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With grateful love for my Messiah, Jesus Christ, Yeshua ha Mashiach 

It is my hope that you read this and get only a feel for the sorrow and victory encountered by our Lord and Savior Jesus Christ. It is my wish that you investigate and rediscover his redemptive work for you. 

[image: ]


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Author notes

[image: ]


The story of Jesus in Gethsemane is related in all four New Testament gospels. There are three distinct discussions of Jesus in Gethsemane, an olive press in the vicinity of Jerusalem, a place where he and his disciples retreated during his three-year teaching time. It is this discussion which has fascinated me since the age of ten years. I explain this later but only want to say here that in three of the accounts of the last hours before Jesus’ crucifixion, we are told that he prayed, he found his disciples sleeping and he agonized. Matthew and Mark tell us that he asked his disciples to watch with him, that he experienced great agony, and that he found his disciples sleeping. In John’s gospel we are told about the circumstances of his arrest which we understand to happen after he prayed in the garden. Luke’s gospel differs in one respect: we are told that an angel gave Jesus strength in the garden. Some manuscripts leave this part out of the accounting; the older ones include it. It is this facet of the angel appearance that has most intrigued me. 

I have decided that if Christ needed an angel in Gethsemane we all need an angel at least once in our lives. Who is to say we don’t get more than one of them.  In the following short paragraphs, I discuss the background and ideas for my fictional account of that all-important time. Remember this is a work of fiction, an imaginative one, and it is a moment that for me holds great significance. Jesus, understanding that he would face his father’s judgment for sin for all of humanity sought strength and a possible different way of fulfilling this part of God’s plan for us. On my worse day, when I am feeling as if I’m not sure why I’m here, I always remember the awful things he suffered for us and I cannot say Thank You enough. On my best days it is the same. How can we say thank you enough? I have committed my life to Him.  It is the least I can do in thanks for His work. 

The story uses as little dialog as possible from the time of the agony in Gethsemane to the approaching arrest. I do not cover other areas in this week generally known as Christ’s Passion except to allude to them or use them as a backdrop for the intense experience at Gethsemane.  I have used his Jewish name and then referred to him as the paschal Lamb since this is his earthly life’s work.

When I first read as a ten-year-old child that an angel strengthened Christ in the garden I was fascinated. What must that have been like? This is my faithful attempt to imagine that heart-wrenching moment. I am sure I could not make up the truth.

This fictional account is told in three parts: a simple poem called Angel Hand, a dialog between angels on the night of the Passover, and the experience of Yeshua at Gethsemane. In all of my fictional readings I have never found any that treat the actual experience itself.  

Maybe I haven’t read enough? Whether this is the case or not, I hope to have used the writing gifts He gave me to express His pain and look forward to the end of all of it. 

If you feel at the beginning of this fictional and lovingly written story that you’ve walked in on the middle of something then I’ve done my job. If you investigate further, then I am happy.
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O angel hand be careful when,

You touch the one who dies for sin.

Please stay near the great I Am,

For though He's God, he's but a man.

Enfold Him safe beneath your wing,

Succor here our anguished king.

Shoulders that will bear a cross, 
Will bear the sin of all the lost. 

The tears that now flow down his face,

Are all the tears of every race. 

Close by Him while disciples sleep,
He lies wrapped in anguish deep.

While time the human burden plies,

Hold Him to your very side.

In separation's sorrow bowed, 
While blood-flecked sweat afflicts his brow,

Compassion for the Lamb provide, 

Show Him His unspotted bride. 

His kindly eyes that seep such pain, 

Will yet display a fire's flame.

His voice that now for respite pleads,

Will sound like waters strong and deep.

O angel hand be careful when,
You touch the one who dies for sin,

Enfold Him safe beneath your wing,

Succor here our anguished king.

Please stay near the great I Am,

For though he's God he's but a man. 

The feet that walked the roads to teach, 
With sorrow go the cross to meet. 

Instead of nails to bind them fast, 

They will appear as burnished brass. 

As in great agony he cries, 
Strength here provides for sacrifice.

With undergirding hands above,

Sustain the Lamb with Father's love. 

He asks this cup from him to flee,
Show Him his bride so He can see,

Aware this night in sorrow spent,

She does to Him her life present.

Sheltered here beneath the trees,

His anguish drives Him to his knees,

His love He longs to His heart bring,

Enfold Him safe beneath your wing.

