SAMUEL AND JESUS

He had never seen so many people gathered together in his yet-young life. The crowds of men,
women, children, animals, soldiers, and the accompanying commotion with each seemed to make
his head spin in confusion. The sounds of loud voices and energetic singing from friends and
businesspeople and the odors from so many different cooking ovens and nearby stables were, well,
without description. On the journey to Jerusalem, his parents had told him about the joy he would
experience as he would celebrate the coming Passover in that holy city for the very first time. But
now he began to believe that this was a mistake; how could it be possible for anyone to enjoy
anything through the noise and upheaval so many people caused. He began to doubt the words of
his parents.

Samuel and his family had traveled a far distance to gather in Jerusalem for a fortnight, a stay
which would culminate in the Passover celebration. They were staying with the family of a brother
of his father who lived just outside the city on a small acreage. Another uncle and his family lived
in the city of Jerusalem where they had a small shop selling leather goods. Their home was too
small for Samuel’s family to stay there, but it was another place to visit and for Samuel and his
other cousin, Jacob, to use as a base to discover the wonders of Jerusalem.

The distance of seventy-five miles or so from their home in Galilee took several days and was a
tiring journey on each of them. But Samuel was young, and the hard miles did not seem to take
the energy out of his body as it did his parents and younger siblings. They all were resting, but
Samuel wanted to discover all he could of Jerusalem, so he began a day of self-discovery with one
of his cousins, Obed.

In the small village where his family lived near the Sea of Galilee, life was much quieter. In
Jerusalem, disorder and impatience seemed to rule the activities of everyone he saw and met.
Conversations were loud with expressive hand gestures and facial expressions which displayed
energy and passion. Something seemed to have stirred up the people into a state of expectation.
He was intrigued by the small pieces of conversation he could overhear in the gathered groups.

“Are you sure he’s coming? How do you know it’s not just another rumor?”

“Will he be coming with any soldiers, or will it just be that group of poor disciples who are always
with him?”

“We can only hope things will change for the better when he finally takes his throne, that’s for
sure!”

“We’ll know soon enough. Tomorrow is the day we’ve heard that he will enter Jerusalem. He’s
already been in the villages and towns surrounding the city and has been staying in Bethany.
Tomorrow, he plans on coming into Jerusalem and going to the temple.”

Samuel and Obed went from group one group to another, trying to learn more about this expected
visitor. It had to be someone important to have so many talking about him in such an excited
manner, but try as they could, no one spoke his name and Samuel eventually made his way back



to his family for the evening meal. When he shared this news, he found that his uncle was able to
share more information and the evening was spent getting caught up on the recent activities of a
man who Samuel had unexpectedly met just over a year or so earlier. But we’re getting ahead of
our story.

The next morning was a bright, beautiful day in Jerusalem. From the moment the sun broke the
horizon, there seemed to be a feverish activity by many who began to gather themselves for what
could be the arrival of their king, the one whom they hoped might relieve them of the chains of
slavery and oppression laid on them by the Romans. This man called Jesus could be that person.
He had already, on many occasions, given evidence of great spiritual strength and power, working
wonderful healings and miracles among the people. If all things worked as anticipated, many
thought this man just might become their new king.

Samuel’s mother and father were also interested in seeing this promising king. Together, with the
entire family, they made their way toward the Golden Gate, one of the gates into Jerusalem on the
east wall where it was said that Jesus would make his entry. As they traveled, it was quickly
apparent that many others had also prepared early for this event. The crowd lining the narrow
street immediately inside the gate was already packed so tightly that it was difficult to find a place
to stand with a clear view. By sheer will and strength, Samuel and his family finally found a place
where anyone passing in front of them could be clearly seen. Hundreds of people also had palm
leaves in their hands, the palms emblematic of victory and a symbol of rejoicing.

