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JESUS AT TWELVE
The Walk to Jerusalem
(Chapter One)


The crowing of roosters welcomed the beginning of another clear spring day in the town of Nazareth.  The brightness of the sun awakened Jesus through the latticed window.  His parents, brothers, and sisters were all still asleep.

Jesus eased catlike through the room so as not to awaken the others.  The young boy removed the large wooden key from its place where it hung by the door.  He opened the door and stepped out into the cool morning air.


He locked the door and turned to look the beautiful scene before him.  To the east, the top half of the sun mirrored in the blue waters of the Sea of Galilee.  The Mediterranean, to the west, was still to receive the herald of the morning.  To the northeast, Mount Hermon's snow covered peak glistened silently as a flock of birds flew intent on reaching its heights.


Below the hill of Nazareth, the town of Sepphoris lay unusually still in the early morning.  The many houses of the capital of Galilee were interspersed with the building projects of its ruler, Herod Antipas.  The one completed side of the forum stood out against the palace of Herod and the theater.

Jesus thought of the work of his “father,” Joseph, in the theatre.  This was one day that Joseph would not be going down to work on the woodwork in the theater.  Nor was there school for Jesus and his brothers.  Today was a very special day.


The sounds of his family stirring in the house moved Jesus to continue his walk.  He loved to get up early and walk around the brow of the hill.  It was so peaceful to just sit and spend time with God while all was still quiet in the town.  Even though he was only twelve years old, his mother and stepfather never worried about him for they knew his habits.


As he returned home, he could smell breakfast.  His younger brothers, James and Joses, played in front of the house.  The neighbors were all awake now and the sight and sounds of sheep and people abounded in the narrow streets.  Joseph stepped out the door and announced, "Boys, breakfast is ready."


As they entered, their sisters prepared plates of food like the bees Jesus watched in the tree in front of the house.  They never had to go to school any day.  Girls home stayed with their mother and learned how to be good housekeepers and mothers for the day when they would have their own homes.


Mary's cheery voice greeted her sons.  "Now it is time for all of you to repeat your verses."  Jesus was the oldest so he recited his first.  Each child repeated the individual verse they were given at birth.  The children quoted these each morning since they were old enough to learn them.  After they were finished, Joseph stood and gave thanks to the LORD, "Blessed art thou, LORD our God, King of the universe, who bringeth forth bread from the earth."


When breakfast was finished the girls cleaned up.  Then a familiar voice sounded from the door.  "Who is ready to go home with me?!"

James and Joses met him with a hug.  "Uncle Cleophas!"  James proclaimed as his face shined with joy.  "We are always ready to go home with you."


Joseph's brother stepped in the house and spoke with Joseph as the latter was gathering up some bundles.  "Well, Cleophas, I think we have everything ready to go.  It is a good walk to Jerusalem."


Cleophas gathered up all the younger children and they followed him out of the house and down the street saying their good-byes.  Joseph, Mary, and Jesus each picked-up their bag of supplies and went out themselves.  They joined with other families as they walked down toward Sepphoris.  Jesus noticed the crowd gathered at the bottom of the hill.  It seemed everyone was going to Jerusalem.  After all, this was the Passover!


At the bottom of the hill below Nazareth, the crowd jostled into movement toward Jerusalem.  In the front was a group of priests.  They kept their distance from the other people.  The sight of the priests was not an uncommon one for the residents of Jesus’ hometown.  Nazareth was a town where the priests gathered.


Jesus and his parents reached the road at Sepphoris and joined the other pilgrims.  As

they walked down the dusty road a caravan of traders could be seen in the distance.  They were returning north from selling their wares probably in Samaria and the towns of Judea.  Even though the Jewish people had no dealings with the Samaritans, the traders who moved down this road from Tyre, Sidon, and even further away places dealt with all the people of the area.  The pilgrims’ route would even be longer for they would circle around Samaria rather than have any contact with any of its inhabitants.


The talk focused on the traders and the immense amount of dust their camels were raising.  The subject changed as the two groups passed by, each continuing in their perspective journeys.  They walked on all day until the sun reached the western horizon.  The road to Nain was reached and then the Kishon River.  Here the group from Nazareth and the surrounding countryside settled for the night.  They had grown as others continued to be added to their number as they went.  By the time they reached Jerusalem days later they would be a sizable caravan themselves.


Two days of walking brought the group to a spot where they made camp next to a low stream which flowed down from Mount Gerazim to the Mediterranean.  Its flow had slowed as the snows of the winter had melted.  The streams were always the best place to camp for there was the fresh water and shade.


The next morning the journey continued.  They were now parallel to Samaria which was across the hills.  The banter turned to the Zealots.


"They are our great hope of getting out from under Rome," one man commented.


"But they are not strong enough to defeat Rome" countered another.


"We have to do something.  We cannot be under this foreign rule forever!"


"No, but it is better to be a people in bondage than to be a people destroyed!"


Joseph listened silently as the men’s voices rose with emotion before he spoke up.  "The LORD will send His Messiah when it is time to be freed from Rome."  His voice was strong with conviction.


"Yes," said the first man.  "But until then, we must do something!"  Many shared his views in Galilee.


The dust of horses and riders quietened the discussion as a squadron of Roman soldiers came into view.  The two met and passed without a word exchanged.


