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			PREFACE

			In 1866 while suffering from a serious illness an English lady named Katherine Hankey authored a poem, which when coupled with music from the composer William Doane became lastingly famous as “Tell Me the Old, Old Story.” It is a work of only four stanzas and praises the eternal attraction of the redemptive narrative of Jesus Christ. This brief literary effort is as perfectly titled as any work ever written, for it is, in fact, an old, old story, superficially two thousand years old but realistically it is a tale rooted in Heaven, in the timeless expanses of eternity before even the Earth itself was fashioned. It is a story, and it is not hyperbolic to declare it “The” story, the “story of stories”, the one in whose shadows the remainder of all legends, sagas and epics are dwarfed and live in the recesses of shades.

			The story is old, too, because it has been told and related in an almost infinite number of ways. First taught by the chosen apostles of Christ Himself within a few years these twelve had “turned the world upside down” by faithfully and steadfastly presenting it to any and all audiences. With the truths of this story the Church itself spread from Jerusalem and yet exists, despite unrelenting opposition, throughout the world even in the self-awareness culture of the twenty-first century.

			Sermons, lessons, schools, books, tracts, artistic renderings and depictions, word-of-mouth tellings have never ceased, and likely never will. In the more modern era, the story has been the focus of countless plays, television series and motion pictures, the artistic accuracy and quality of which are open to continuous, often fierce, debate. Perhaps the most famous modern presentation of the old, old story was the 2004 movie, “The Passion of the Christ” met with enthusiastic fervor and veneration and cynical condemnation in almost equal shares. Yet even this movie, moving and reverent as it was, depicted only a few hours of the story. Although its photograph of time is vivid and of the greatest essentiality it is limited.

			So why another telling of the story after two thousand years repetition? Actually, the real story was told over two thousand years ago by four men, of disparate backgrounds and personalities. All any of us have said or will say in the past, present, or future is mere commentary on the work of these four famed chroniclers that are known to history as Matthew, Mark, Luke, and John. The works of these authors are themselves quite truncated, comprising in total only eighty-nine rather short chapters, and of those less than half are devoted to the old, old story. As wise old Solomon stated, “There is nothing new under the sun” and this work makes no pretense of transgressing Solomon’s statement. Hopefully, though, this narration of the story will contribute something of substance and interest through the extent and breadth of its telling. Its focus of course will be Christ Himself, for it can be told in no other manner, and its beginning will be found one week before the earth-shaking (literally) events of what we call Good Friday through Easter. The prelude to that foreboding, darkly veiled yet ultimately magnificently triumph “weekend” will be explored in more detail than is generally accorded in tellings of the tale. The words of Christ, the timeless teaching of His words and actions, and His conduct as the shadow of death begins to engulf and ultimately entomb Him will be studied. Those three days of His Passion hopefully will not be slighted when attention is turned upon them. This trinity of days is the focus and the epicenter of all time and existence, and the Christian may confidently assert that they were the backdrop for the central event of all creation, the resurrection of Jesus Christ. The overwhelming substance of study and attention has always been given these three days (and well they should be), but the most neglected phase of the story is the forty days hence before the Savior’s Ascension and return to heaven. The gospels provide no diary’s account of these days, but His interaction with His disciples still merits substantial interest and study. His final admonitions to the apostles and other disciples and the culminating Ascension to Heaven will be the topic of much discussion.

			Jesus doubtless is the main character, in many real ways the character, and the requisite focus of our study. All successful and interesting stories are built upon three pillars of support, setting, character and plot. Without fail the Bible follows this literary guide in all its narratives in both the Old and New Testaments. Its utilization attained its apogee in the teachings of Christ, who never uttered an extraneous word or gave an uninteresting lesson. His parables are replete with characters and personalities which are identifiable, sharply drawn, and interesting to the point of fascination. As intriguing as were the Savior’s parabolic creations, though, they were more than equaled by the real persons who now come to the spotlight. This is a spotlight crowded to overflow with (and with a nod to an old motion picture) the good, the bad and the ugly. The apostles never exit the stage, although all hide in its darkened corners for a time. These are the men personally chosen by Christ, the same Christ who told them that they “would judge the twelve tribes of Israel.” They are the men who with the prophets are later described as the very foundation of the church, men who are universally revered by all Christians and even beautified and especially sanctified by others. Demonstrating forever, though, that even the best of us are not of a whole, showing the weaknesses of the flesh with astounding frequency, the apostles, in these few days, demonstrate the failings of even the well-intended. The inconsideration of Peter, James and John in Gethsemane, the density of Philip and the self-assurance, cockiness and pride of Peter are seen without any false illusions. No apostolic character of this time would be complete, though, without our having to gaze upon the one fallen apostle, the man bearing perhaps the most opprobrious name in history.