Their wait was not long. Slowly the crowd began to roar its approval and men and women began
to shout “Hosanna to the Son of David; blessed is he that cometh in the name of the Lord! Hosanna
in the highest!” Slowly, coming into view to Samuel’s right, was a man sitting on the back of a
small donkey. He didn’t look like a king. He wore a plain robe draped over his shoulders and tied
at his waist with a piece of rope. Well-worn sandals were on his feet held in place by knotted
leather thongs. He didn’t even appear to be so happy at this moment. His face had a tender look
about it, but it also seemed sad.

But it was the eyes of this man which caught Samuel’s attention. There was something about them
that reminded him of something in the recent past. His brain was quickly trying to remember when
suddenly their eyes met, and Samuel realized that this man was looking right at him. No, not at
him, but with a look which seemed to see into the depth of Samuel’s soul. And then the man
smiled. And Samuel remembered.

He had left home early that particular morning, hoping to sell the dried fish and small loaves of
bread his mother had prepared. This was Samuel’s responsibility, to sell the food for the additional
support of his family. His father worked long days and they were thankful for his ability to provide
for the family’s needs. But the additional money which Samuel brought home was an added
blessing, a much-needed blessing.

Samuel had been out all day and was returning home when he found himself in the midst of a great
crowd of people. They had been listening to a man teach them and then heal many of them as he
moved among the people. From what Samuel could learn, most of the people had been with this
man all day, even following him around the Sea of Galilee when he was attempting to find some



solitude. Samuel learned that the man’s name was Jesus and he had been preaching many
wonderful things about the coming kingdom, things that caused excitement in the lives of those
who listened to him. So, Samuel sat down and began to listen himself.

It was not long before there went out an inquiry if anyone had any food to share with the people.
They had been walking and standing all day, not stopping to eat at any time. The word was passed:
“Is there food that could be shared with the multitude?” Samuel looked into his basket and saw
that there were only five loaves of bread and two dried fish remaining. That certainly wouldn’t
feed many people, Samuel was sure. But, he thought, perhaps someone else also had brought some
food. Together with their food, perhaps it would help.

Samuel approached one of the men who seemed to be working with this Jesus and informed him
that he had some food if they needed it. Samuel learned that this man’s name was Andrew. He
then took Samuel to see the man called Jesus and shared Samuel’s willingness to let them have his
remaining food. And now, for the first time, Samuel looked into the eyes of Jesus and was awed
by that look — a look not only of a deep love, but of what seemed to be the compassion of eternity.
For that moment, looking together at each other, Samuel began to sense a depth of love which his
young years had not yet formed the words to describe. He was simply overpowered by the eyes
of Jesus.

Jesus took the few loaves and fish in his hands, raised them skyward, and prayed over them. He
then placed them back into Samuel’s basket and asked for other baskets to be brought forward. He
then began to fill every basket with loaves and fish to overfilling. Those baskets then were taken
among the people and each person received their fill of food. As those who were with Jesus began
to gather the baskets back together, they discovered that there were twelve more baskets of food
left over from the five loaves and two fish. Jesus took one of the baskets and refilled Samuel’s
basket, thanking him for his gift of life and abundance. He then instructed Samuel to take part of
this food to his family and, over the evening meal, tell them of what he witnessed today. With
those last words, this man Jesus spoke quickly to the men with him and began to walk away toward
the mountain.

This memory came flooding back to Samuel as he saw Jesus ride past him on toward the temple.
Many around them were asking who was this man? Why were there so many people cheering and
welcoming a stranger who was riding on a donkey? Those of the crowd who knew of Jesus began
to share his message with them, but many were too busy with other things to listen very long.
Quickly the crowd began to disperse with people going their way in preparation for the Passover
which was only a few days away.

Samuel and is family made their way back to his uncle’s home and the next few days were exciting
for them. The opportunity to visit with relatives, to play with cousins and other family members,
as well as having the ability to sit and listen to grown-ups talk about what was happening in
Jerusalem as well as other parts of Galilee. For someone as inquisitive as Samuel, these moments
were as exciting as walking through the bazaars and seeing all the different items for sale from
lands which he had only heard about. His uncle and father were sympathetic to the information
they heard regarding Jesus. Each man felt that it might be possible that Jesus was the promised
Messiah and, if so, then the fulfillment of the prophecies by the ancient prophets were coming true.



