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Chapter five

It was almost dark when Ben’s father got in from work 

that day. Under his arm he was carrying a tiny lamb. 

To those who didn’t know him, Abel seemed to be rather a 

frightening man, but actually he was not unkind; he had 

simply hidden the pain of his wife’s death beneath a harsh 

exterior. The tiny lamb looked very weak. Its mother had 

apparently been ill and had died giving birth to the lamb, 

and Abel had been unable to get any other ewes to adopt 

it. It didn’t seem able to feed and looked a pathetic little 

creature, with its tiny body and skinny, gangling legs 

hanging down from under Abel’s arm.

Ben didn’t see the lamb at first. He was with Jon in one 

corner of the house, their two dark heads close together as 

they read from a scroll by the light of an oil lamp. Rabbi 

Seth had set them some work on the Ten Commandments 

in the early part of the Torah, and they were going to be 

tested the following day to see how much they knew. But 

now that it was dark and Ben’s father had got back, Jon 

needed to go home, so with a quick goodbye to Ben and 

Salome he sped off towards his home, muttering under 

his breath, ‘You shall not murder, you shall not commit 

adultery, you shall not steal … oh, I’ll never remember 

them all!’
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Salome looked up at her father from her loom, where 

she was busy weaving from a huge basket of wool which 

she had been spinning for the past few days. She sighed as 

she saw the lamb in his arms. As if she didn’t have enough 

work to do besides trying to nurse a newborn lamb! ‘I’ll get 

a basket to put it in,’ she said to her father, ‘but it looks 

too small to survive.’

Abel put the lamb down into the basket and Ben went 

to examine the tiny creature. As he did so, the little male 

lamb gazed up at him and made a high-pitched maa-ing 

sound. At that moment, something happened inside Ben. 

Maybe it was because of the lesson at school about David 

the shepherd boy, or maybe it was the reminder he had 

had of his own mother, but whatever the reason, Ben 

decided there and then that he would care for this lamb 

and that he would survive and be his very own lamb. ‘I’ll 

look after him,’ he told his sister. And that is exactly what 

he did.

Every day from then on, he would run home from 

school and try to persuade the skinny little creature to 

drink milk. With Jon’s help he made a bag from a piece 

of leather and pierced a little hole in the bag so that milk 

could drip out slowly into the lamb’s mouth. It was a 

laborious task, and at first the milk dripped all over the 

lamb’s face and ran off his nose and tongue onto the floor. 

But Ben persisted, and after a while the lamb started 

to drink the drops and then to suck the bag. At first, he 

needed to be fed very often, which meant getting up in the 

middle of the night, but Ben didn’t mind as day by day the 

lamb began to grow stronger.
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‘It looks as if your lamb will survive after all,’ Salome 

said one day as she watched her brother playing with him 

beside the fire. ‘You’ve cared for him so well, Ben, but 

don’t get too fond of him—he’ll have to join the others once 

he’s strong enough.’

Her warning came too late for Ben. The lamb had 

become his friend and constant companion, and he loved 

the lamb as much as the lamb seemed to love Ben.
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