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Jesus led the way from the city on the following day. As always, the Twelve were close 

to him, and the others not far behind. For once, there wasn’t a great crowd following 

them, perhaps the citizens were as cold in their hearts as was their city’s climate. The 

group descended the slopes of the hills, returning along the route they had taken three 

months earlier. The day passed uneventfully, and that night they made camp in much 

warmer surroundings, The biting winter wind was subdued now that they were in the 

valley of the Jordan. Because they were a much smaller group, they were all within 

hearing of what was happening around the fire Jesus shared with the Twelve. The 

women who had supported them during this time were still among the party. Across the 

fire circle, Jonah saw Mary of Magdala, who had been instrumental in getting him 

baptised - then, there was Mary, the mother of Matthew and James Alphaeus and 

Susanna - and Mary’s husband, Clopas had walked from Capernaum to join them. 

There was Joanna and Rebecca, who were sitting together as usual - and a little apart, 

talking animatedly with her sons, James and John, was Salome, Zebedee’s wife.

Jonah was a little afraid of Salome, she had a forceful tongue and even the tough 

fishermen from Capernaum had learned to keep their distance when she was in full 

flight. Tonight, that was what she appeared to be. She suddenly got to her feet and 

approached Jesus resolutely, with her two sons trailing behind her with apparent 

reluctance.

Jesus looked up at the approach of his mother’s sister. If he read the signs of battle on 

her face, he said nothing.

Salome bowed low. Jesus asked quietly.

“What do you have on your mind?”

Salome drew breath and stared him straight in the eye.

“I want to make a request, Jesus. As you know, my son’s have given up everything to 



follow you. I would like you to give an order that when you come into your kingdom, that 

my two sons, James and John, may sit next to you, one at your right, and the other at 

your left.”

She turned and stared at her sons, who swallowed but nodded agreement. James 

muttered in confirmation.

“Grant to us the right to sit in your place of authority with you.”

Jesus turned to look at them steadily, he seemed a little astonished.

“You really don’t understand what you’re asking! Tell me this - can you drink the cup 

that I’m to drink, or be baptised with the baptism I’m to be baptised with!?”

The brothers glanced at each other and answered confidently.

“Yes, we can!”

Jesus looked at them for a long moment, and then murmured.

“You certainly will share my cup; and the same baptism - but to sit at my right or left 

isn’t for me to grant. My Father is the one who has already assigned those places.”

Jonah looked at the other ten disciples, they were muttering angrily among themselves. 

Simon said to James and John indignantly.

“We’ve also given up everything to follow - but we haven’t asked for any special places -

 neither did we have the cheek to have our mother ask for them!”

Jesus called across to them.

“There’s something you all have to understand. - You know that in the world, the rulers 

lord it over their subjects, and those in authority are called to provide for their country. 

The great men make the subjects feel the weight of their authority. Don’t run away with 

the idea that this is the way it’ll be with you! On the contrary, in your circle, the highest 

among you has to behave himself like the youngest, and the one who wants to be your 

chief, has to be like a servant. Tell me, who’s the greater - the one who sits at the table 

or the servant who waits on him? Surely, the answer is, the one who sits at the table. 

Whoever wants to be great must be your servant, and whoever wants to be first must be



the willing slave of all - like the Son of Man. He didn’t come to BE served, but TO serve, 

and to give up his life as a ransom for many.”

The next day, they were on their way once more, heading south down the valley of the 

Jordan. Close to the place where Jonah had been baptised, they turned inland, and 

towards the west. Jericho was only a few miles distant - and beyond that, Jerusalem!

They joined the road to Jericho without incident, but the news of Jesus coming drew 

the crowds again, and when they entered Jericho, they were pressed in upon by a 

great number of people. It was while he was on his way through the city, that Jesus 

encountered a man named Zachaeus.

Zachaeus was a superintendent of taxes, and like most of the Concessionaires who 

collected taxes for the Romans, very rich. He shared the common disadvantage of 

those who extracted money from the population for the Roman overlords - he was 

intensely disliked - and for the most part ignored or insulted by his fellow citizens.

He was a small man, well below average height, but he was very eager to see what 

Jesus looked like. No matter how he tried he couldn’t see over the heads of the crowd - 

and those in front of him made sure that they didn’t give him the opportunity. He was 

about to give up in exasperation, when he had a bright idea. He ran on ahead and 

climbed a sycamore tree which hung over the way Jesus had to pass, and there he 

waited as Jesus slowly made his way through the crowd. When Jesus reached the tree, 

he paused and looked up.

“Zachaeus, you’d better come down quickly. I intend to stay in your home today.”

Zachaeus scrambled down from the tree, and brushed leaves and dust from his clothes.

 He ran ahead and hastily organised his household for the unexpected visitor. Then he 

waited until Jesus reached the door, and then bowed low to welcome him. When they 

saw this, there was a general growl of disapproval from the crowd.

“This isn’t right! He’s gone in to be the guest of that extortioner!”

But Zachaeus stood there and confronted them, he said to Jesus.