			The characters of the drama, though, are not without virtue. Many of the women disciples of Jesus will be seen as displaying greater virtue, understanding and courage than do the men. Particularly do Mary, the mother of Jesus, and Mary Magdalene engrave their names in the Book of Life and in the hearts of generations of Christians. Even the wife of the Roman who issues the death sentence possesses wisdom and compassion as well as the courage to speak the truth. Nowhere in either the Bible or in history is it more strongly and plainly demonstrated that in the time of moral crisis women more often possess and demonstrate courage, compassion and virtue than do men.

			With but few exception, whether fact or fiction, all great stories must not be lacking a villain. Here the stage becomes not a stage, but rather an arena or even a coliseum, for it will take such an edifice to contain the villains, many anonymous but many decidedly not. The despicability and the abyss of vile, wicked behavior has never been more fully displayed as a panoply of dark colors melding into a darker abyss than here. The focus of our vision, though, requires a wide lens, for any attempt to limit the evil to a race, a nation, an age or even a religion quickly ends in failure.

			The story is set mainly, though not exclusively, in Jerusalem, the City of David, the historic center of Jewish life and to the time of this writing still the capital of Israel. The historic attempt to paint the Jews, as the sole bearers of the marks of villainy, is wrong, though. Not just wrong, but ignorantly and foolishly wrong. While the numbers of Christ’s opponents swelled with those of Jewish ethnicity, and the Mosaical Law so too were almost all His disciples. It cannot be denied, though, that if we view the actions against Christ as among other things, a criminal conspiracy, many prominent Jewish leaders and rulers were in the vanguard, most notably Herod Antipas, Annas and especially Caiaphas, the high priest, who emanates a repugnancy that has rarely been challenged for pure repulsiveness. It will be seen that the high priest, the upper reaches of the priesthood and the Jewish religious establishment were blatantly interested in preserving the softness of station and prestige which their positions afforded them. Like all hierarchical religious establishments then and now service to God and man decidedly was of secondary importance. The conceptualization of the death of Christ from the outset is borne of the priest’s hatred and fear of Christ.

			Among the Jews the priesthood is most readily identified as the enemy of Christ, partially due to the centrality of Caiaphas in the conspiracy. Yet, numbers wise undoubtedly, they were in the minority, being of the religious sect of the Sadducees, a small but powerful group, the interests of whom were more pointed in the direction of political power than religious service to God and man. While the Sadducees play an integral role in this drama on the whole their role in opposition and confrontation with Christ was dwarfed by two other groups to whom substantial discussion will be given. The first and to this day probably the most famous (or rather infamous) political religious group in all history, the Pharisees. No segment of the old, old story of Jesus may be viewed, discussed, preached, or taught without giving due consideration to the Pharisees. This relatively small, but highly prominent, group dominated religious instruction and discourse in Judea for over two centuries. Should we be so bold as to rank and categorize the enemies of Christ the Pharisees would have well earned the title of “Enemy Number One.” For three years the Savior seemingly could not take a step, converse with, or teach anyone and most assuredly openly preach without the ubiquitous presence of the Pharisees. Always ready to argue, to denigrate, to satirize and to silence the teachings of Christ they were ever ready to question and challenge Him, almost always with a superficial wisdom and articulation that showcased both their intelligence and malignity. It is in these few days that the Pharisees seem to be enjoying the zenith of their fame and influence. They seem to be all influential and with little limitation on their intimidating power, but these days mark the beginning of the end for the Pharisees, except as a term of reproach and opprobrium yet employed today.

			Another group will be discovered and exposed for their adamant hostility to Jesus. Just as do modern societies today the Jews had their numbers of those with advanced education, often now termed the “intelligentsia.” These were the scribes, highly trained and educated in law and its interpretation, and with but few exceptions deeply antagonistic to Jesus, not just because of His varying interpretation of the Law but also because He exposed their hypocrisies. Temporarily allied with their newfound friends in the Pharisees, like them the scribes reach the apex of their reputation and quickly tumble from their peak of popularity. 

