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Simon trudged the last couple yards to the well and sat on a large rock nearby. He dropped the reins to his donkey and let him meander a few feet away to a small tree, to feed on some leafy fig branches. His feet ached and throbbed from the long journey. After pulling off his well-worn sandals, he rubbed them in places that weren’t blistered and tried to massage the swelling away. 

His light, gray tunic was dark and dingy, covered with layers of dirt and sweat. Perspiration beaded his face and streamed into his silver-streaked beard. After a few moments rest he drew a bucket of water from the well and washed his hands, face and feet. The cool water from deep in the well refreshed his spirit and attitude. As he arose his feet still throbbed with painful disobedience, but they were able to carry his weight to the donkey.

“Come on Samuel. We finally arrived. Welcome to Jerusalem.”

Samuel brayed loudly at the interruption of his meal, but succumbed to the pressure on the reins after pulling off one last tasty branch. They walked slowly down the dusty trail from the public well sight on the edge of the city, toward the busy market place a half mile away. The closer to the market the more difficult it became to weave through the growing crowd. The bright morning sun squinted Simon’s dark brown eyes and warmed his bearded face. He smiled back at the sun; a tentative, hopeful smile.

As he arrived at the outdoor market, the first merchant he came upon was a small, wrinkled man selling doves from his overloaded wagon. “Can I ask some information of you sir?” Simon questioned. The noise from the surrounding merchants and patrons, bartering over their purchases, assaulted the weary traveler’s eardrums.

“Is it about these lovely winged creatures?

“No sir.”

“Is it about their price? I assure you a fair deal.” The merchant said.

“No, I’m trying to find a man.” Simon informed him.

The tiny figure sighed pathetically and his brow lowered. “I sell doves sir. And as you can see, there are many men about. I’m trying to make a living and don’t have the time or inclination to serve as your tour guide.”

Samuel pulled abruptly on the reins, being teased by the smell of oats being sold a few wagons down. “I have come a very long way and I am not asking you to lead me through the city personally to find this man, just tell me if...”

“You fool!” the merchant interrupted. “Do you not know how many thousands upon thousands of people come to Jerusalem for the Passover? Unless you have made arrangements to meet this man somewhere in advance you are on an impossible mission.”

Simon stomped his foot angrily as he dug into the camel skin bag hanging from his shoulder. He produced a coin and violently slapped it into the man’s hand. “One question.”

The merchant smiled greedily through only a half dozen crooked, yellowed teeth. 

“Very well.” He snickered.

“Do you have any idea where I can find a man they call, Jesus of Nazareth?”

The disgusting teeth disappeared behind tight worried lips. His shoulders slumped as he stuttered. “Ya...ya...yes. He was arrested last night. They say he...he...he is in the hands of Pilate...at his palace.”

“Arrested! No, no...I must talk to him. I’ve come such a long way...I...must talk to him.”

The merchant trembled as he spoke. “All of his followers have fled. It is very dangerous to speak of him. The governor has eyes everywhere. Go...go now.”

Simon stumbled away from the cart in a daze. His eyes turned red, and tears streamed down his face. His breath was hard to find and his heart threatened to leave his chest.

“Sir!” the merchant shouted after him.

Simon turned around just in time to catch the coin the small man tossed back to him. 

“Be careful.”

The scene around the governor’s house was frantic chaos. Several thousand men and women milled about spewing venom and hate. Several dozen Roman soldiers guarded the ornate, dark wooden and gold palace doors and many more mingled with the crowd, waiting for orders from the governor and searching for familiar faces. They assumed some of the disciples of the man on trial in the palace might try to start a riot and rescue their leader. If there were any disciples here they were silent in fear of the thousands of Jewish citizens who were shouting loudly for the death of the Nazarene.

Simon made his way through the crowd to within thirty yards of the large marble palace steps. His heart pounded as his ears were attacked with the insults and hate for the man that Simon had come so far to see. As he wiped his face with a cloth from his shoulder bag a deafening roar went up from the crowd. 

“It is Pilate, the governor...quiet, let us hear him!” shouted the man next to Simon. A short, stocky, gray haired man walked to the edge of the long stairway. He was dressed in a bright white robe trimmed in dazzling gold leaf. His forehead bore thick lines of worry, though his expression seemed smug. The crowd calmed as he spoke.