Perhaps this Jesus would establish his kingdom and allow Israel to be truly free once again. As
the family conversed with one another over what each one had heard or knew of this Jesus, several
times the exclamation, “From your lips to God’s ears, may it be so” was heard.

The days went quickly, and Samuel, Obed, and Jacob were inseparable around Jerusalem. Though
the city was crowded and busy, there were many interesting things for the boys to do. Jerusalem
was old news to Obed and Jacob, but they indulged Samuel and made sure that he was able to see
all that he wanted. Thursday brought a bit of excitement to the boys as they witnessed an unusual
activity around one of the larger buildings near Jacob’s home.

It was mid-morning when the boys noticed two men walking around that area. Samuel recognized
them from the previous experience of Jesus entering Jerusalem. They must be men who many
were calling Jesus’ disciples. These men were walking around as if they were looking for
something but were not sure what it was. The three boys thought it was interesting enough and
decided, for the lack of something better to do, to follow the men.

Presently another man walked past the two men. As the three boys watched, the first two men
became very excited and began to follow this one. Even to Samuel and his cousins, something
was unusual. This man was carrying a large pitcher of water, something that most men would
never do as it was considered work best left to the women. But here he was, striding down the
street with two excited men quickly following him. And three inquisitive boys following behind.

The man carrying the water jug went into a large house with the two disciples right behind him.
In a short time, they emerged, hugged each other, and raced away. The three cousins could only
wonder what that was all about. But not for long. There were other things to see and do and the
day was speeding on. The three boys would be staying with Jacob’s family in the city this evening,
but night would soon come and end their exploring for another day. What a night it would turn
out to be.

As young boys usually do when there is exploring to do, they were up early on Friday morning.
After a quick breakfast, they were preparing to see what sights they could find for the day. Jacob’s
father spoke to them and advised them not to go toward the temple that day due to the events of
the past evening. He went on to explain that the man known as Jesus had been arrested and tried
before the council of priests. It was that council’s decision to take him to Pontius Pilate, the
governor over that area, and demand that he be put to death. Jacob’s father warned them that there
might be trouble from some of the followers of Jesus as well as from some who were angry over
the things he had been teaching the past many days. Promising to be careful and stay away from
the crowds, the boys hurriedly left and, taking little heed to the warning, turned directly toward
the temple.

This morning was even worse than the previous days of confusion and noise. The news of the
arrest of Jesus brought intense feelings to the surface of many people, both those who supported
him and those who thought he had received exactly what the law provided. Arguments and heated
discussions were all around the young boys as they elbowed their way toward the temple. They
arrived just as the priests, with Jesus bound between them, made their way toward the governor’s
home. At a safe distance, off to the side of the procession, they followed the long procession of



supporters and detractors of Jesus. Samuel kept looking at Jesus and wondered what he had done
to bring about his arrest. Had he done something wrong? Was he a thief, did he rob someone? In
the innocent mind of Samuel, this had to be a mistake! The man whose eyes he had looked into
could not be guilty of anything so wrong that would cause him to be arrested. Samuel just did not
understand.

Outside the home of Pilate, the crowd stopped and gathered itself into two groups, those who
believed in Jesus and those who wanted to see him receive Roman justice. They milled around,
holding their own conversations, expressing their own hopes and fears, either in support or ridicule
of Jesus. Many of those who supported Jesus knelt in prayer and supplication for his safety and
release while the rest of the crowd jeered and said unkind words against them. The three boys
hung back, away from the jostle of those standing in the street.

Presently Jesus and the priests emerged. One of the priests stepped forward and cried, “On to
Herod’s place. Pilate is sending Jesus there for Herod’s decision.” Once again, the procession
formed up and moved slowly through the narrow streets toward the place where the Roman leader
over Galilee was staying. As Jesus was a Galilean, Pilate, ever the politician, felt it only right that
Herod should place any judgment upon him. Through the dust and confusion, the priests led Jesus
and those who followed on toward another moment of decision.