			As determined as these individuals and sects were, though, their power and influence were limited and localized. All real power, politically and militarily, was grasped and firmly held by the Jews’ conquerors from the west, who had made an otherwise obscure and small country, Judea, a part of their realm and later their empire in 63 B.C. This mighty sovereign state controlled an ancient empire of vast proportions and ruled with hands that were both civil and fiercely savage. The pathway to the death of Jesus, the upstart, uncredentialed young master had no terminus in Caiaphas, the high priest nor any of his fellow Sadducees, nor did the scribes and Pharisees, the latter traditionally inveterate haters of the Romans possess life and death power. Only Rome’s representative, its viceroy or governor held such authority, and to him the Jews leaders had to go. His name was… Pontius Pilate. Of the major players in this drama it is Pilate who is the most unwilling. He will be seen as coming to the key moment of his existence when he is faced with a decision which all men and women must make, but especially those of the politically empowered classes. His actions will forever mark Pilate, in this life and also for eternity.

			Other characters will play short or anonymous roles in the enfolding drama. They include the multitudes which praised and glorified Christ’s entrance into Jerusalem, as well as the multitude which followed and brayed like dogs for His crucifixion. There are those He encounters on the path to the cross, persons such as the bearer of His cross, Simon the Cyrene, and the women of Jerusalem who wept for Him. The hardened Roman centurion and soldiers, forgiven, uncomprehending, but ultimately glorifying God are essential to the story. So too is King Herod Antipas, with one foot in the Roman world and the other with the Jews.

			Even in a preface, though, two other individuals merit especially closer study and scrutiny. For one the bright spotlight of life and eternity does nothing to illuminate and brighten his character. He has richly merited a place in history with which his character and actions doubtlessly mesh imperfectly. This is Judas Iscariot, the traitor, the betrayer of the Son of Man for thirty pieces of silver. Money, how often does it lie at the root of evil, and never more starkly shown than in the character of this failed misery of a man.

			The other is the anti-hero of this drama, and if the scriptures are to be a guide to our thinking and understanding he would prefer that we limit our discussion and notice of him to a bare minimum, if at all. Without him no drama of the final days of Christ would be told, written, or studied, for it was he who introduced those elements of sin, death, and doom which Christ came to eradicate. He, of course, is Satan, the Prince of Darkness himself, and it is Jesus who proclaims through the darkness and gloom of His Passion that this is Satan’s “hour.” Although infrequently mentioned throughout these events his presence is ominous, frightening and ugliness in its purest form. He is recorded as speaking no words, no physical presence or temporal manifestation is in any manner observed or noted. Without traipsing into the thickets and forests of perhaps unanswerable theological questions here is waged the real Battle of Armageddon, the contest between Good and Evil in their purest forms of Jesus Christ, the Light of the World, and Satan, its Prince of Darkness. Here the souls of all who ever lived are in the balance, and during this period Satan experiences two special days, one his greatest and the other his worst.

			Through the days of the earthly sojourn of Jesus Christ, Satan doubtless was always a presence. Now, though, as the story builds to its climax his presence is so enveloping, encompassing and even macabre so as to destroy anyone – anyone but the Savior. Satan’s presence and influence at times hovers like a grotesquely evil black raven, whose shadow devours all. Moreover, at many points, especially likely in the Garden of Gethsemane he reverts to his oldest known form and becomes the slithering vicious viper ready to strike the Son of God Himself and thereby destroy God’s Plan of Redemption. The story’s telling will reveal that this incarnation of evil itself had an allure and perhaps Christ Himself was tempted on a plane and at a depth no man or woman has ever met. Yet He never succumbed and Christ, even more so than His great apostle Paul could state that “I have finished the course and kept the faith.”

			All human beings, from Creation’s dawn to the present are faced, even engulfed, and sometimes destroyed, by emotional crises in their lives. A moment, an event, a person arises and forces the individual into that tight spot which most of us almost instinctively resist. It is called by an abundance of names, but here let us not strive for creativity but merely employ an old, tried, tested and true phrase – the moment of decision. It is that nexus of time and events, sometimes even of planning, where all that has come before is bathed in a new light of understanding and all that follows as its meaning and purpose revealed, set, and determined. In the few days which are here examined such a moment of decision has come for the Son of God and for the Son of Man, the offspring of Mary and Joseph, two obscure Galileans. It has arrived for all the others heretofore named, from the apostles and the other disciples, and to priests, kings, and governors. Most assuredly the hour has come for the two principles in this drama, Christ, and Satan. Yet the story and its component events have an even greater meaning and influence than any of this. The fate of the world and humanity, the “future” of eternity and the meaning of life and existence itself is about to be determined. Yet for all its import it commences, unknown to all save the Son of God, with a single step on a dusty road.

