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The Boy Up A Tree 
All my life I have been fascinated by the greatest imaginative 

passage of fiction in the literature of the world: The Grand Inquisitor, 
a chapter in 'The Brothers Karamazov' by Dostoevsky and I want to 
outline to you a fable that I should like to write based on this story. 

My fable would begin like this: 

Suppose that our Lord decided He would come back to visit the 
earth for a little while, just to see how things were getting along. So 
he sent a Message which was broadcast simultaneously from every 
station in the world, everyone hearing it in their own language. 

What excitement ! Picture the newspaper headlines, the cautious 
or enthusiastic leading articles, we here would be fascinated to hear 
what Current Affairs would make of it. It would be a God-send to 
the publishers, an unprecedented sale of New Testaments in all the 
many versions: the New English New Testament, the Jerusalem Bible, 
the Revised Standard, the Authorised Version and all the rest. And 
people who hadn"t opened their Bibles since their Confirmation now 
eagerly turning the pages just to refresh their memories. 

But where? What speculation over that! The Pope was so certain 
that it would be Rome that he sat down at once to write an Encyclical: 
'Ad terram'. The Archbishop of Canterbury said "Oh dear! I do 
wish the reunion with the Methodists had gone through, it would have 
given us a much stronger claim." Some scholars made out quite a good 
case for Jerusalem, but there were some obvious complications. 

And then another Message came : the place would be CAPE 
TOWN and the date, Monday November 2, because that is the day 
called All Souls Day when all those who had tried to follow Him, 
however unsuccessfully, are remembered. 

II 

Reactions 

l think I should have to devote another chapter to the furore that 
decision caused. The United States were indignant, after all they had 
voted over $ 1,599,000 to M .R .l. over the past two years alone. The 
rest of the nations in Africa were simply furious and de.:ided then 
and there to boycott all further mention of the matter. But nothing 
could compare with the chagrin of Johannesburg. 



Then I should have to try and describe the preparations. 
The Archbishop would call a meeting of the heads of all the 

Churches, and I think that even the Dutch Reformed Church might 
join in. 

What kind of programme should they plan? (What a pity it was a 
Monday). What would He like? A rally? (Green Point Common 
would be best, it could be floodlit in case it was an evening meeting). 
A civic reception? Something on the Grand Parade? And who should 
meet Him? (It was taken for granted that He would come by air). It 
was discovered that the Administrator would be out of town that day, 
opening a flower show at Bredasdorp; but the Mayor very kindly 
offered his car. 

The Jewish community were a little embarrassed for they weren't 
quite sure where they stood. The Moslems were a little disappointed, 
they would have preferred Moses, but they promised to co-operate. 
All the members of Parliament were secretly very relieved because 
Parliament would not be sitting. He might have asked to visit the 
House during question time. The only people who were greatly upset 
were the Seventh Day Adventists. 

In the midst of all this another Message came, thanking everyone 
for their plans, but as a matter of fact He would prefer just to walk 
the streets. "Oh!" said the traffic police, "that's all very well, but we 
must know the route. And if people are going to follow him, that 
would constitute a procession and you must get a permit from the 
Town Clerk for that." 

"Please don't bother," said our Lord, "I will just appear and 
wander about, perhaps I shan't even be recognised." So it had to be 
left at that. 

III 

The Coming 

At last the great day arrived. 

Everybody was all agog. There were far more people in the 
streets than usual and taking far more notice of their neighbuur -
just in case! It was not until late in the afternoon that He was recog
nised, in Pepper Street. The news spread like wild fire, people flocked 
round Him, and He turned into the top of Wale Street. Everybody 
cried: "He's going to the Cathedral!" The Dean ran all the way to the 
Vestry to put on the best cope; the Verger got out his lovely new 
red cape; and the Organist dashed up the stairs to the keyboard, 
pulled out all the stops and burst into the Hallelujah Chorus - and 
you know what a noise that makes! 

But our Lord passed by the Cathedral and turned to the right up 
Government Avenue. 

Now at the bottom of the Avenue was one of our paperboys 
selling the 'Argus'. He was a stunted little chap aged 12 called Pete, 
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which I suppose is short for Peter. He saw the great crowd coming 
and guessed at once Who it was and he was determined to see Him. 
So he ran up the Avenue till he found a suitable oak tree to climb 
in order to get a better view. 

And an unbelievable thing happened. As our Lord was passing. 
He looked up to the tree with a smile and said: "Whatever are you 
doing up there? Come down at once, I am going to spend the night 
with you." 

So Pete scrambled down as quickly as he could wormed his way 
through the crowd ran all the way to Chapel Street burst into his 
home and when he got his breath gasped out, '' Mum, He's coming 
here!" 

What a party they had that night. Everybody was so happy. 
(When people came to talk about it afterwards, they discovered that 
for that evening alone there hadn't been a single stabbing or case of 
drunkenness in the whole of District VT, which was very remarkable 
indeed). 

A Visit 
Just after midnight a car drew up and three men got out. The 

leader introduced himself very politely to our Lord as a major of the 
Security Police and asked Him to accompany him to Caledon Square. 
So they took Him away. 

When they got there the major, very politely, ordered our Lord 
to strip (as some U.C.M. students had to when arrested at a Con
ference the other week). And the major was shocked and said: 
"Whatever are those scars?" And our Lord smiled and replied, "They 
were given me a long time ago, by some friends of mine". "Well,'" 
said the major, "I hope the English Press don't get to hear of this and 
misrepresent us". 

The major then explained, very politely, that as He was apparent
ly a religious worker and had not got a visa He would have to leave 
the country. And had He got a return ticket? "Yes," said our Lord, 
"I have that." "Then, if you will leave tonight I will take no further 
steps." 

So our Lord went out into the night and was never seen again. 
And a great many people heaved a sigh of relief. 

IV 

I propose to end my fable something like this : 

All the next day Pete was radiant. When they asked him how this 
was, since he had lost his friend, Pete grinned and said: "But I 
haven't . Last Sunday I was confirmed and made my first Communion, 
and father told me He would come to live with me and would never 
leave me again, so long as I wasn't ashamed of Him. And I'm not." 
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