
the Less. Andrew and Kefa always mediate
between the three of them, and Yehohshua, he
just smiles at the whole disconcerting thing!
Simon the Canaanite never talks. He just walks.
Thaddaeus never shuts up. Toma does
everything Mattityahu tells him to do, he has no
mind of his own. As for Philip and Nathaniel,
who knows what they think? They’re cliquish,
uninviting.”

He felt the money pouch. It was heavy.
Susanna had trusted him with a few extra coins
earlier that week. He stopped at a fruit stand on
his way to James’s house. “Give me those fruits.”

“They’re imported, therefore, more
expensive.”

“So?” Y’hudah Ben-Shim’on Ish-K’riot
opened the money pouch and gave the
merchant one of Susanna’s coins.

After Y’hudah informed James that his
brother was coming over, he returned back to
the entourage. Before that he ate all the
imported fruit.






What makes men so bitter, women so
jealous, children so callous? Against a painted
sky of rich purple and deep red and soft
lavender the family sat to eat their meal which
Miriam and her two daughters had worked so
hard to prepare. No one was happy Yehohshua
had come to visit them. It meant trouble. It
meant intense anxiety and emotional outbursts
among the brothers; one trying to supersede
the other.

Y’hudah started liking the family feud. It
entertained him. He learned the right words to
use to inspire and renew old bickering. He
began, “Tell me, Prince Yosi, how is it that
Solomon, who had one-thousand wives and
perhaps three-thousand sons, designated that
your family line take the inheritance of
kingship?”

Prince Yosi glared at the man. “Yehuway
decreed the rightful inheritance, not Solomon.”

“But so many princes and princesses! Don’t
all of them want to be king and queen?”

“What’s wrong with you, Y’hudah? You are
a Judean resident. You know the family histories
as much as we do.”

“Who knows anything after Babylon.”

Prince Yosi slammed his hand on top of
the table. The painful sting turned his face an
angry red. The other brothers stood up from
the table and at once fierce shouting filled the
room. The same old bitterness intensified, each
brother trying to declare himself as the
powerful brother who would become the prince
designate to carry the seed of righteousness to
the conclusion of the age of man.

Yehohshua also stopped eating. His
powerful body slowly rose. “I’m fed up with this
arguing?”

“Would we argue so if Y’hudah did not say
you are our king, and we, mere shadows? Why
must we be deemed false aspirations?”

Yehohshua glared hard at Y’hudah.
“Y’hudah speaks what he has heard others say.
How much comes from his heart and intellect
and how much comes from another’s influence
is difficult to say. Nevertheless, he has spoken a
truth that cannot be evaded. I apologize for the
discord of his words, yet others will also speak
the words that he spoke throughout the ages.
The world will always argue concerning my
identity and purpose. My name will not bring
peace or resolution to the world because
bitterness is the foundation of man’s society.
Peace belongs exclusively with my father. Only
He can bring it about. Therefore, I apologize.”

“No apologies would be needed if you
didn’t try so hard to make us believe that you
alone among us can be king.”

“It would be truer for my cause if all of
you would join me.”

“Your cause is futile. Give it up.”
“I’m the head of this family.”
“You may be Mother’s first, but certainly

you are not our oldest brother. I am,” James
(Ya’akov) said.

“When will this argument stop among
you?” Miriam now added her voice to the
fracas. “Always the same issues. Always the
same words. Did it hurt you to walk with your
brother last year? No, I don’t think it did. Do so
again this year, for I’m tired of staying home
when I could be with my sister, brother-in-law,
and his wife and child.”
The four brothers became silent. They barely
glanced at Yehohshua. Room of despair, has it
no end? Finally, Miriam broke the bitter