		


		
			CHAPTER ONE

			THE WAY UP TO JERUSALEM

			Especially in days of recent vintage traveling is considered by many a pleasant, happy, and even joyous experience. In modernity persons often construct large portions of their lives and labor with discipline for the opportunity of one, two or maybe even three weeks of recreational pleasure in an almost unlimited array of parks, resorts, and tourist meccas. Even the journey itself has become to some a glittering sparkling specter of ease and hedonism, most notably on the increasing numbers of cruise ships to various geophysical locations but in reality, the destination is the pleasure of the trip itself. Travel, though, the subject itself being the substance of a massive industry, is too easily romanticized. While the ancients knew that travel was physically demanding, expensive and often hazardous in the extreme moderns have become accustomed to the almost torturous routines of high velocity air travel. The cramped discomfort of the airplane, the delays and demands of overreaching and questionably effective security systems and the whims and fancies of petty bureaucratic officials have turned the whole routine into an ordeal. Most now see travel itself as a burden which must be borne to arrive at a desired destination.

			No man ever understood a journey in which the perils, dangers, hazards, humiliations, and indignities were already certainties in the minds of the traveler and with the certain awareness that as bad as was the journey its climactic destination would be worse, far, far worse. Nonetheless, as records the great gospel writer Luke:

			“… (W)hen the time was come that He should be received up, 

			He steadfastly set His face to go to Jerusalem.”

			Thus, Jesus Christ began that journey which in a few days for most would end at Calvary but to the believer would culminate in opening the gates to Heaven. For three years His life had been devoted to His Father’s work and ministry in Galilee, His home in the backwater of Palestine, the despised Samaria and finally Judea and its capital, Jerusalem. The four gospel writes tell us that many accompanied Him on this trip, yet He remained alone and in the eyes of the world, then and now, bereft of almost everything that counted. His friends, disciples and even His hand-picked apostles would abandon Him in His moment of agony. Likely the only money He possessed consisted of a few coins which He and His apostles required for basic sustenance. Save for a few paces at journey’s end He walked all the way from Galilee to Jerusalem, quite probably and only literally with the clothes on His back. Further, in keeping with three years, physically hard years of ministry, He and His disciples likely slept outside under the stars.

			Jesus carried two possessions with Him, and they remained His throughout the weeks ahead, and neither ever failed Him. Effectively, they were different sides of the same treasured golden coin of character that was Christ’s. The first is plainly and succinctly stated by Luke, in that He “steadfastly” set His face to go to Jerusalem. While the word “steadfast” is hardly archaic perhaps its more common form would be “resolution,” and this Christ carried at a higher level and intensity than the world has seen before or since. With all His sufferings, the trial, scourging, and crucifixion which awaited it was one of the essentials. While we cannot comprehend resolution of this quality maturity demonstrates to every individual that nothing worthwhile and constructive is accomplished in its absence. His resolution should never be dismissed or even diminished, for it was plainly the resolution, willingly without compulsion, to sacrifice Himself for humanity and bring eternal life to all who accept and follow. Yet it was also the resolution to endure, to be humiliated, to be spat upon, mocked, beaten, bloodied, and murdered by some of the very ones for whom He made the sacrifice.

			It is axiomatic almost to the point of cliché that nothing is really accomplished without determination and resolution. Yet here we must admit to a somewhat misleading discussion of the word “resolution.” Nations, groups, families, and individuals fail to achieve goals everyday for which earlier they made the strongest resolution. Diversions, lack of effort, unexpected opposition and even nature’s elements may thwart the most determined hearts. Christ faced all of these in super abundance and still succeeded, and He succeeded when He did not “have to” succeed. As He told His apostles the Passion of Christ was effectively self-directed:

			“… I lay down my life, that I might take it up again.

			No man taketh it from Me, but I lay it down of Myself. 

			I have power to lay it down, and I have power to take it again. 

			This commandment have I received of My Father.”

			Christ’s resolution to suffer indescribable agony, degradation and humiliation is itself awe-inspiring, but our necessary consideration that it was purely His voluntary act puts it beyond the pale of human comprehension. Again, He was compelled by no one, certainly not His Father, but Christ’s compulsion was driven by His love for His Creation.

