of freedom. Life is what it is, and Yahweh is unmoved by our trials. The God of Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob has no pity for a people not wearing visible chains. It was crazy to hope that he did. But oh, how glorious were those crazy dreams, how wonderful those crazy friendships.

I’m not crazy. He is God’s chosen one, our redeemer. He has to be!  Born in Bethlehem, but come to Galilee out of Egypt – none other has so clearly fulfilled the prophetic words. 

The Baptizer knew him, and recognized him. The Baptizer—now there was a crazy man. Wear goat-skins, and eat locusts and wild honey? No wonder he saw visions!  And yet— I knew John too, and he wasn’t crazy like the demoniac. He was just crazy from—no, he wasn’t crazy at all. He was touched by God.

Oh, Yahweh... I wish I could pray as Yeshua does, that I could see you before me, and we could talk this through. I have spent my life training to be your soldier, your Gideon. But there is no battlefield here, no faithful 300 with torches and pitchers to fight for your people. 

Are they even your people anymore? Yes, they call on your name, but I promise you, they followed Yeshua for the miracles and the free food, not his teachings. They wanted to see the show, but every time they heard the admission price, they left.

Maybe it was Yeshua’s fault – maybe he should have stressed the glory, and eased up on the sacrifice part. Most people will do anything for glory or recognition, or for a little bit of love. But even when he spoke of love, they left.

Love your enemies?  Help Samaritans?  Next, he’d be telling us to help a Roman!

Somebody’s crazy, but which one of us is it? The Master? Caiaphas? John? Me? 

Maybe it’s you, Yahweh. Maybe you were crazy to think your people would seek you. Maybe you were crazy to send your peace-loving son instead of a warrior archangel for this job.  How can he save your people if he will not fight for them? How can anyone take him seriously when he just tells stories? Stories are for children! We are men grown, wanting to be led into battle. You were crazy to not send us a leader. We needed a wolf, or a guard dog, and you sent a lamb, if John’s words are true. People don’t follow lambs.

And yet...I followed him. I, Judas from Skeriot, trained to rational thought, heard him speak to my heart and bid me follow. And I put reason aside, and followed my heart. So I must be the crazy one. And if I’m not, I will be soon if I cannot resolve this confusion in my brain. 

Back to my teachings, then. Back to what I know. Back to rational thought. It is only by reasoning that one can make sense of our crazy world. What do I know, then?  What can I prove?

I know the blind see, and the lame walk. I know the hungry were fed, and I know that all this was done by Yeshua.  A crazy man couldn’t do these wonders. So he isn’t crazy.

I know the Baptizer called him blessed by Yahweh. I know Peter believes Yahweh called him “beloved son.”  I know Yeshua calls Yahweh “Abba,” as if he were truly his father.

The prophets spoke of a deliverer. Yeshua fits the description.

Why, then, doesn’t he act?  The mobs will join him – they have followed him for three years, waiting for his sign. Why does he delay?  What is he waiting for?

Maybe.... 

Maybe he needs a clear signal? 

Maybe he needs danger – would a threat towards his chosen twelve rouse the warrior?  Or would it be better if the threat was to him?

Yes.... A threat to God’s chosen one. Surely that would open the floodgates of heaven, send the angels and archangels streaming forth to defend their Holy One.

But how? He rode right by Caiaphas yesterday, with the mob singing his praises, and Caiaphas did nothing. 

I must think on this. There must be a way to make him take that next step. There must be. 

ΩΩΩΩΩΩΩ
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​THURSDAY
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Mary

I closed my eyes, breathing deeply. When I opened them, he was still there.

“Am I dreaming?” I wondered.

“No, Mary.” Andrew replied. I must have spoken out loud. “I know it seems like a nightmare, but it’s real. He’s been arrested.”

“I must go to him.”

He shook his head. “No, Mary,” he said again. “They’ll be arresting his followers as well.”

“He’s. My. Son.” I paused between each word. “He’ll need me. I need to be there.”

“I’m coming with you.” James spoke from behind me. I reached for his hand. 

“Thank you, son.”

I didn’t expect a crowd, since it was the deep of night. But torches blazed outside the judgment area. It felt like all of Jerusalem was there, but I knew it couldn’t be. Still, the crowd was so large I couldn’t get close enough to truly see Yeshua, or for him to see me.
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