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If we insist on keeping hell (or even earth), we shall not see heaven; 

if we accept heaven, we shall not be able to retain even the smallest 

and most intimate souvenirs of Hell. 

    —C.S. Lewis



Toward the end of Christ’s ministry among the Jews, He encoun-

tered a young rich man. The young man was apparently a believer 

in God, but when Jesus challenged him to give up all his wealth and 

follow Him, the young rich man found himself unable to make so 

great a sacrifice. Throughout Christendom since, this young man has 

been viewed as someone who failed to fully accept Christ’s message. 

This book is an imaginary story about that Young Rich Man1. It is 

my testimony that everyone who hears the voice of the Lord—by Him, 

through the scriptures, or by one of His servants—has the opportunity 

to repent and change their lives. Who this rich man really was and 

what happened to him the scriptures do not tell. I prefer to believe 

that he found his way to Christ and did his part for the kingdom. This 

is his story and the story of so many who have found peace through 

repentance after wrong choices. 

    —The Author
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Chapter 1
T H E  Y E A R  3 3 A D :

Nahum struggled with his robes as he rushed across the 
Jordan Valley Road leading out of Livias. He had come 
a long way, in a short time, on foot from his home in 

Betharamphtha. “I can not miss what my heart tells me may be my 
last chance to find the peace I have been searching for,” Nahum 
thought as he willed his feet forward… “No, running from, these 
past three years,” his heart clarified and reprimanded. 

Out of breath and with sweat bathing his brow he prayed out 
loud, “Barukh ata Adonai Eloheinu melekh ha olam… Blessed are 
You, LORD, our God, King of the universe…” But he wasn’t sure 
what to ask for, what to say. Nahum rubbed his eyes as they began 
to burn from the sweat trickling off his brow. As if the beads of per-
spiration brought new understanding, he remembered a similar hot 
day when he was 14 years old…
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“Avar Zmano Batul Karbano… Time passed sacrifice cancelled,” 
echoed his father’s voice in his mind. “Always remember son,” his 
father explained as they hastened their pace to a meeting when 
Nahum first began his involvement in his father’s business circles. 

“There is a specific time set aside for sacrifice. If the sacrifice is not 
offered during that set time, it is not accepted of the Lord. That is 
the tradition, that is the law, and often son, that is life as well.”  

“Yes!” Nahum exclaimed out loud as the sun’s heat brought him 
back to his present day mission. “That is what I pray—that the time 
is not passed,” Nahum uttered with new hope in finding the words 
his heart felt.

Nearly three years ago, a last-minute trip south to personally 
check on cargo that Nahum had purchased several months ear-
lier in Jerusalem had changed a peaceful, well-ordered, and happy 
life into one of turmoil and frustration. “And spiritual avoidance 
with myself, my family and my friends that now culminate on this 
dusty road, leading West to the Jordan River Valley and Jerusalem,” 
Nahum uttered between short breaths. This was not just an inter-
section on a road, but perhaps the most important intersection of 
his life and he had no idea what to expect… 
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Chapter 2
T H E  Y E A R  3 0  A D : 

Three years earlier at about the same place on the road…

“I know, I know,” Nahum absentmindedly soothed as he 
stroked his donkey’s brow. “I took a real chance accepting 
this contract to deliver the provisions before Passover.” His 

voice rose unbeckoned as he continued, “Those crazy Galilean fish-
ermen were willing to pay nearly half again as much as my regular 
price so they could be ready ‘to attack the sea with new equipment’ 
as soon as Passover was complete. Frankly, my traveling friend, I 
don’t care what they attack at the price they are paying,” he chuck-
led. Nahum was in good spirits. He had enjoyed this trip so far. He 
loved being on the road; taking command of his business and his 
life. Always interested in news from outside his village and having 
an over-riding interest to ensure his business prospered, his trav-
eling schedule found him nearly two weeks out of four with this 
donkey. He had jokingly named the donkey Balaam2 because of the 
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many times he wished he could hold a two-way conversation with 
his only traveling companion. His family didn’t seem to mind his 
traveling schedule as they watched his wealth continue to accumu-
late. 