			To enable Christ’s resolution to prevail even with Him this quality could not survive in a vacuum, as it required both fuel and guidance for success. Again, to be referential to men and women, while resolution is essential to success just as vital is self-discipline, self-control or perhaps best encapsulated in a word frequently employed by Jesus, meekness. Without it by whatever name it is given, be it meekness, self-control, or self-discipline no one accomplishes anything. In its absence any man or woman is raw material given to Satan to fashion according to his whims. Without it a person’s life becomes an unending story of stops and starts, and he will find that any success is almost accidental and temporary. He becomes a burden to others and a misery to himself. With meekness comes true power, not the power of armed force or of politics, both of which prove ephemeral, but rather authority over one’s own desires, impulses, and temptations. Jesus possessed it as the Son of Man at a level and to a depth unmatched by any, and because of it He conquered Satan and death itself. As He began that hundred-mile journey from Galilee to Jerusalem surely, He saw all that awaited. He knew that the murder conspiracy of the highest Jewish authorities had crystallized and what awaited Him in their hands. He foresaw the spittle striking His face, the slaps of the servile toadies of the high and the mighty, the profanity and doubtless the obscenity that was hurled at Him every moment. The terrors of being placed in the hands of “sinful men,” the Romans, the Day’s masters of the arts of cruelty and macabre grotesqueries were ever a darkening presence. Before He endured them, though, He knew that even His beloved apostles in their easily understood fear would abandon Him for the moment and that one even would engage in time’s most infamous act of betrayal. Satan, the full tempting face of the Prince of Darkness in the “glory” of “his hour” awaited Him in Gethsemane. No small measure of the horrors that awaited the Messiah was His temporary separation from His own Father.

			All these matters, these fears (for He was a man) must have been so pervasive and penetrating as the last journey to Jerusalem began. As mortals and as His disciples we empathize with our Savior, for we all know the weights of wrong as they bear down in crushing proportions. Our instinct, not borne of malice but more of fear and self-protection, is to turn inward immediately and concentrate on our problems and our personalized seemingly custom-made worries. But what of Christ? On the road up to Jerusalem He had to pass through the fabled city of Jericho, where a “great multitude” began to follow Him. As was so common many needed healing, and specifically two blind men stood on the roadside imploring the merciful touch of Christ’s hands. So common is such a scene in the gospels that even the most studious, the truest Christian, can pass over yet another one with an almost blasé shrug of “Oh well, another healing.” This incident, though, requires a more intense focus, and to slide over it is to miss an essential component of the character of Jesus Christ. The essential verse is Matthew’s recording of this easily forgotten Biblical moment reads:

			“Jesus had compassion on them, and touched their eyes: and immediately their eyes received sight, and they followed Him.”

			The Lord had more on His mind than any person has so dealt before or since. We remind ourselves of our impulse to retreat inward, to gather strength for our present apprehensions and fears, and we quickly contrast our behavior with His. In the enveloping fears and darkness, the pains and tortures, disappointments and sadness that awaited, what did Jesus do? He thought of others, most specifically of two men, both sinful, as we all are and had compassion upon them. No wonder we call Him Savior.

			From this one easily overlooked incident, perhaps the bold would characterize as secondary or incidental we may adduce one of the two central pillars and tenents of Christianity. Jesus’s admonition to “Love they neighbor as thyself” is not suspended during times of personal turmoil and troubles. The Christian who is up to his or her eyebrows in problems and worries but who remains kind and generous to others evidences the true Spirit of Christ. Christ thus began His journey to fulfill His mission and to deliver His greatest teachings, and so much more would follow.

			Entry Into Jerusalem (Palm Sunday)

			Adjacent to the great city of Jerusalem is the Mount of Olives, upon whose slopes is the small village of Bethpage. As Jesus and His disciples drew near to Jerusalem they stopped there and received from the Master strange instructions:

			“Go into the village over against you, and straightway ye shall find an ass tied, and a colt with her: loose them, and bring them unto me.

			And if any man say ought unto you, ye shall say, The Lord hath need of them; and straightway he will send them.”