The boys were caught up in the excitement. Young people, old men and women, everyone seemed
to have chosen a side. Cries of support for Jesus mingled with mockery and cursings from others.
Samuel was walking beside an elderly man and asked him to explain what was going on. The
man, barely pausing his walk, quickly told the boys that the priests of the temple had finally had
enough of the teachings of Jesus and were doing all they could to silence him and his growing
group of disciples. Even if it meant crucifying Jesus. The man had tears in his eyes as he spoke
to Samuel, Obed, and Jacob. With a deep sigh, he hurried on, quickly lost in the crowd.

At the residence of Herod, again there was the wait by the crowd of the decision which was
anticipated to come from within those walls. The same type of scene at Pilate’s home was also
experienced in front of the place where Herod was staying. Prayers and supplications, taunts and
jeers, arguments and hostility —all expressed by followers as well as agitators. This time, however,
the three boys found themselves near the front of the crowd. From there they could see the front
door as well as turn to look upon the large group of people interested in the fate of Jesus.

It was mid-morning when the door opened, and Jesus and the priests reappeared. This time, Jesus
was clothed in a robe prettier that anything Samuel had ever seen. He had entered Herod’s home
with just an ordinary cloak around his shoulders but had come out wearing something beautiful.
His head was down, his eyes looking to the ground as the priests pushed and shoved him down the
steps and into the street. He stood just a few feet from the boys and Samuel saw the loneliness and
sadness in his face. At that instant, their eyes met and once again Samuel felt that depth of love
that he had no words with which to describe. It was like looking into the deepest pool of water
and finding no end to it. Samuel felt swallowed up in those eyes. Then the faintest of smiles
appeared on Jesus’ face as he lightly nodded his head toward Samuel.



“Back to Pilate,” shouted the priest again. “Herod is a coward and he want’s nothing to do with
this man’s judgment. We’re going back to Pilate and demanding that he condemn this man for
heresy and proclaiming himself to be a king. We will not tolerate his lies any longer.” With those
words, the crowd parted, the procession reversed itself and returned to the home of Pilate.

This time, the three boys stayed near the front of the crowd. Samuel wanted to be close to Jesus,
perhaps even to be able to reach out and touch him, to give him whatever support he could. But
that was not possible. The priests of the temple formed a circle around Jesus to keep both his
supporters and those who hated him from getting too close. Samuel had to be content with simply
walking nearby and watching Jesus as he struggled to keep up with the determined priests.

Once again Pilate met with the priests and Jesus. Being outside, no one knew of the discussions,
but this visit did not last long at all. Within just a few moments, Pilate came to an upper window
and addressed the crowd standing below. After gaining their attention, he stated that, in his
interrogation of Jesus, he could not find any fault with what he had been saying or that he had done
anything wrong to be punished for. He promised that, due to the unusual nature of this situation,
he would be willing to chastise him but then preferred to release Jesus. Samuel asked a man
standing nearby what it meant if Jesus was chastised. The man explained that it would likely be
10 or 15 lashes on his back with a whip.

At this pronouncement, there was a mixture of praises as well as condemnations. What seemed to
sway Pilate was the number of those Jews in the crowd who were against any mercy toward Jesus.
They greatly outnumbered those who begged for his release. Pilate responded by allowing the
Jews to exercise their legal right of selecting someone to be set free at the Passover who had been
condemned for crimes.

“You have a custom which I am willing to abide by. At the time of your Passover, you can select
one condemned person to be released. By your decision, I will comply with that custom. Whom
do you wish I should free? Jesus, who calls himself your king? Or Barabbas, accused of sedition
and murder?”

Samuel was amazed at the deafening roar from the crowd: “Give us Barabbas and take this man
away. Crucify him. Crucify him!” Samuel watched as the priests were also shouting for Barabbas
to be freed, a man who had done much harm to other people. Now, as Samuel looked toward
Jesus, he saw tears falling down his face as he heard the voices demanding his death. Pilate stood
before the crowd, raised his arms for silence, and proclaimed that their wish would be met, that
Jesus would stand condemned and prepared for crucifixion. With that, he dipped his hands in a
basin of water, dried them, turned away from the people, and shut the window.

