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    I dedicate this book to all the Simons out there who never dreamed that one day, out of the blue, they would be asked to carry a cross, either for themselves or someone else, maybe someone close to them.  
I pray that with the words in this book, you may be comforted in the hope of the way we try to live our new lives, bathed in the freedom of the cross.  
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Introduction
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Simon of Cyrene.  OK, what’s so special about this name... this person?  One could say that about almost any of us.  But who was he?  Really, what do we know of this man who is mentioned in every Christian Bible.  Once.  Yes, his name appears once.  Our of 783,137 words in the King James version of the bible, Simon’s name is only mentioned once.

Why was that?  Was he insignificant?  If so, how many times is your name mentioned in the bible, or for that matter, any other book?  Maybe a school year book.  Even so, does that mean that you are significant?  Or... insignificant?  I believe that not only Simon of Cyrene was significant in human history, but so are you!

Let’s think about that.  Do you think that when Simon of Cyrene took his last breath that he thought that his name would be in the most popular book ever written?  Even only once!  One time in the most famous book, translated into every language ever existing!  And when this book hits the shelves of bookstores everywhere, he can boast to everyone he sees in heaven that he as talked about now in two books!  Wow!

Ok, now to be serious... Simon was very significant.  Let me tell you why I believe this.  When I wrote this book, and came up with the title “Through the Eyes of Simon”, I purposely left out the “of Cyrene”.  Maybe when you say the title you thought to yourself, “what Simon is this author talking about?”  Then I suspect in the few seconds after that, you started to go through all the Simons you know or have heard about in your mind.  If there were not a cross laying across the cover, you may have thought about people like Paul Simon of Simon and Garfunkel and the songs like “Mrs. Robinson” or depending on your mood, you might have thought about “Bridge over Troubled Waters”, or “The Sound of Silence”.  Maybe those songs were in your parents or grandparents’ collection...  

Maybe, the Simon you first thought of was “Simple Simon”, or “Simon says”?  Or maybe “Ralph Simon” from Grammar School?  What ever happened to him, anyway?  Surprisingly, in 2010, there were only 80,460 people in the USA with the last name “Simon”, a full 27.28 Simon’s per 100,000 people in the USA.  If you ever thought yourself to be insignificant, think of the poor person who is 0.28 of a Simon!

In all seriousness, every pebble thrown into a still lake will create ripples.  The pebble, sitting with many other pebbles on the bottom of the lake feels insignificant.  But the we’ve all seen the slow-motion photography of an object being thrown into still water.  The impact is tremendous very near the point of impact.  

The surface of water appears to almost make way for the pebble, maybe even resisting to the presence of the pebble.  How many times have we felt like the pebble at that time?  But then there is a big breakthrough of the pebble through the surface.  The tension of the water, finally released.  The still shots in the depths of the water shows the entrainment of air sucked in behind the pebble as if to infuse the water with fresh air from above. 

The wave formed closest to the point of impact displays on the photo the largest influence, then that wave moves outward followed by another and another and another.  All from that one pebble!  Then some of those waves bounce off something that will not move, so it starts to come back to the original impact spot and beyond.  The look again at that initial impact time and shortly after...  There is at least one drop of water that shoots up in the air then falls back to the surface to create its own set of waves, or ripples in the pond.  All from the one pebble!

So, without even a mention in the most famous, most sold book in the history of the world, and soon to be the second, Don’t you, yourself feel like you are more significant to society than you thought?  God the Father, who created Simon of Cyrene, and even that one pebble you volunteered to be the example in my latest book, made you.  He made you because there is something special He felt the world needed at this very point in the time of all the history and someplace within your being, is that very special something He put there within you!

We may be thinking that we are that pebble, already at the bottom of the pond and our existence has had little to do with the world.  But God the Father, the designer of the entire universe and everything in it, put you here at this very time for a mission, or maybe many missions, that no one else was given, ever.  

Yes, like Simon of Cyrene, your name might only exist once in a high school year book, but like the pages in this book I feel were inspired by the Holy Spirit, someone might write another book inspired by the Holy Spirit in you.  

So yes, this book is almost all fictional about a very real man, Simon of Cyrene, whom God the Father created in His Own Image for a mission that we only know as carrying the cross for Jesus.  The question is simple, do we overlook the influence of his pebble’s impact on our lives or do we allow the value of his pebble multiply in our own mission in the great pond of life we live?  God bless you in that calling!
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About Me
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My name is Simon, and I am a fisherman living in the bustling city of Cyrene. It is a beautiful city, nestled near the azure waters of the Great Sea. This city, with its busy markets and diverse peoples, is my home. Yet, amidst the Hellenistic influences and Roman presence, my family and I remain steadfast in our Jewish faith and traditions.

