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By Orionis

⸻

​Reflection Note

Some stories are passed down in silence.

Others scream from the shadows.

This is a story that was never told out loud.

A name that was shouted in place of a Savior—

but rarely whispered after.

Barabbas was spared.

But what happens to a man after mercy?

How does he carry the weight of being chosen...

when he was never worthy?

This is not the tale of a rebel.

This is the journey of a man

haunted by the grace that set him free.

May his footsteps echo through your soul.

And may you find your own redemption

between these lines.

— Orionis
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​Dedication

To the ones who carry regret like a second skin...

To the fathers who didn’t know how to stay...

To the mothers who kept singing when no one listened...

To the wanderers, the fighters, the forgiven—

This story is for you.

Because mercy doesn’t knock politely.

It crashes through chains.

And grace remembers your name

even when the world forgets.
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​Chapter 1: The Man I Almost Was
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They knew my name back then.

Not because they feared me.

Because I helped fix their roofs.

Old Menashé had a cracked beam in his awning.

I mended it with nothing but rope and a prayer.

Didn’t ask for payment.

Didn’t need it.

His daughter left figs at our door the next day anyway.

That’s how the world worked then—

Trade without talk.

Love without ledger.

Elias and I had just started our business.

We grew up on the same street.

Chased goats through the same alleyways.

Stole dates from the same market stall

and shared the same beatings when we got caught.

Now we built carts.

Mended tools.

Repaired doors for half the price

and twice the care.

We had a motto:

“Keep it strong. Keep it fair.”

He thought of it.

I carved it into the handle of our first hammer.

He talked more than I did.

Made people laugh.

Quoted old scriptures

like they were jokes with hidden meaning.

“One day,” he said,

“we’ll make enough to buy land. Real land. Vineyards, maybe.”

I didn’t believe him.

But I wanted to.

I helped bury a widow’s goat.

Carried her water.

Sharpened a boy’s knife so he could carve his first fish.

They didn’t call me rebel.

Or thief.

Or murderer.

They called me Barabbas.

Son of the Father.

Just a man.

I loved my neighbors.

Not for praise.

Just because it felt like the right way

to stand on the earth.

There was laughter in the streets.

Even in hard times.

Even when the Roman banners waved in the distance.

We still found ways to smile.

We still believed the world could be good.

One day, a traveler came through.

A scholar.

He watched me lift a crippled boy onto a cart

and whispered to someone near him,

“That one has the soul of a prophet.”

I laughed when I heard it.

Shook my head.

And said,

“No — just a man with strong arms.”

But deep down,

I liked that he said it.

It made me feel like maybe

I could grow into something more

than what my father had been.

She was still alive then.

The girl I would marry.

We hadn’t touched hands yet.

But she smiled at me once

when I gave bread to a blind man

instead of eating it myself.

And that was enough.

There were no scars yet.

No deaths.

No running.

Just a boy with calloused palms,

a friend named Elias,

and too much hope in his chest.

That’s the man I almost was.

And sometimes I wonder

if he still lives in a memory

somewhere God forgot to burn.
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​Chapter 2: The Stone in the Dust
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Before I was a husband,

before I was a father,

I was just a man

trying not to become a weapon.

His name was Elias.

He once stole a fish from a Roman trader

just to feed a blind dog near the gate.

Then he went back the next day

and paid double.

That’s the kind of man he was.

He taught me how to bend wood without breaking it.

How to make a snare that caught birds,

but let them go unharmed.

“It’s not about taking,” he said.

“It’s about balance.”

But the Romans didn’t care about balance.

They cared about obedience.

There was a boy in Bethzur.

Twelve years old.

Accused of throwing a stone at a passing cart.

They dragged him into the square

and whipped him until his skin tore like cloth.

Elias and I rode in just as the sun was setting.

We were bringing supplies to a vineyard.

But we stopped—

because silence

doesn’t belong in a place that should be screaming.

Elias walked straight to the centurion.

“Let the boy go,” he said.

“He’s a child. You’ve made your point.”

The centurion laughed.

“Do you want to take his place?”

Elias didn’t flinch.

“If that’s what mercy costs.”

They killed him.

Not with ceremony.

Not with honor.

Just the back of a shield

and the heel of a boot.

The boy survived.

But he never looked up again.

I held Elias in my arms

as blood soaked the gravel.

He didn’t speak.

He didn’t cry.

He just looked at me

like he was still trying to teach me something.

But I didn’t learn peace.

I learned rage.

I carried his body back on the cart.

Didn’t speak to anyone for days.

But when I finally did...

I said only three words:

“Never again peace.”

And I meant them.
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​Chapter 3: The Boy and the Rope
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He was three.

And he still said “Abba” like it meant forever.

He carried a rope in his hand.

Too short to tie anything,

too frayed to be useful.

But to him,

it was a sword.

A chariot.

A dragon.

“Look what I made,” he said, holding it up.

“It’s strong.”

He didn’t know strength.

Not yet.

He didn’t know what rope could do

when wrapped around a man’s throat.

I did.

She watched him from the doorway.

Quiet.

Not smiling.

Just watching.

Sometimes I think she was already mourning

the version of me she knew was slipping away.

I knelt beside the boy.

Tied a knot for him.

Just one.

“Why do we tie things?” he asked.

I answered without thinking.

“To hold them together.”

He smiled.

I touched his hair.

And then, without meaning to,

I began to hum.

That old song.

The one my mother used to sing

when the lamps were low

and we were too tired to pray.

A tune made of four notes.

Simple.

Gentle.

Unfinished.

♪ “Lay down, little flame... stay near.” ♪

He watched my lips.

Watched my eyes.

Then he tried to hum it back.

He didn’t get it right.

But he got it.

That night,

she said nothing about the temple.

Nothing about the soldiers near Bethany.

She just lay with her back to me

and held the boy a little tighter

than she had the night before.

I stayed awake

listening to his breathing.

And I remember thinking:

“One day, he’ll hum that song without me.”

And the worst part was...

I knew I wouldn’t be there to hear it.
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