With Pilate’s order, the Roman soldiers took Jesus to one of the general’s tents until the crucifixion
would take place. The crowd began to break up, Jesus’ broken-hearted followers going one
direction with those who opposed Jesus heading off on their own journeys. It was nearing noon
and the boys were getting hungry. They hurried to Jacob’s home, eager to continue discussing
what they had witnessed that morning. As chance would have it, all three families had gathered
at Jacob’s home and the ensuing discussion was filled with the three boys relating everything they
could remember. It was all that Samuel could do to hide his anger at the crowd. As he told his



part of the morning’s experience, tears filled his eyes and found himself sobbing in the arms of his
mother, finally finding comfort after a morning of anger and hurt.

Everyone knew that the ordered crucifixion would take place immediately. As they talked about
this man called Jesus and what they understood of him and his ministry, it soon formed in Samuel’s
mind that he wanted to be near this unusual man who seemed to have such a hold on his heart. His
mother and father strongly resisted, knowing well what a tragic scene that would be for such a
young man to witness. But they did relent and gave their consent that he could at least watch the
procession toward the hill known as Golgotha. But when the soldiers and Jesus reached that hill,
he had to promise to return home. Reluctantly, Samuel agreed.

It seemed only moments had passed when they heard cries from outside Jacob’s home. The people
in the streets were shouting that the soldiers were now taking Jesus toward his crucifixion.
Hurriedly the boys headed out the door and joined the gathering throng to watch the procession.
People jostled against each other, each attempting to find the best place to see Jesus pass by. By
sheer will and determination, the three boys elbowed their way to the very front of the viewers,
eagerly and fearfully waiting for the passing of this somber procession. Suddenly, from out of
nowhere, strong arms grabbed each of the boys and lifted them upon wide shoulders. Their fathers
had decided to come and be with the boys and to witness this event also. Samuel reached down
and hugged his father’s head with love.

From the direction of the general’s tents, they could hear the increased volume of voices as the
soldiers slowly escorted Jesus along the narrow street. When he came in view of Samuel and his
family, they were shocked at his appearance. Although he had suffered some physical abuse prior
to his visits with Pilate and Herod, that was nothing compared to how he looked now. He had
been beaten. Blood seeped from wounds on his back and legs through his cloak. He was without
sandals and his feet bled. He wore a circle of thorns around his head which caused blood to flow
down his face and into his eyes. But perhaps the most difficult thing for Samuel to understand
was that he was being made to carry his own cross to Golgotha. It was too heavy for him; he
stumbled every few steps, causing one of the arms to hit the ground and pound into his shoulder
and back. Samuel could hear his groans and see the agony in his face. He reached down again
and fiercely held onto his father’s face with shaking hands. As he watched, he saw Jesus fall again
into the street, fainting from the abuse and the heavy load.

Directly across from where the boys and their fathers were standing was a large man holding the
hands of his two sons. One of the soldiers walked up to the man, grabbed him by the cloak and
pulled his toward Jesus. “Pick up this cross and carry it to the hill,” he commanded. Jacob’s father
said that he knew that man, that his name was Simon. They watched as Simon reached down and
hefted the heavy cross onto his shoulders and began to walk down the street, his two sons following
closely, each holding onto a part of his tunic. The soldiers grabbed the weaken Jesus and roughly
dragged him after Simon. Following close behind was a large group of people who were crying
and begging for Jesus’ life. It was difficult to hear all that was being said, but Samuel thought that
he heard Jesus speak to them as he was being lifted by the soldiers. As he would later recall that
moment, he thought that Jesus told them not to cry for him but to be fearful of themselves and their
children and the days of trouble to come. Samuel wondered why he would speak in such a manner.