Life as a fisherman is hard but honest. My brother Levi and I own a small boat that we inherited from our father. It is sturdy, though weathered, much like us. Each morning, long before the sun peeks over the horizon, Levi and I set out to the sea. The water is often calm in those early hours, and there is a peacefulness that I find almost sacred. Yet, fishing is never a guarantee. Some days, our nets are full, heavy with the blessings of the sea. Other days, we return with barely enough to feed our families. Still, we work tirelessly, knowing that this labor sustains not just us but also the many families in the market who depend on our catch.

My wife, Rina, is the heart of our home. She is a strong and resourceful woman, managing to stretch every coin and every scrap of food to feed our growing family. Our eldest son, Rufus, is twelve, and already he shows signs of becoming a fine young man. He often accompanies Levi and me to the boat, learning the trade. Though he grumbles about the early mornings and the heavy nets, I see the pride in his eyes when he hauls in a good catch.

Alexander, our ten-year-old, is more mischievous. He has a curious mind and is always asking questions about the world. Sometimes, I worry that his curiosity might lead him into trouble, but Rina reminds me that his inquisitiveness is a gift from HaShem. Then there is our little Salome, just a baby. Her laughter fills our home with joy, even on the hardest days. She is the light of our lives, a reminder of the blessings we hold.

Life in Cyrene is not without its challenges. The city is a melting pot of cultures and religions, and while this diversity brings opportunities, it also brings tensions. As Jews, we are often looked at with suspicion by some of our neighbors. The Romans, with their heavy taxes and imposing soldiers, make life difficult. Just last month, Levi and I had to pay an exorbitant tax on our boat, money that should have gone to repairing the nets or buying food. The tax collectors show no mercy, and I often find myself praying for strength and provision.

Yet, our faith is our anchor. The synagogue in Cyrene is the center of our community. Every Sabbath, we gather there to pray, to hear the Torah, and to share in the fellowship of our people. It is in the synagogue that I find solace and a sense of belonging. The words of the Torah remind me of our ancestors and the covenant HaShem made with us. These stories, passed down through generations, give me hope and strength.

We observe the commandments as best we can. Rina is meticulous about keeping a kosher home, even when it means spending extra time and effort to find the right ingredients. On Fridays, as the sun begins to set, our home is filled with the aroma of freshly baked challah and the flickering light of the Sabbath candles. Those moments, as we gather around the table to bless the bread and wine, are sacred. They remind us that we are more than fishermen and laborers; we are a people chosen by HaShem, bound together by faith and tradition.

Teaching my sons the ways of our people is one of my greatest responsibilities. I often tell them the stories of Abraham, Moses, and David. I want them to understand that we come from a lineage of strength and resilience. Rufus, in particular, seems to take these lessons to heart. He listens intently, his dark eyes filled with wonder and determination. Alexander, on the other hand, is more interested in the stories of Jonah and the big fish, perhaps because he finds a kindred spirit in Jonah’s reluctance and adventure.

There are times, though, when I worry about the future. The world is changing, and I see my children growing up in a city that is not always kind to our people. The allure of Hellenistic culture is strong, especially for young minds. I pray daily that they will remain steadfast in their faith and identity, that they will find strength in the Torah and the traditions we hold dear.

The sea teaches many lessons. It is vast and unpredictable, much like life. There are days when the storms come, fierce and unrelenting. Levi and I have faced such storms, clinging to our boat and praying for HaShem’s protection. Those moments remind me of how small we are in the grand scheme of creation. Yet, the sea also provides. It is a source of sustenance and livelihood, a reminder of HaShem’s provision.

In the evenings, after a long day of work, our family gathers around the hearth. Rina tells stories, her voice soft and melodic, while Salome babbles happily in her lap. Rufus and Alexander sometimes argue, as brothers do, but their bond is strong. Watching them, I am filled with a sense of gratitude. Life may be hard, but it is also rich with blessings.

One of my greatest joys is singing the psalms with my family. The words of King David resonate deeply with me, especially the psalms that speak of HaShem’s steadfast love and faithfulness. “The Lord is my shepherd; I shall not want,” I often recite, finding comfort in those ancient words. They remind me that even in the face of hardship, we are never alone.

I sometimes think about the stories of the prophets and wonder what my own role might be in HaShem’s grand design. I am just a simple fisherman, but I believe that even in our smallness, we can serve a purpose. Perhaps my role is to teach my children, to provide for my family, and to be a light in my community. These thoughts keep me grounded and give me a sense of purpose.

As I look to the future, I am filled with a mix of hope and trepidation. The world is uncertain, but I trust in HaShem’s plan. I dream of seeing my sons grow into men of faith and integrity, of watching Salome blossom into a woman as strong and kind as her mother. I dream of a world where our people can live in peace, free from oppression and fear.