			Doubtless they were puzzled and wondered why He would ask for a mule and a donkey here at the very end of a hundred-mile journey of walking. Nonetheless they complied, and in answer to a likely forgotten Old Testament prophecy of hundreds of years ago, they procured the animals. Why, though, such lowly animals for the King of Kings? Donkeys (and for simplicity and convenience we will refer to this animal as a donkey) were effectively “low born animals”, poor, even humble and at times still hilarious cousins of the mighty, graceful, beautiful, and even glamorous horse. The horse was the animal of kings, and even as the twenty-first century proceeds apace it retains an allure and a mystique, even though while in modern societies its role and usefulness have continually ebbed. Biographies have been written of horses, they have been central to many books and portrayed the protagonist in countless motion pictures. Many have achieved fame and an almost personal historical stardom. To history’s student the names of Bucephalus, the mighty steed of Alexander the Great, Traveler, the faithful and beloved mount of General Robert E. Lee and countless thoroughbred racehorses, most notably Secretariat all achieved immortality of fame and even loyal personal followings. The horse is associated with power (i.e. the term “horsepower”), with speed and with great pomp. In that mighty city to the west, the focal point of much of the world, Rome, the horse was prominent. The Roman legions prided themselves on their fine and effective cavalry troops, and Roman generals, including Julius Caesar himself, led legions into battle on spirited, magnificent horses. Perhaps in the splendor and grandeur that was Rome nothing surpassed the Triumph, an honor accorded only to emperors and the greatest of generals. Holidays would be proclaimed; multitudes would line the crowded avenues of Rome and the triumph could parade through the city. Likely equaled only by the modern American knack for overdramatizing any event, in the triumphal parade would include countless soldiers of the armies beaten by the Romans, various exotic animals, thousands of newly captive foreigners to be sold in the slave markets, the marching legionaries of the Roman Army and finally the emperor or general himself being driven in a splendid chariot drawn by the most beautiful horses. Sparkling splendor for the great, and the horse was an integral part of the pageantry.

			Yet Jesus, was riding into the city of Jerusalem purposefully, deliberately, publicly on a donkey. Again, we are compelled to question such logic. The donkey in all its variations, breeds, versions, and nomenclature is and likely always has been the object of jest and ridicule. With its oversized ears and braying voice, it seems to mock both itself and others near it. “Beaten like a borrowed mule,” a “braying jackass” and “stubborn as a mule” are all part of our heritage and our common lexicon. Yet, they are much more than that. Many who worked with them and with horses adamantly maintain that the donkey is smarter, that he is more reliable and dependable, is less prone to sickness and crippling injury and importantly, is a more dependable worker. Even more to the point, though, is humanity’s perception of these two noted members of the animal world. To most of mankind the horse is associated with grandeur, speed, the aristocracy, royalty and perhaps most importantly – war. The donkey’s lot has been found with the humble, the hardworking, the unknown and the thankless. Which animal would the gentle Savior, the Prince of Peace, select to carry Him those last few paces into Jerusalem. Even before His birth the Savior’s life was marked by humanity, born to obscure parents in a borrowed barn, laid in an animal’s feeding trough for His first bed and then thirty-three years passed in hard work with a humble spirit. For Him, no triumph as a preening self-consumed war lord; but rather a plainly clothed average looking man on a beast of burden, and a borrowed one at that.

			Unexpected and unforeseen are two sides of the same coin, and they are terms that are practically interchangeable. Both now converge in a single surprising moment. As Christ rides the donkey into the great city, the multitudes begin to part on either side. His followers, whether they were dozens, hundreds or thousands began to spread their clothes on the road for His donkey to tread upon. They cut branches and fronds from the plentiful palm trees along the route and also laid them upon the ground. At last here was the real King to glorify. Two thousand years past may we not ask whether even then the world had endured its satiation of storied pomp and splendor, of storied overdressed kings and queens and of generals honored for their willingness to kill and maim, conquer and enslave their fellow human beings who they viewed as dregs when they should have embraced as brothers and sisters. All from Alexander and Caesar to Napoleon, Hitler and Stalin and an endless array of petty tyrants are engulfed in the shadow and put to shame by the Creator of the Universe, the true King and the Prince of Peace who clings to the back of a humble, gentle donkey.

			For one glorious interlude, a single moment of magnificence God assures that His Son receives a taste of the praise, glory and exultation which are His and which He will receive in a far fuller measure when He returns in His glory in the Judgment. For now, though, His disciples raise hosannas of joy, and the moment was a brief foretaste of eternal glory. Yet all are not pleased. The ubiquitous Pharisees in the multitude reproached Christ and chastised His disciples for making such a tumult of praise. The Son of God, again demonstrating not only His Mastery of Heaven and Earth but of words as well replied:

			“I tell you that, if those should hold their peace, the stones would immediately cry out.”

			The beauty of the phrasing must be antecedent to the even greater message that Creation itself is ready to praise its Creator. Palm leaves and psalms of praise, though
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