7

Why Christ Came this Way   March 28 2010

Matthew 21:5 "Say to the daughter of Zion, 'Behold your King is coming to you, Gentle, and mounted on a donkey, Even on a colt, the foal of a beast of burden.'"  6 And the disciples went and did just as Jesus had directed them, 7 and brought the donkey and the colt, and laid on them their garments, on which He sat.  8 And most of the multitude spread their garments in the road, and others were cutting branches from the trees, and spreading them in the road. 9 And the multitudes going before Him, and those who followed after were crying out, saying, "Hosanna to the Son of David; Blessed is He who comes in the name of the Lord; Hosanna in the highest!" 10 And when He had entered Jerusalem, all the city was stirred, saying, "Who is this?" 11 And the multitudes were saying, "This is the prophet Jesus, from Nazareth in Galilee." 12 And Jesus entered the temple and cast out all those who were buying and selling in the temple, and overturned the tables of the moneychangers and the seats of those who were selling doves.
 13 And He said to them, "It is written, 'My house shall be called a house of prayer'; but you are making it a robbers' den." 14 And the blind and the lame came to Him in the temple, and He healed them. 15 But when the chief priests and the scribes saw the wonderful things that He had done, and the children who were crying out in the temple and saying, "Hosanna to the Son of David," they became indignant,  16 and said to Him, "Do You hear what these are saying?" And Jesus said to them, "Yes; have you never read, 'Out of the mouth of infants and nursing babes Thou hast prepared praise for Thyself'?"