For now, I take each day as it comes. I wake before dawn, set out to the sea with Levi, and work with all my strength. I return home to the warmth of my family, to Rina’s smile and the laughter of my children. I pray, I teach, I love. This is my life, simple yet profound, anchored in faith and tradition. And for that, I am grateful.

Among the many blessings of my life are my rabbis, Rabbi Jason and Rabbi Lucius. Both young and filled with a zeal for HaShem, they have become not just my teachers but also my inspiration. Their passion for the Torah and their ability to connect ancient wisdom to the challenges of our time have drawn me to them in ways I never expected.

Rabbi Jason is the elder of the two, though still young by the standards of most rabbis. He is tall and lean, with a voice that commands attention yet carries a warmth that puts even the most timid soul at ease. His knowledge of the Torah and the Prophets is unparalleled, and his ability to weave these teachings into the fabric of daily life is a gift. Rabbi Jason has a way of making the words of HaShem come alive. When he speaks, it is as though the ancient stories are unfolding before our very eyes.

Rabbi Lucius, in contrast, is shorter and stockier, with a quick smile and an infectious laugh. Where Rabbi Jason is contemplative, Rabbi Lucius is spirited and dynamic. He has a gift for storytelling, and his tales often carry lessons that linger long after the words have faded. Together, they form a perfect balance, their differing styles complementing each other in ways that enrich our community.

One of the things that fascinates me most about them is their connection to the wider world. Unlike many in our city, they seem to have their fingers on the pulse of events far beyond Cyrene. 

Both rabbis are deeply committed to the study and teaching of the Torah. Rabbi Jason often holds study sessions in the synagogue, where we gather to pour over the sacred texts. He challenges us to think deeply, to question, and to seek understanding. “The Torah is a living word,” he often says. “It breathes, it moves, and it speaks to each generation anew.”

Rabbi Lucius, on the other hand, prefers to engage us through parables and practical lessons. He often takes us out into the fields or the marketplace, pointing out the lessons of HaShem in the everyday. “Do you see how the farmer trusts the rains to come?” he might say. “So must we trust in HaShem, even when the skies seem dry.”

Their combined wisdom and energy have breathed new life into our community. They challenge us to see beyond the confines of Cyrene, to understand our place in HaShem’s greater plan. It was Rabbi Jason who first encouraged me to think about the significance of my work as a fisherman. “Simon,” he said, “the sea you work upon is like the Torah—vast and full of mysteries. Each cast of your net is a search, and with each return, you bring forth what is hidden.”

These words have stayed with me, transforming the way I see my labor. No longer do I see fishing as just a means to survive; it has become a form of worship, a way to honor HaShem’s provision. Similarly, Rabbi Lucius once likened the repair of our nets to the mending of relationships and faith. “Every knot you tie strengthens the whole,” he said, “just as every act of kindness strengthens our community.”

Their teachings are not without challenges. They often speak of justice and righteousness, calling us to examine our own actions and the systems around us. Rabbi Jason has spoken openly about the struggles of our people under Roman rule, urging us to remain faithful and to resist the temptations of compromise. “We are a covenant people,” he reminds us. “Let us not forget who we are, even when the world seeks to shape us into something else.”

Rabbi Lucius, ever the optimist, speaks of hope and redemption. He believes deeply in the coming of the Messiah and often paints vivid pictures of what that day might look like. “A time when swords will be turned into plowshares,” he says with a smile, his eyes alight with conviction. “When the lion will lie down with the lamb, and peace will reign over all the earth.”

These visions fill me with both longing and resolve. I want my children to grow up in a world where they can live freely as Jews, where they can worship HaShem without fear or oppression. The rabbis’ words remind me that our struggles are not in vain, that HaShem is weaving a wonderful story which we were happy to be a part of!

These conversations stir something in me. I am not a scholar like the rabbis, but their passion has awakened in me a desire to learn more, to understand what HaShem might be doing in our time. They remind me that even as a simple fisherman, I have a role to play in this unfolding story. Perhaps my work, my family, my struggles—all of it—is part of something greater than I can see.

Above all, it is their faith that inspires me. Rabbi Jason’s steady devotion and Rabbi Lucius’s boundless enthusiasm are like two lights guiding our community. They remind us that HaShem is not distant but present in every moment of our lives. They teach us to look for His hand in the waves of the sea, in the laughter of our children, and even in the hardships we face.

Through their teachings, I have come to see my faith not as a burden but as a gift. It is the anchor that holds me steady in the storms of life, the compass that points me toward hope. And for this, I am deeply grateful.
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