As the procession passed, the fathers lowered the boys from their shoulders, and they joined the
crowd moving toward the hill of Golgotha. Samuel’s father took him by the shoulders, turned him
toward him face to face, leaned down and asked if he was sure that he wanted to see what would
happen next? He warned Samuel that this would be a difficult thing to see and he did not want to
place Samuel in an uncomfortable situation without him understanding what was going to happen.

Samuel wanted to stay. He looked at Obed and Jacob and asked if they would stay also but they
shook their heads, grabbed their father’s hands, and began to walk away. Samuel looked at his
father, and with tears in his eyes, asked if they could stay, together, and see what was going to
happen to his friend? Samuel’s father slowly nodded his head, placed his huge hand on Samuel’s
head, and found a place to sit down near the place of the crucifixion.

They quickly saw that there were two other men who were going to be crucified beside Jesus.
They were men who had been found guilty of various crimes against people and the laws of Rome
and had been sentenced to die also. Samuel’s father asked some of the people standing nearby
about the two men and discovered that they were some of the most violent criminals and surely
deserved to die for their crimes. The soldiers placed them on each side of Jesus and began
preparing them for their deaths.

This was something that Samuel’s father would not let him watch. As the three men were prepared,
he took Samuel’s head and buried it against his chest and tried to cover his ears to block out the
sounds of the hammer against nail and the cries of the men. But some noise is impossible to
silence, and Samuel winced at every sound, the blow of the hammer and the cry of pain. He clung
to his father more tightly than he had ever clutched something in his life. At that moment, he truly
wished to be drawn into this father and be one with him.

Presently he heard three distinct echoing thumps as the three crosses, now complete with their
condemned, were stood upright and slid into the holes prepared to hold them upright. For a
moment, there was nothing but silence. Samuel slowly released his hold on his father and turned
his head to look upon the scene before him. He saw Jesus and the other men suspended on the
crosses, their hands and feet nailed to the rough pieces of wood. They hung there, slumped and
unable to stand upright, hanging by their hands and standing on nails driven through their feet.

“Now what, father?” asked Samuel. “Well, we wait, son. This is not an easy thing to see but for
now there is nothing we can do but just wait. Dying sometimes comes quickly for them, and
sometimes the soldiers help it along. We’ll just have to wait and see.”

As Samuel and his father watched, they saw several people come out of the crowd and gather near
the foot of the cross which bore the body of Jesus. The women were crying and still pleading for
the life of Jesus. People began talking together and Samuel quickly learned that these were friends
and the mother of Jesus. There were four women and one man. The woman who was identified
as Jesus’ mother slowly knelt and quietly began to pray while the others cried loudly. Everyone
else watching stayed away while these five encircled the foot of his cross.

Understanding his father’s words that this could be a lengthy vigil, Samuel stretched out in front
of his father, sitting between his legs and looking up at his friend who hung there between heaven



and earth. He looked at the face he had first met just over a year ago on the side of Galilee. That
was a much more joyous time, a time of rejoicing and happiness. Today was not joyful nor happy.
It was a day that was bringing too many tears to Samuel’s eyes and a heaviness to his heart he did
not yet understand.

As he gazed upon Jesus, he longed to be able to help him, to assure him that he was there, ready
to do whatever he could to assist him once again. Then he saw Jesus open his eyes and gaze at the
people below him. He looked from right to left, taking in the whole scene. Samuel saw him look
down at those gathered below his cross. He saw him look toward the soldiers who still stood by,
ready to complete their duties of the day. As he watched, he then saw Jesus turn toward where he
and his father were sitting. His gaze stopped when he saw Samuel. It would be good to say that
it lingered upon Samuel, but that would not be fully correct. Instead, the eyes of Jesus seemed to
bore directly into his soul, burning his spirit and setting on fire every nerve in Samuel’s body.
Looking back at Jesus, he found himself shuddering and shaking as if every muscle in his body
was acting on its own accord. And then he saw his friend smile once again. It was a small smile,
nothing like he had experience before, but between them Samuel knew his friend had recognized
him and once again acknowledged their friendship. Samuel buried his head in his father’s arms
and sobbed. Now it was time to go home. He had seen enough.