“Here and now, Master, I give half my possessions to charity; and if I’ve cheated anyone

 I’m ready to repay him four times over!”

Jesus nodded and smiled.

“Salvation has come to your house today!”

He turned to the now silent and sullen crowd.

“This man is a son of Abraham as well as yourselves, and the Son of Man has come to 

seek and save what is lost.”

While he had their attention, he went on to tell them a parable. He was well aware of 

what was going through their minds. They imagined that because he was now so close 

to Jerusalem, the kingdom of God would be established at any moment. On the 

doorstep of Zachaeus’ house, he told them a story.

“A man of noble birth went on a long journey abroad. The purpose of the journey was 

so that he could be appointed king, and afterwards he was to return. Before he went 

away he called ten of his servants, and gave them a each a pound, instructing them:

‘Trade with this while I’m away.’

His fellow citizens hated him, and after he left, they sent a delegation on his heels to 

say:

‘We don’t want this man as our king.’

However, this request was ignored and he eventually came back as their king.

He sent for the servants to whom he had given the money, to see what they had done 

with it and what profit each had made.

The first came and said.

‘Your pound, sir, has made ten more.’

He was pleased and replied.

‘Well done! You’re a good servant, You’ve shown yourself trustworthy in what is a very 

small matter, and so you shall have charge over ten cities.’

The second came and said.



‘Your pound, sir, has made five more’

He also was told.

‘You too, shall take charge of five cities.’

The third came and said.

‘Here’s your pound, sir. I kept it and wrapped it in a handkerchief and buried it in the 

ground. I was afraid of you, because you’re a hard man. and you have a reputation that 

you take out what you never put in, and reap what you don’t sow.’

The king replied angrily.

‘You scoundrel! I’ll judge you out of your own mouth! You knew - or so you tell me - that 

I’m a hard man, that I take out what I never put in, and reap what I don’t sow? That 

being the case, why didn’t you put my money on deposit, and then I could have claimed 

it with interest when I came back?’

Turning to his attendants he said.

‘Take the pound away from him and give it to the man with ten!’

They protested cautiously.

‘But, sir - he has ten already.’

The king went on.

‘I tell you this, the man who has much will always be given more; but the man who has 

little will forfeit even what he has. But as for those enemies of mine who didn’t want me 

for their king, bring them here and slaughter them in my presence!”

Jesus turned from the silent crowd and entered Zachaeus’ house and stayed there for 

the remainder of the day.

On the following morning, as they were leaving Jericho, he was followed by a great 

crowd of people. By the side of the road sat Bartimaeus son of Timaeus. He was a 

blind beggar. When he heard the people saying that Jesus of Nazareth was passing by, 

he shouted loudly.

“Have pity on me, Son of David.”



The people told them sharply to be quiet. But he shouted all the louder.

“Sir, have pity on me; have pity on me, Son of David.”

Jesus paused and turned to his disciples

“Call him!”

So they called the blind man and said.

“Calm down! Stand up; he’s calling for you.”

When he heard this, Bartimaeus threw off his cloak, sprang up, and came to Jesus.

Jesus looked into his blind eyes.

“What do you want from me?”

Bartimaeus answered.

“I want to see!”

Jesus was deeply moved, and reached out to touch his eyes. He said to him.

“Go! your faith has cured you.”

In that instant, his sight came back, and he became a disciple. The assembled crowd 

broke into loud praises to God for what they had seen.

They left Jericho behind them and stared to climb the road up to Jerusalem. The 

Passover was soon to take place, but they kept apart from the many people who were 

coming in from the countryside to Jerusalem to purify themselves before the festival. 

These travellers were on the lookout for Jesus, and when they reached Jerusalem and 

entered the temple, they asked one another,

“What do you think? He isn’t here, perhaps he’s not coming to the festival after all.”

The chief priests and the Pharisees had also given orders that anyone who knew 

where he was should give information, so that they could arrest him.

Six days before the Passover festival Jesus arrived in Bethany and went to the home of 

Lazarus, Martha and Mary. There a supper was given in his honour, at which Martha 

served, and Lazarus sat among the guests with Jesus.

Not all could crowd into the house, but Nebet and Jonah found a place for themselves 



under a window, where they could look in and see what was happening. Jonah 

watched the excited group around the table. He stared curiously at Lazarus, but there 

was nothing to show that he had died and was now alive again. He sat quietly, close to 

Jesus, making sure that he went short of nothing. Clearly, there was a great deal of 

affection between them, and Jonah guessed that they had been friends for some time 

before the miraculous event. The boy watched Lazarus closely and wondered if anyone

had dared to ask him what it had been like to be dead and then to return.

During the course of the evening, Mary brought a pound of very costly perfume - pure 

oil of nard - and anointed the feet of Jesus and wiped them with her hair. The whole 

house was filled with the fragrance. Judah of Kerioth leaned forward from his place at 

the table. He said sharply.

“Why wasn’t this perfume sold for thirty pounds and given to the poor?”

Nebet growled in his throat.