The sun rose to its height and the road to Antipartis seemed to be growing, but there was always the anticipation of Jerusalem and the festival which kept spirits high.  A deer was seen grazing on a knoll on the hillside and drew attention to yet another group of men on the hill beyond the animal.


"Is it a group of our patriots?" one man asked.


"I cannot tell," replied another.


As they drew closer to them it became obvious as one stated, "It is bandits!"  There were about twenty men standing watching the dust covered pilgrims.


Relief came when Joseph commented, "We are too many.  They will not attack us."  The reality of his statement brought relief to the group.  This was the main reason for traveling in large groups, and this group had grown considerably.  There was no trouble.  The bandits only watched as the pilgrims passed by.


After yet another night the pilgrimage turned toward Jerusalem itself at Lydda.  Many others joined them and the mood was turning more joyous with each step.  The fatigue of the journey disappeared.


From time to time, songs would be started by a man with a deep baritone voice.  "In my distress I cried unto the LORD, and he heard me.  Deliver my soul, O LORD, from lying lips and from a deceitful tongue.  What shall be given unto thee?  or what shall be done unto thee, thou false tongue?  Sharp arrows of the mighty, with coals of juniper.  Woe is me, that I sojourn in Mesech, that I dwell in the tents of Kedar!  My soul hath long dwelt with him that hateth peace.  I am for peace; but when I speak, they are for war."  Every person would join in the praises.  These were just the warm-up before the ascension of the Temple Mount.


Jerusalem came into view and joy erupted!  The song strengthened as more and more joined the group to praise the LORD who had delivered them from the Egyptian bondage hundreds of years ago, or was it but yesterday?!  The identifying with the Exodus was a current feeling as though everyone here was personally one of the freed Israelites who walked out into the desert behind the leadership of Moses!  The song became a roar!  "I will lift up my eyes unto the hills, from whence cometh my help!  My help cometh from the LORD, which made heaven and earth!  He will not suffer my foot to be moved; he that keepeth thee will not slumber!  Behold, He that keepeth Israel, shall neither slumber nor sleep!  The LORD is thy keeper; the LORD is thy shade upon thy right hand!  The sun shall not smite thee by day, nor the moon by night!  The LORD shall preserve thee from all evil; he shall preserve thy soul!  The LORD shall preserve thy going out and thy coming in from this time forth and even forevermore!"


The sight of Jerusalem was breathtaking for the excited pilgrims.  Even with the Roman Fortress Antonio looming over the Temple area, the magnificence of the complex sent a thrill through the heart of each one that nothing else on earth could do.  The huge walls, all the monumental buildings, and the multitude of homes were all overshadowed by the Temple Mount itself.

The Temple plateau was almost a thousand feet square on the highest point of the city.  The evening sun glared from the white of the Temple area.  The smoke of the evening sacrifices curled upward in praise to the LORD, along with the increase fervor of the song.

"I was glad when they said unto me, Let us go into the house of the LORD!  Our feet shall stand within thy gates, O Jerusalem!  Jerusalem is built as a city that is compact together!  Whither the tribes go up; the tribes of the LORD, unto the testimony of Israel, to give thanks unto the name of the LORD!  For there are thrones of judgment; the thrones of the house of David!  Pray for the peace of Jerusalem; for they shall prosper that love thee!  Peace be within thy walls, and prosperity within thy palaces!  For my brothers and companions sakes, I will now say, Peace be within thee!  Because of the house of the LORD our God I will seek thy good!"


The signs of the festival was everywhere.  There were no rough places in the road as they had all been patched.  Any sepulchers to be seen were all white with fresh paint so no one would accidentally contact one and profane themselves for the feast.  People were everywhere.  Some who lived close enough, brought their lamb and younger children with them.  Joseph and Mary could not bring the younger children on such a distant journey as from Nazareth.  The mood was one of joy and yet reverence to the LORD.


As the song temporarily stopped, Joseph touches Jesus' hand.  "Son, see that small gate in the wall?" he said pointing across the Gehinnom Valley.  "That is the gate of the Essenes.  It leads into the section of the city where they live.  That small terrace in the corner of the wall is the site of their baptism pool, their place of mikveh.  They are very dedicated to the LORD and keep to themselves."  Before Jesus could answer, the song continued.  "Unto thee lift I up my eyes, O thou that dwelleth in the heavens!"  


They walked on through Jerusalem with people going in different directions toward houses where they would stay for the eight day festival.  Passover is only the first day of the Feast of Unleavened Bread.  Joseph, Mary, and Jesus arrived in Bethany as the shadows grew long and the day ended.  Before Joseph could announce their arrival, a boy the age of Jesus burst through the door of a house.  "Jesus!" he exploded with joy and ran to his friend.  His parents followed and greeted Joseph and Mary.


Everyone seemed to be talking at once.  "Yochanan," Joseph said, "It is good to see you."


"And you, too, Joseph.  It has been a while since you were here at Tabernacles.  But come on in and sit down.  Judith and the girls will get you and your family some dinner.  Martha, Mary, help your mother with our guests."  Martha grabbed the basin and towel to wash the travelers feet with little Mary toddling around behind her older sister.


Judith spoke to Jesus' mother, "Your little namesake has your pretty smile, Mary.  She brightens the house all the time just being around."


"I still am so flattered, Judith, that you would name your little girl after me."


The adults settled in conversation as Jesus and his friend Lazarus played in the front of the house still intrigued by the traffic of people everywhere they looked.  It was going to be a great Passover celebration.


