Simon 
I first arrived in the area around Jerusalem a few weeks ago, I travelled here with my two sons, Rufus and Alexander to celebrate the Passover. We are a Jewish family from Cyrene, a city on the north coast of Africa, in what today you would call Libya. The Passover is always a special celebration for us as we join together with other Jews from all over the place to celebrate God’s favour on us.
When we’re in Jerusalem for Passover we always try and visit the synagogue of the freedmen where all the jews from cyrene and Alexandria meet to worship the God who spared his people thousands of years before. It is such a joyful yet sombre time.
But this particular Passover was very different. You see in the midst of the Passover celebrations a man called Jesus had ridden in to the City on a colt, so I was told. Some of the people who went to worship him started declaring that he was the son of David – the promised Messiah, they started crying hallelujah blessed is he who comes in the name of the Lord, it all sounds like mad hysteria to me. The messiah, the one us jews have been waiting for, for centuries? Actually here in Jerusalem? Well it sounded too good to be true.
A week later we got word that this so called messiah had been on trial and that the authorities had been persuaded to hand him over to be crucified. So naturally we decided to head into the city from the village just outside where we had been staying so we could see what it was all about. If he was truly the messiah then surely no-one would be able to kill him. He wouldn’t be some mere mortal would he!
As we got near he city, first we heard the crowd and then we saw it, there were hundreds, thousands of people lining the streets. At first we couldn’t see anything but a mass of bodies so we pushed our way through the crowd and managed to get right to the front where we would get the best view of everything.
It was great to get to the front but I soon came to regret that decision, because as he came round the corner I saw him. There was this man they called Jesus the Christ and it was a horrifying sight. No matter what you thought of his claims – to see a man broken like that was terrible. I was thankful that neither I nor my sons had been there to see what had come before because I don’t think we could have been able to bear it.
The man Jesus looked like barely a man. Flesh was hanging from him where the soldiers had whipped and beaten him. On his head was some kind of crown like the ones I hear the Olympians wore when they won in competition, but this crown was made of rough twigs, with thorns which were digging in to his skin every time he took a step. I could see that he was whincing with every breath as the bruises on his body sent pain through him. And on his back he was carrying a cross.
On the one hand I felt deeply sorry for him – no man should be treated like that, like an animal, a mere beast of burden. On the other hand I felt relief – this man clearly wasn’t the messiah – he couldn’t be because I’ve never seen anyone look so pitiable. Thank goodness I hadn’t missed the arrival of the one who had been promised to us.
As the wretched man got nearer it was clear that he would never make it up the hill to Golgotha, someone is going to have to help him out I thought. It was at the very moment that a strong, muscular hand grabbed a hold of me – and the all too familiar gruff bellow of a roman soldier shouted “you, carry this man’s cross”
I wish I’d had a choice in it, I wish I could have shrunk back in to the crowd but nobody questions the Romans, and besides the soldier was so strong that before I’d even really heard what he was saying I had been thrust out into the street.
It felt like suddenly all eyes were on me as the soldiers went over to the bloodied man, took his cross and put it on me.
Straight away I could feel it – his blood warm and sticky on my skin, clinging to my clothes. Something I had just minutes before been a spectator of I was now participating in. As I carried that cross uphill I couldn’t fathom how this man Jesus had carried it so far. The weight of it was immense and it was difficult to carry with nothing really to grip on to and I am a healthy man, unlike Jesus who had been tortured for hours before having to carry it.
As the crowd looked on at what was happening, some in sadness some hurling abuse the focus remained on him and not me. I was the one carrying the cross but he was the one carrying the shame. I was just doing what I was told but I didn’t see death that day.
When we got to Golgotha – the place of the skull – I dropped the cross as instructed. My ordeal was over, as I puffed and panted and slipped back in to the crowd I knew his ordeal still had much longer to run. The cross which for a brief moment I had carried would soon be used to crucify him.
As I disappeared in to the crowd I wondered again to myself, could this really be the messiah?


What significance does the image of Simon of Cyrene give to the phrase we often use “that’s my cross to bear”
I would you have felt to be in the crowd watching Jesus walk towards the cross?
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