To save the world (Palm Sunday)
I heard that the[image: image1.jpg]


 prophet Jesus of Nazareth was making his way towards Jerusalem from Bethany. I knew he would go down the Mount of Olives into the Kidron Valley, then up the other side into the city. He had spent the previous night with his friends Mary, Martha and Lazarus, and told them when he arrived, that he was going to carry on into Jerusalem.  The rumours reached us early this morning with a caravan of passing merchants.
I really wanted to see him, and hear him speak, but at my age, I could no longer run like the wind. I walk more like an ancient broken winded donkey. I hoped I would make it to Jerusalem in time.  I hurried as fast as I could, but the hills on the way into the city seemed to get steeper every day. When I was a girl I could run up and down from the city wall to the Kidron valley several times a day, and not notice. Now if I want any running done, I get my grandson to do it. He doesn't notice the hill. I used to live in Jerusalem with my parents when I was a girl, but when I married, my husband and I moved out to his village, an hour's walk from the city. At first I missed all the bustle and the people, but life has got dangerous for ordinary Israelites, and most dangerous where most of the battles for power are being played out, in Jerusalem.
There are few alive now who can remember a time when there was not a conquering army in our land. Now it is the Romans, then it was the Greeks, before them it was the Persians, and before them our people were taken into exile in Babylonia. Everyone who wants to have power around the Mediterranean Sea must have unfettered access to this land, to travel north into Europe, and south down to the riches of Africa. So they come, and we fight, and we loose, and they stay. That is how it has been since time immemorial. When things get really bad our old men dream dreams of how it was, and encourage the young men to rise up and rebel. There is fighting, we loose and many get killed, and the rest of us pay a lot of tax. That is where we are now. 
The greedy Romans force us to grow grain to send back to Rome, and take most of what we grow, giving us only a pitiful price for it, and leaving us barely enough to live on. Worse than that, our religious leaders have their heads full of self importance, and are trying to impress our Roman masters by building important buildings for us to worship in, and for them to look important in. And how do they get the money to do that – you guessed it, they tax us as well. Men, women and children are going hungry because the Temple Priests want to have bigger houses and more impressive shrines. This last year, the weather has been so bad that many of the crops have failed; still the Romans want grain and the Priests their taxes. People have pleaded with the tax collectors to leave them enough food to eat, but their hearts are hard, and so ordinary people are starving while Romans get fat on our grain and shrines get covered in precious jewels.
In these last few years there have been many men walking the land of Israel claiming that they are the Messiah, the chosen one, who will bring down the Romans and bring peace and prosperity in a free Israel. They have been long on words, but short on action, until now. Jesus of Nazareth has been travelling Israel for the last three years, teaching and preaching. His followers claim he is the Messiah, and it is true that he has been preaching a new kingdom, and showing that the power of God is with him, by healing the sick and performing miracles. Today it is rumoured, he will claim before everyone, that he is the Messiah, the chosen one of Israel, and I want to be there to see it. 
Jerusalem is known as, 'the city on the hill', which means no matter which direction you approach it from, you have a climb up. Walking from where I live, I am aiming for the Dung Gate. If Jesus is coming from Bethany down the Mount of Olives, he will go to the Water Gate or more likely the Horse Gate. I will have to walk quickly through the busy streets and markets and skirt around the Temple, to get to the Horse Gate. It is lucky that as a child I spent hours roaming the streets and know them like the back of my hand.
I had to stop for a minute and get my breath back as I neared the city. I sat quietly on one of the gravestones dotting the Kidron Valley. All the people buried on those hillsides believe that at the end of time, the gates of the city will miraculously open, and the dead in those graves will rise up and enter the new Jerusalem. Mind you it is only the rich who can afford to be buried there. I will have a long walk on that day, at least as long as today’s. I hope there will still be some room in the city for me when I arrive! 
From my vantage point, sitting on the gravestone, I saw a large crowd moving down the side of the Mount of Olives. Expecting that it was Jesus, I then had to hurry, so that I didn't miss his entry into the city. I got there in time, but the crowd was so large that I had difficulty in seeing what was going on. Jesus arrived riding on a donkey surrounded by his closest disciples and followed by laughing and singing crowds.  I was expecting him to be on a big military horse followed by an army with weapons. I thought he would declare himself as the Messiah and we would have all flocked to his banner. We cheered him until the stones almost rang. We shouted 'Alleluia to the Son of David'. Some of us threw our cloaks on the road for his donkey to walk on. Some of the young men in the crowd climbed up the palm trees lining the route and began pulling off the branches and throwing them down. It looked like a military triumph. The conquering hero returning from battle. 
Jesus rode through the streets and up to the Temple, got off his donkey and went inside – and that was that. He smiled at those of us lining the route, he looked kind and gracious, but he didn't say a word. He just left us standing outside the Temple, and wondering what to do next. As soon as he had gone inside, the Temple Guards began to gather in large numbers, and it looked as if they had orders to move us on. I didn't want to get caught up in anything, so I just slipped back into the streets behind me, and made my way home. It doesn't look as if he is any different to any of the other prophets we have had in recent years. I had heard that he was different, but I have not seen it yet.