“He’s not worried about the poor! he’s worried about his own pocket!”

Jonah saw the other disciples look at each other. He whispered to Nebet.

“I thought he was your friend.”

“Was - is the right word - I thought he was an honest man, but he’s been caught with 

his fingers in the common purse!”

Jonah whispered incredulously.

“Stealing!”

“Call it what you like - he used the money donated for the common use, for his own 

comfort.”

“How do you know?”

“John told me - it’s common knowledge among the rest of the Twelve.”

“Does the Master know?”

“He knows everything!”

Their attention was drawn back to the group at the table. Mary still knelt at Jesus’ feet, 



her hair wet from the perfume. Jesus looked across to Judah and told him.

“Leave her alone, Judah - let her keep the perfume until the day when she prepares me 

for my burial. The poor you’ll have among you always, but you won’t always have me.”

A great number people from Jerusalem had heard that he was in Bethany, and they 

came not only to see Jesus but also Lazarus whom he had raised from the dead.

In the city, the chief priests convened a hasty meeting where they decided to eliminate 

Lazarus as well, because the miracle performed upon him had caused so many to 

follow Jesus.

On the following day, early in the morning, Jesus sent two disciples with these 

instructions:

“Go to the village opposite, where you’ll find a colt, which no one has yet ridden. It will 

be tethered outside a house. Bring it here to me. If anyone asks you what you’re doing, 

tell them this:

‘The Master needs it and he’ll send it back without delay’; And you’ll be allowed to take 

it.”

This was to fulfil the prophecy which states:

‘Tell the daughter of Zion, here is your king, who comes to you in gentleness, riding on 

an ass, riding on the foal of a beast of burden’.

At the time his disciples didn’t understand this, but after Jesus had been glorified they 

remembered that it had been written about him, and that the prophesy had been 

fulfilled.

The disciples went off and found the colt tethered at a door outside a house. They were 

untying the colt when some neighbours asked.

“What are you doing, untying that colt?”

They answered as Jesus had told them, and were allowed to take it and return to him.

The disciples laid their cloaks on it and Jesus mounted. Crowds of people carpeted the 

road with their cloaks, and some cut palm branches from the trees to spread in his path.



 Then the crowd that went ahead of them and the others that came behind raised the 

cry. Jonah was caught up in the whirl of activity, the crowd pulsed with excitement. The 

Twelve were almost as excited - including Judah of Kerioth.

Nebet’s voice was shaking when he shouted in Jonas’ ear.

“At last, they acknowledge him for what he is - he’s taken his rightful place - and they 

want him! Listen to them!”

A roar of voices took up a single theme:

“Hosanna to the Son of David! Blessings on him who comes in the name of the Lord! 

Blessings on the coming kingdom of our father, David! Hosanna in the heavens!”

The people who had been present when he had called Lazarus out of the tomb and 

raised him from the dead, told what they had heard and seen. Crowds started to pour 

out of the city, attracted by what was happening. The Pharisees were helpless against 

the tide of enthusiasm, they debated fiercely together on what course of action they 

could take.

“Look at it! We’re not making any headway against him at all, we’ve lost control - the 

whole population is following him!”

Some other Pharisees who were in the crowd called out him.

“Master, can’t you hear what they’re saying - tell them to be quiet!”

Jesus was the one least carried away by the turmoil, he shook his head slowly and 

answered.

“I tell you this, if my disciples were to keep quiet the stones would shout out aloud.”

He rode into view of the city and stopped on a rise which overlooked it. His shoulders 

hunched, and the noise from the crowd grew less. Jonah was able to see that his 

shoulders were shaking as he wept, his face streaked with tears. John moved 

anxiously forward and placed his hand on his arm. Jesus looked down at him - then he 

lifted his head and cried out.

“If only you had known, on this great day, the way that leads to peace! But no; it’s 



hidden from your sight. For the time will come upon you, when your enemies will set up 

siege-works against you; they’ll encircle you and hem you in at every side; they’ll bring 

you to the ground, you and your children within your walls, and there’ll not be left one 

stone standing on another, because you didn’t recognise God’s moment when it came!”

He urged the ass forward again and rode down the road, crossed the deep ravine of 

the Kedron brook, and entered through East Gate into Jerusalem, and the whole city 

went wild with excitement. People from distant places asked.

“Who is this?”

The crowd roared in reply.

“This is the prophet, Jesus, from Nazareth in Galilee!”

He went directly to the temple and dismounted from the ass, and entered, with the 

crowd following. He walked from one area to the next, looking over the whole turmoil of 

activity.

The blind and crippled came to him, and he healed them. The chief priests and the 

doctors of the law saw the wonderful things he did, and heard the boys in the temple 

shouting.

“Hosanna to the Son of David.”

And they challenged him indignantly.

“Do you hear what they are calling out!?”

Jesus answered.

“I do; haven’t you ever read that text, ‘you have made children and babes at the breast 

sound aloud your praise’?”

They couldn’t answer him, so he left them, it was getting late, and he returned to 

Bethany with the Twelve, where he spent the night.