	I had a terrible secret as a child. I was nearly blind. Oh, I could make out things perfectly if they were no farther away than my arm’s stretched, but beyond that, everything was blurry. Wait, I should introduce myself. My name is Leah, like Israel’s wife in the Scriptures. Just like her, I’ve had eye problems. Because I couldn’t see far, I was very timid. I didn’t want anyone to know that I couldn’t see very far, because I didn’t want anyone to make fun of me. When I was very young, I didn’t even realize that I had bad eyes. But, when my younger brother grew up a little, he started asking me “What’s that?” and pointing to things in the sky or across the room. I soon realized that he could see way farther than I could. I decided not to tell anyone, but to just say to him, “Silly boys need to ask their Moms about things like that.” James always made a face when I said that, which made me laugh.
	My Mom finally figured out my problem. She asked me to run across the room at my Aunt’s house and bring her some colored yarn. I couldn’t see it and went in the wrong direction. She scolded me for not obeying, and I had to tell her that I couldn’t see all the way across the room. She gave me a hug and told me not to worry. She said that Pappa and she would always love me. I heard her whispering about my bad eyes to my Aunt later. She said, “We may have trouble finding her an understanding husband when she grows up.” My Aunt said, “Well, at least she’s a pretty child. Someone will want her. Maybe she’ll triumph over her rivals just like the first Leah did. Not every girl can be as smart and healthy as my Rachel is.” I felt really bad not to be perfect. I tried really hard not to let anyone else know I couldn’t see well from then on. Sometimes that got me into trouble.
I want to tell you about one of those times I got in trouble because I was trying to hide my bad eyesight. My Mom and Pop had asked me to watch my baby brother Samuel. He was only three, and love to run in the street in front of our house. I was also supposed to watch our donkey, while Pop went inside the stable to get her load for market. Pop sells weavings that he and Mom make every Thursday in the market in the center of our great city Jerusalem. This week, the load was heavier than usual, because it was a festival week. Lots of crowds filled our little street. I was having trouble holding Sourpus, our donkey, and keeping track of Samuel when he ran around the yard. I head a big commotion in the street, but didn’t know what it was all about, just that there was a lot of yelling. It sounded like cheering, but I couldn’t make it all out. I was just thinking, “Where has Samuel gone now,” when two men came up and asked if they could have the donkey for the Lord. I wasn’t sure what Lord they meant. Just then, I saw Samuel run toward the street. He wanted to know what all the noise was about. I told them men, “My Pappa is the stable. You’ll have to ask him,” and I ran toward Samuel. I caught him just in time. 
Just about then, my Pappa came out. He saw the two men holding the donkey, and me chasing my brother. “What’s all the commotion about, and Leah, why aren’t you holding Sourpus?” he asked. “I don’t know. These two men want to take her for the Lord,” I replied. “What Lord,” Pappa said, looking at the men. They said back to him, “Jesus of Nazareth, the Messiah.” I could tell Pappa wasn’t sure what to do. If he let them have Sourpus, he’d lose a whole day’s festival income. Then Pappa did something surprising to me. He said, “I’ve seen him heal people. He must be God’s prophet. If He needs the donkey, then you can take her.” Then Pappa said to me, “Take Samuel back in the house and tell your mother I’m going to see the Lord.” My mouth dropped open. I couldn’t believe my hard working Pappa was going to let them use our donkey and miss out on important business. But, he followed the two men as they took Sourpus down the road. Her little foal followed right by her side. I ran inside.
“Mom,” you’ll never believe what just happened!” I yelled. I told her about Pappa, the donkey, and the men. Her eyes got really big. She quickly picked up Samuel and said, “Come along with me, I want to see this Jesus as well.” She grabbed my hand and we tried to follow Pappa down the street, but he was way ahead. I couldn’t tell for sure where he was. I got a little scared. The crowds were pressing up against me and Mamma. She dropped my hand for a second to get a better hold on Samuel, and the next thing I knew, I didn’t know where I was, or where Mom was. Now I was a whole lot scared. The shouting was getting louder, and I figured I must be real close to whatever was causing all the commotion. I tried hard to get to the side of the road and out of the way, but people pressing against me made that impossible.
Then, I heard Sourpus bray. I’d know that sound anywhere. She was just in front of me, if sound was anything to go by, so I pressed hard and ducked down. Next thing I knew, I was at the front of the crowd. Sourpus was there, and there was a simple man sitting on her. This surprised me, because Sourpus had never been ridden, she just took our bundles on top, not a person. She usually kicked and bit when anyone tried to put too much weight on her. But Sourpus was letting this man ride her. I knew it was her because she was singing out, but it didn’t sound like her I’m about to kick sound. She actually sounded kind of  happy. That was weird.
The people all around were shouting, “Hosanna! Blessed is He who comes in the name of the Lord.” I really wished hard I could see this man better, but he was still too far away. I was so nervous being in the front of the crowd. I missed my Mom. I wasn’t sure what they were saying, but I knew they were real excited. How I wished I could see better, maybe then I’d understand what was going on. Maybe then I’d be able to find my Mom and Dad. I had this crazy idea. If the man was so important, maybe he’d help me find my way. So, I took a few steps toward Sourpus. I held up my hand toward the man. “Please, can you help me?” I said. 
I was finally close enough to see his face. He turned toward me and he looked at me really closely. I felt like I knew him, but I’d never met him before. He had really kind eyes and they were laughing a little bit. You know how some people really smile all the way to their eyes. His seemed just full of joy. Somehow, I just knew he would help me. I knew he cared for me, for little lost Leah. He smiled at me. Then, the most wonderful thing happened. I looked down the street, and I could see my Mom and Dad. They were waving their arms at me. They were at least three houses down, but I saw them clearly. I was so shocked to see them clearly. I looked back at the man. He smiled again. He said, “Go in peace, daughter of Israel.” I ran to my parents and told them I could see. I told them I asked the man for help, and suddenly, I could see better than ever before. They hugged me. They were so glad to have me back safe. They said they’d been praying for God to help them find me. At first they didn’t believe my eyes were better, but I looked back at the man and told them that I could see how people were throwing their clothes in front of Sourpus and cutting down palm branches to put in front of her. He was a long way down the road by then, so they looked at each other and started jumping up and down.  They shouted, “Praise God! Praise God!”
Later that day, the men brought Sourpus back. My parents told them about my eyes being better. The men told them that Jesus had healed men born blind from birth. They told them Jesus is God’s Messiah, sent to bring us freedom from sin. I wasn’t sure I understood everything they told my parents, but I knew he was the most kind man ever. He cared for even a little insignificant imperfect girl like me. He knew I needed help and gave me more than I ever dreamed of having, perfectly good eyes. My parents said they want to become his disciples. The men said they were welcome to learn more. They looked a little bit troubled and said something about how their Lord had told them his time was short and they didn’t understand what he meant. My parents gave them some bread and milk and after a while, I fell asleep. It had been a very exciting day.
During that week, horrible things happened. The Roman soldiers took Jesus away as a criminal. They crucified him. My parents were crying and in shock. They couldn’t understand how someone who did such a miracle for their little girl could be a criminal. Then, at the beginning of the next week, rumors started going through the streets of Jerusalem. People were saying that Jesus’ tomb had been robbed. I didn’t know what to think, but I knew that he was a good man, from God. Nobody would ever convince me that he wasn’t.
The men who took our donkey came back weeks later. They told my parents that Jesus had come back from the dead. They said they had seen him themselves and that he died as a sacrifice for sins. I knew they had to be right. Anyone who was kind enough to take time to heal a girl like me, to even notice me on such a big day, he had to be more than just a king. No king would have noticed me, or cared for my problems, but Jesus did. Jesus had to be from God to know I needed more than just directions home. He knew my worst secret without my telling him. He cared and helped me when I was in trouble. I believe that he was raised from the dead. I want to see him too. Maybe I will. After all, I’ve got really good eyesight now! Until then, I’m going to ask Pappa and Mom if we can learn more about Jesus. I hope they’ll invite these men to our house again. I’m going to keep my eyes peeled until I see Jesus again!