The walk back to Jacob’s home was a quiet one. They held hands, father and son, and carried their
own reflections and feelings silently. It was mid-afternoon and, as they walked, they noticed the
skies getting darker and the wind beginning to blow harder. Samuel’s father looked up and said
that it was beginning to look like a big storm approaching, that they had better pick up the pace
and get home quickly. They broke into a trot and soon were at Jacob’s family’s home, joining
with the rest of the families.

The noon hour was spent relating the experience at Golgotha. Samuel was hesitant, at first, to
share of his eye-to-eye relationship with Jesus, but once he started to tell the story, he quickly
related the prior two times he and Jesus had had such an experience. Good stories are never hard
to listen to and, besides, some members of his family had not heard of his fish and bread story.
Samuel was eager, and pleased, to be able to share it again.

The storm seemed to be getting worse outside. The winds were howling, the skies had gotten so
dark, and the lightning was dancing all over the sky. It seemed as if heaven itself was raging and
about to burst wide open. Afraid to go outside, nevertheless, several of them gathered at the
windows to look outside and watch. Samuel, Obed, and Jacob were looking through a window
which looked toward the hill Golgotha, and it seemed that it was at that place where the center of
the storm was located. The noise, the wind, the darkness — these all seemed to transfix the boys
and they could not take their eyes from the skies.

Suddenly there was a tremendous thunderclap which shook the earth. From somewhere in the
heavens came a bolt of lightning the size of which they had never seen before. The immediate
thunderclap literally shook the house and caused their ears to hurt. Everyone jumped back into
the middle of the rooms and held their heads. The men immediately began to look at the walls and
roof, ready to evacuate if they saw damage or falling stone and mud. But the home seemed secure
and only the ongoing ringing in their ears and spots in their eyes remained of that gigantic blast



from the skies. After everyone confirmed that they were okay, that no damage had been done to
anyone, it was time to begin to prepare the evening meal. Slowly the events of the day began to
recede and be replaced with the day’s normal activities. But Samuel found his mind regularly
being pulled back to those moments when he caught the eye of Jesus and how it made him feel to
be seen by him.

In the next two days, preparations to return home were being made. They had been at Jerusalem
for quite a while now and it was time to get back home and rejoin their routine of life. Sunday
morning began as a quiet time in Obed’s family home with morning devotions and breakfast taking
up the early part of the day. But that peacefulness would soon be broken when Jacob came running
into the house.

“He’s alive!” he shouted the moment he rushed into the house. “He’s not dead anymore! He’s
alive, he’s alive! The soldiers could not kill him! His tomb is empty!”

Obed’s father quickly come to Jacob and asked, “Who’s alive? What are you all excited about
this early in the day?”

“Jesus is not in his grave anymore. There were women who went to the grave to tend to his body
and they found two angels there, but the body of Jesus was missing. The angel told them he had
risen from the grave and that they were to go and tell Jesus’ disciples. They did, and two of them,
Peter and John, went to the tomb and also found it empty. All that was left there were his burial
clothes. Wow, what a morning!”

Obed’s father turned to the family and told them that this was what Jesus had been preaching the
days before he arrived in Jerusalem. He had promised that he would not remain in a tomb but
would return to life in three days after his death. “If this is true,” he said, “then this man has
fulfilled his own prophesy and truly is the Son of God.”

Samuel said, “I’ve seen his miracle of feeding thousands of people with almost no food. He took
it right from my own basket. I may not understand all that has happened these past days, but I
know what my heart tells me of him. He is my friend and I wish I could be his best friend. The
way he’s been treated, he needs as many friends as he can get.”

“Well, come on, friend of Jesus,” his father said, laughingly. “Let’s get home, get settled once
again, and we’ll all see about becoming best friends of Jesus. Agreed?”

Samuel looked into his father’s eyes and, for just an instant, thought he saw the same love in them
which he has seen in the eyes of Jesus. “You bet, father. Let’s all be his friends.”