Balaam flicked his tail at some bothersome flies and moved his 
head just enough to let Nahum know that the conversation was bor-
ing, but the well-placed scratching near his ears was greatly appreci-
ated. “My concern is, as I have already mentioned to you, did the 
shipment make it out of Jerusalem?  Although those Galileans are 
not wise businessmen, they will not pay my price if I do not deliver 
before the end of Passover. Now, where is that caravan?!”

Nahum knew that his shipment could be stopped at the Golden 
Gate under Solomon’s Porch in Jerusalem if the paperwork was not 
completed before the early Passover festivities, or it could flounder 
in Jericho or Bethany if the donkey team drivers decided to return 
to the city for the holidays. Most merchants outside of Jerusalem 
did not work the week before and the week after Passover because 
of these complications. But that is what had made Nahum a very 
wealthy man—not doing what every other merchant did just to get 
by and taking the risks that others steered clear of. 

Nahum smiled as he departed the small town of Livias where 
the road turned toward Jericho. “Praise be…that looks like Joram. 
That must be my shipment!” he told Balaam the donkey as he picked 
up the pace. “I might just increase Joram’s wages for this trip. It will 
be hard for him to be away from his family over the holidays. And,” 
he whispered conspiratorially to Balaam, “if he delivers on time, my 
profits nearly double!”

That was another reason Nahum was a prosperous businessman 
and a leader of the Betharamphtha synagogue—he was demanding, 
but he was a fair and honest man—even when it came to squeezing 
just a little more profit out of the customer. His customers always 
came back to him because he consistently delivered and they knew 
his dedication to his business was the center of his life. They didn’t 
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have to worry that their needs were anywhere but the very top of 
his list.

Confirming his cargo was on the road was not all that caused 
his smile, however. It continued to amaze and amuse him that he 
made significant profits on all types of fishing tackle and gear for 
ships when he lived far from any sizable body of water. 

“Finding needs and filling those needs is what business is all 
about, Joram,” he said as he approached his foreman. “Study the 
tree and put your basket where the fruit will fall. That is what my 
father taught me.”  Due to the Jewish practice of avoiding the more 
direct route to the Galilee through Samaria and the Jewish anath-
ema of doing business with Tyre, Sidon, and typically, Decoppolis, 
Perea had become the central transshipment point between Judea 
and the Galilee. And Nahum was perhaps the most prosperous of 
the transshipment agents in Central Perea3. 

“As you say, sir,” Joram replied, not quite sure what had led to 
the statement. “I had to fill the needs and the pocket of the customs 
official to get out of the city before the festivities began, but not 
much more than usual,” Joram assured Nahum.

“All is in order then?” Nahum inquired. “Your team seems fresh 
enough. If you drive hard, you can probably make it to Betharam-
phtha late this evening and see your family before heading out in 
the morning.”  

“That would be a great treat, sir. Thank you.” 
Nahum knew Joram took great care with the animals and his 

team. “Consistent short-term care made for less long-term prob-
lems,” Joram would say when Nahum became impatient with Joram’s 
travel time. “A little motivation to decrease our delivery time on this 
trip is good for both of us,” Nahum thought to himself. 

Joram wasted no time getting back on the trail. The small cara-
van bound for the Galilee was over the rise before Nahum had time 
to get back on the trail himself. “I am happy he can see his family, 
but also I worry more about that cargo on the road at night. Better 
he makes this a long day than we lose the cargo—right, my friend?” 
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Nahum adjusted his personal gear on Balaam and added, “Perhaps 
we should get off the trail as well.” 

Nahum was only an hour’s brisk walk from one of his favorite 
inns in Perea. The owner, Eliakim, was a distant relative, and his inn 
was frequented by the region’s most important merchants—thus 
providing welcome camaraderie and useful business and political 
news. This night was to be no different. 


