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Good News
Jesus left that place and went off
to the territory near the cities of
Tyre and Sidon. A Canaanite
woman who lived in that region
came to him. “Son of David!”
she cried out. “Have m%rcy on
me, sir! My daughter has a
demon and is in a terrible
condition!” But Jesus did not
say a word to her. His disciples
came to him and begged him,
“Send her away! She is
following us and making all this
noise!” The Jesus replied, “I
have been sent only to the lost
sheep of the people of Israel.”
At this the woman came and fell
at his feet. “Help me, sir!” she
said. Jesus answered, “It isn’t
right to take the children’s food
and throw it to the dogs.” “That
is true, sir,” she answered; “but
even the dogs eat the leftovers
that fall from their masters’
table.” So Jesus answered her,
“You are a woman of great faith!
What you want will be done for
you.” And at that very moment
her daughter was healed.

Scots English
Jesus nou left Gennesaret an
socht quaitness i the kintra o

| Tyre an Sidon. But what suid

happen but at a Caunaanite
wuman noolins come out o thae
pairts came scraichin efter him:
“Oh, sir,” cried she, “hae pitie
on’s, thou Son o Dauvit; my
dachter is sair pleggit wi an ill
spirit.” But the ne’er a wurd
spak he. Syne the disciples cam
an priggit wi him, sayin, “Gie the
wuman her will, afore we’r
deived wi her skelloch-skellochin
ahent’s!” But he answert, 1
wisna sent but tae the wandert
sheep o the Houss o Israel.”
Than the wuman cam forrit an
fell at his feet an said til him,
“Oh, help me, sir!” “It isna weill
dune,” qo he, “tae tak the baimns’
breid an cast it tae the dowgs.”-
“Na, weill-a-wyte, is it, sir: but
een the dowgs gets aitin the
murlins at faas aff o their
maisters’ buird.” Syne Jesus
said til her, “Gryte is your faith,
wuman: ye will een hae your
will.” An i that same maument
her dachter cowred her ill.
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A vysed odtud Jezis, bral se do krajin Tyrskych'a
Sidonskych. A aj, Zena Kananejska, z kon¢in téch
vysedsi, volala, tkuci jemu: Smiluj se nade mnou,
Pane, synu Davidiv. Dceru mou hrozné trapi
d'dbelstvi. On pak neodpovédél ji slova. I
piistoupivse ucedlnici jeho, prosili ho, fkouce:
Odbud’ ji, nebot” vola za ndmi. On pak
opovédeév, fekl: Nejsem poslan nez k ovcem
zahynulym z domu Izraelského. Ale ona
pfistoupivsi, klanéla se jemu, tkuci: Pane, pomoz
mi. On pak odpovédév, fekl: Neni slusné vziti
chiéb détem a vrci Sténatim. A ona fekla: Takt’
jest, Pane. A vsak §ténatka jedi drobty, ktefiz
padaji z stol pant jejich. Tedy odpovidaje Jezis,
tekl ji: O zeno, velika jest vira tvd. Staniz se
tobé, jakz chces. 1 uzdravena jest dcera jeji v tu
hodinu. '