“As is your custom, a few hours ago I gave you the opportunity to free one prisoner at this, your time of Passover. To my astonishment you chose a murderer, thief and conspirator, Barabbas.” The governor stated. “He has been released as promised.” 

The crowd applauded and cheered! Pilate motioned them to listen. “As to this man Jesus, I have questioned him extensively...I still find no reason for his arrest.”

“He is a liar and blasphemer...” the crowd erupted.

“Quiet, quiet!” Pilate shouted. “I have found him innocent, but you know I am compassionate to your beliefs. Here is your king.” 

With that Pilate motioned to the guard at the large gold door. The soldier swung it open and four more soldiers dragged out a towering figure. As they brought him to the edge of the marble steps with the governor, Simon knew that this was Jesus. Even though bent over in painful agony, he was at least a foot taller than the guards were. 

He wore a bright purple robe, darkened and streaked in blood. On his head a crown of thick thorns, each over an inch long, had pierced his skull and he bled profusely from the dozens of wounds. His long hair and beard were painted crimson and his eyes were nearly swollen shut from beatings.

The crowd exploded with terrible threats and wicked screams of, “CRUCIFY, CRUCIFY, CRUCIFY!”

Pilate quieted them with a hand motion, “Be certain of your decision. I have scourged him and punished him severely. Surely this will satisfy your lust.”

“CRUCIFY, CRUCIFY!”

“What do you want done with your king, I ask you one final time.”

“We have no king but Caesar. If you do not crucify him, you are no friend of Caesar!” said one of the chief Jewish priest standing at the front of the steps.

Pilate rang his hands nervously. His voice trembled as he spoke. “Very well. This is your decision not mine. I am innocent in all of this. I wash my hands clean, free of any deceit, there will be no blood on my hands.”

“CRUCIFY, CRUCIFY, CRUCIFY!”

Pilate looked to the guards holding Jesus. “Give them what they want. Now!”

The crowd roared with evil joy as fifty soldiers from the flock jumped to the steps and began clearing a path for them to lead Jesus away to his execution. Simon’s eyes ran wet as he was pushed along out of his own control, away from the palace area and down a side street in another direction. He tried to fight his way out of the mob, but it was useless. They moved as one evil swarm, out of control and Simon had no decision in the matter. He was forced into the swift current of the bloodthirsty crowd.

From somewhere in the mob, Samuel’s reins were purposely ripped from his hands. Simon could not see the thief, who was able to escape with his donkey and the packs that he carried. All he could do was shout helplessly into the air to his faithful companion. “Samuel!”

Back inside the palace, Pilate’s hands burned. They felt as if they were on fire. He hurriedly poured fresh water into a silver trimmed, ceramic bowl and dipped his hands to wash them. As he lifted them out of the water he was horrified to see pure blood run off his fingers. He dipped them again and again, but each time he took them from the water they turned a deeper, darker red. 

“No...no...no...I am innocent...it is what they wanted...they demanded it!” he yelled. He repeatedly scrubbed his hands violently but to no avail. Thick, red blood covered his hands and traveled up his wrist. He raised his voice to heaven and with an insanely wretched scream he collapsed onto the cold marble floor and hopelessly sobbed, “No...no...no...”

Ten minutes later Simon found himself with a thousand others, lining the narrow, cobblestone street. The enraged throng had trampled his sore and blistered feet, and several toes had been broken. He tried to stand on his heels to relieve the pain and pressure, but that was quite impossible in the shifting mob. 

Simon could not believe what was happening. He had come so many miles to see this man he had only heard tales of, and to ask a request of him. And now it appeared he could only witness his execution.

From his home in Cyrene, in northern Africa, news had come about a great prophet who had performed miraculous signs and wonders. Many thought he was the Messiah they had been waiting for. Others claimed he was just a magician, misleading the Jews and blaspheming God. Most of the latter had never heard him speak or witnessed any of his miracles. Simon didn’t make much of the gossip from Jerusalem, but just tended to his family and loved the Lord and followed his commandments.

His 2 sons, Alexander and Rufus, also loved the Lord and followed their fathers examples. Rufus was twelve and Alexander
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