He bids disciples now to rest,
Sustain the Lamb, his heart caress. 

Uphold Him till the frailty's gone, 

Refresh Him here and make Him strong.

O angel hand be careful when,
You touch the one who dies for sin.

Enfold Him safe beneath your wing,

Succor here our anguished king. 

Please stay near the Great I Am,

For though He's God, he's but a man.
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Gethsemane’s angel stood expectantly near the gate, its head lifted as if listening for a summons.
“You look like you’re waiting for something. Did you get a call?"

Gethsemane's angel did not look behind to see who spoke. It only looked off into the far reaches of the space between heaven and earth. 

"I'm waiting." 

Gethsemane’s angel spoke at last. "I'm on duty. Yes."

“Who are you waiting for?”

"You know who I'm waiting for."

“Yeshua," breathed the second angel. 

A reverent hush fell over the angels gathered at heaven's entrance.

"Did he ask for you?”

“No. Not yet anyway.”

“The father asked for you.”

“Yes. He said to listen for Yeshua’s call.”

"Is Yeshua okay? I mean he doesn't ask for help often.”

“He’s fine. For now. Kind of busy.”

“I see.”

The second angel did not know the mission of Gethsemane's angel.

“You’re sure he’s okay? I can't see your face but you sound kind of worried.”

“He’s okay for now. He will call me when he’s ready.”

“You think he will call for you?”

“I don’t think he’s going to have a choice, really. This isn’t easy, you know.”

“It’s going to be a long night is what you’re saying.”

“Yes.” 

Gethsemane's angel seemed resolute and sad.

“Even though Yeshua's sacrificial death has been planned for a long time," explained Gethsemane's angel, "it doesn’t mean it will be easy.”

“Are you sure one angel is enough to help Him?? asked the second angel.

“The father says one is enough this time. The job is more intense than the time when we helped him after his forty day fast before he started teaching. This will be the hardest moment. This time."

"Will Yeshua ask for you by name, then?"

"I don't know. I'm not sure how that works."

"You did well when you helped him last time it sounds like. You're getting promoted. You're getting more work."

"I don't know about that. Maybe I'm just the one with the coolest head.”

“Is there any wind or rain in Jerusalem tonight?”

“Tonight? No. But it is cold. Everyone, Yeshua, his disciples, the priests, the leaders are all tired. Like I said it’s going to be a long night.”

“It may be an even longer day tomorrow,” theorized the second angel.

“Yeah but he won’t call for us tomorrow."

“Well," said the second angel. "There’s really no choice is there?”

“No. But the next few hours are going to be a little wearying.”

“You already look weary.”

“Not as weary as Yeshua."

Silence tinged with a sigh shivered its way through the room. The onerous heavy movement of a clock pendulum filled the silence. A chime chorused its way through time. Again, the angels gathered around and listening shivered in sorrow for their creator.

“From the foundation of the world,” an angel somewhere in the room whispered, reminding all of the plan that had been set in place long ago. 

“It has to be this way. There’s no other way," Gethsemane's angel answered.

“Don’t cry, angel.”

“I won’t. Angels don’t cry.”

"Yeshua cries.”

“Yes," said Gethsemane's angel. "That's because He loves those people. Even the ones who vex Him the most. Imagine, he loves them and so their mistreatment saddens him. That’s why this is a hard night. I mean this is the most vulnerable he will be. There is tomorrow. But it’s tonight that I am called for, not tomorrow.”

“Where is Yeshua?”

“The usual place.”

A second more agitated sigh swept the room.

“Oh, the olive press. And he’s coming?”

“Who’s coming?”

“The betrayer.”

“yeah. I’ll be there before that. Hey you guys, just relax. It's going to be okay. It's not going to feel that way for a while, but it will.”

"Does Yeshua know that?"

"Know what?" Gethsemane's angel said. "I'm confused now. Does he know that the betrayer is coming?" 

"I'm sure he knows about the betrayer," said the second angel. "Does he know he's going to be okay?"

"Of course, he does. And yes, he knows about the betrayer. He talked to him tonight and told him to go do what he had to do quickly."

“How long is this going to take you?”

“Not sure, really. Maybe an hour? They’ll be waiting for the temple guards.”

“Yeshua is deliberately going to the olive press,” commented
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