He saved the world
(In memory of Margaret Gallop, who loved my stories)
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Having come into Jerusalem to watch Jesus make his triumphal entry; having shouted myself hoarse and given my cloak to be trodden on by Jesus' donkey and all his followers, only for nothing to happen, I went back home with a heavy heart. There is so much wrong in our country, that I would like to see changed before I die. I want my grandchildren to grow up free from Roman rule and free from the crippling taxes our religious leaders of the Great Sanhedrin impose on us. I want my children and grandchildren to have enough food, and to be able to worship Yahweh in freedom.
Gossip travels fast in this country. Travellers passing through my village kept us up to date with the rumours about what Jesus was up to. They told us that when he had entered the Temple on the day of his triumphal entry, he had completely lost his temper with the money changers. He threw their money about and told them they were a lot of thieves. I could have told him that a long time ago! If I had gone into the Temple and done that, I would have been arrested, but Jesus was so popular that the High Priest dare not touch him. He seems to have spent the last few days in the temple teaching and preaching. I can just imagine the High Priest's spies reporting back every word he says, while they try to work out whether he has said anything they can arrest him for.
On Friday morning the terrible news was brought to us by a  cloth merchant leading a convoy of pack donkeys, that Jesus had been arrested during the night, taken before the Great Sanhedrin and condemned to death. He was even now being taken before the Roman Governor, Pontius Pilate, to have the death sentence confirmed. I couldn't believe what I was hearing. Only a few days ago he was being acclaimed by the people, now our leaders have condemned him to death, and for what, I want to know. As soon as the merchant had left carrying his grim news with him, I gathered up some food, and set off to Jerusalem again.
The road seemed longer, and the climb up the hill into the city even steeper than it had been the last time I had come. The city looked different somehow. The sun shone from behind me onto the white stone walls, making them gleam, but over the city hung the darkest black clouds I had ever seen, yet it was not raining. It looked as if a spotlight was on the city and what was happening there, as if the whole attention of heaven was concentrated on just this one spot in the whole of creation.
When I reached the city, I stopped to take stock of what was going on. People were streaming about and muttering to each other like a hive full of angry bees. Some were heading, so it appeared, to Golgotha, the place of the skull, outside the city walls, where executions take place. Others were returning from Golgotha, having been to see what was happening, and were returning to the safety of their homes. Markets and shops were empty, long before the beginning of the Sabbath, and under all of the movement, the whispers, was fear, fear articulated by one man who whispered to me 'If they can execute Jesus of Nazareth the most popular man in the country, who else will they do it to?'
I had come too far to want to avoid what was going on, on the hill of Golgotha, and at my age I didn't really care any more about my own safety. I moved through the city from the Water Gate to the Judgement Gate and out onto Golgotha. Just as I passed through the gate there was a loud wail from the crowd assembled on the hillside, and a bolt of lightening streaked across the heavens separating the clouds and giving us a brief glimpse of the vastness of the blue heavens beyond. The sky closed, and a groan of thunder, louder than any I had ever heard, assaulted our ears. Then the clouds broke and rain like the tears of heaven fell on us soaking us in seconds. People dashed passed me running back into the city, fear etched on their faces, until it seemed that I was just about the only person there, looking at the three crosses stretched against the sky, two figures at the foot of the middle one.
A group of soldiers carrying a ladder approached the middle cross. I knew then that Jesus was dead, and with him all my hopes for my country, my people and my family.  I watched as one of the soldiers took his spear and thrust it into Jesus side, then nod to his companions who put up the ladder and removed the nails holding the hands and feet. Then they lowered the body to the ground, and into the arms of his mother. I could no longer bear the sight; the heart rending weeping of the mother; the shattered silence of his best friend John, and the rain, the rain, the rain. I turned and slowly walked back into the city.
My footsteps took me to a friends house in the city. When she opened the door to me and saw my drowned state, she pulled me in, took my clothes from me and wrapped me up in a blanket before a fire. When she had forced me to eat and drink a little, she took me to her bed, and left me to sleep. A night passed, a day and another night, and I did not move from the bed. I did not move except to sit up and drink. At last as the sun came up over the horizon on the morning of the third day. I rose from my bed, and much to the relief of my friend, sat and ate and drank with her. I thanked her for her hospitality, and would have set off alone to walk home, but she called a mutual friend who had told her he would be going in the direction of my village and asked him to walk with me.
As we walked through the city, beginning to stir after the Sabbath, we heard people talking and whispering excitedly to each other. 'He is risen from the dead' they said 'He has been seen again'. 'He is alive.' 'This must be God's miracle for us'. 'What do we do now though?' asked one lone voice. And none of us had an answer. My companion and I slipped through the Water Gate and headed out. As we walked we talked. I told him of watching Jesus' triumphal entry in Jerusalem. He told me of watching him walk the Via Dolorosa carrying his cross, and we tried to make sense of it all.
As we were walking we heard someone behind us, and after looking him over, we slowed our steps to let him join us. We carried on talking about Jesus, and much to our surprise our new companion seemed to have all the answers to our questions. We felt our hearts lift within us, and we walked with a lighter and quicker step than we had at the beginning of our walk.
When we reached my home, I invited both my companions in to eat and drink with me before they carried on with their journeys. Our companion of the road took my bread, blessed it and broke it and gave it to us. The he took wine, blessed it and passed it to us to share. I could see a look of horror, then wonder come over the face of my friend. The cup of wine was held half way to his lips, when he exclaimed ' You are Jesus!' The man smiled and acknowledged the greeting. As the two of us turned to look at each other to share this wonderful moment, Jesus must have taken the opportunity to slip away, for when we turned back, he was no longer in the room with us. 
It did not seem right to stay seated or stay still. We ran out into the village and told everyone we met, that Jesus had broken bread and blessed wine, in my house, just now. When everyone had heard our news we turned towards Jerusalem again, and set off back to tell the people there what had happened. The road from Emmaus to Jerusalem had never seemed so short, or so easy to walk. As we walked we talked, and my companion told me all he knew about the life and work of Jesus of Nazareth, and we rejoiced in the many blessings God had given us this day through his death and resurrection.
