
Praise for 	
One	Friday	in	Jerusalem	

One Friday in Jerusalem is the most refreshing glimpse I 
have ever had into a Palestinian Maronite Christian’s deep 
personal experiences and spiritual insights. Having lived in 
Jerusalem, I appreciate Andre’s accurate and vivid descrip-
tions of the Via Dolorosa, and I was riveted to the book as I 
walked each step, gleaning valuable insights. Andre neither 
defends nor undermines the traditional stations of the 
cross; rather, he shares an insider’s spiritual pilgrimage. His 
knowledge of history and its importance in understanding 
Jerusalem’s modern conflicts makes this book a must-read. 

— 
Donald L. Brake Sr., PhD, Dean Emeritus, Multnomah Biblical 
Seminary, and Author of Jesus, A Visual History:  
The Dramatic Story of the Messiah in the Holy Land 

After ten trips to Israel, I’ve tried many tour guides; Andre is 
the best, both in teaching and in professional guiding services. 
As a pastor who specializes in teaching the Bible, I consider 
Andre my pastor, guide, and instant-answer-man for helping 
me understand Israel. I am so glad he has put his experience 
with the Lord in writing. I trust that this book will help many 
who have walked the Via Dolorosa continue their own jour-
ney to the cross with Christ. And if you have never been to 
Israel, please make this journey to the Holy Land a priority in 
life.  

— 



主仆 –ª «Ï 福 牧  ¶ Rev. Samuel Sia,  
St. Stephen’s Parish, Manila, The Philippines 

I have known Andre for many years. He has made a tre-
mendous impact on our church. His story of growing up on 
the streets of Jerusalem is powerful, life changing, and one 
you won’t want to miss. 

— 
Brandon Beals, Pastor, Canyon Creek Church, Seattle, Wash-
ington 

This is a powerful literary work that reveals the times, the 
country, and the people of the Holy Land, both historically 
and today. Andre lends personal insights and a wealth of 
knowledge and revelation about Israel and about Christ. 
One Friday in Jerusalem takes you to the ancient streets 
those of us in Andre’s tour groups have walked as, led by 
him, we have encountered the reality and magnitude of the 
Via Dolarosa. 

— 
Bishop Raymond W Johnson, Living Faith Christian Center, 
Baton Rouge, Louisiana 
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Foreword	

f you visit the Holy Land more than once, you will discover for 
yourself that the Holy Spirit provides you with new insights on 
every journey you make. I recently returned from my fourth 

trip to Israel. One of the insights I brought home with me from 
my last trip was the sad reality that people can live just a few 
hundred feet from where Jesus was born, lived, ministered, died, 
and was raised from the dead and still never have one meaning-
ful encounter with the living Christ. Perhaps it would be like liv-
ing near the Lincoln Memorial, knowing that there was once a 
man named Abraham Lincoln but never really encountering him 
as anything more than an important figure in history. 

Andre’s book is the story of a Palestinian man who doesn’t 
just know the Jesus of history but who is met by the living Christ 
who encounters people’s hearts today. Andre doesn’t just know 
the land of Jesus; he knows the Jesus of the land. This is the story 
of a little boy whose playground was the backdrop of the ages, 
but then whose heart became the home of the One who forever 
split the timeline and rent the veil between heaven and earth. 

I first met Andre on my second trip to Israel. I sensed a divine 
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connection with him the very moment I met him and was im-
mediately impressed with how hungry he was for the Holy Spirit. 
Our meeting resulted in my visiting what was at that time the 
only charismatic fellowship of Palestinian believers in the city of 
Jerusalem. They represented the most marginalized and perse-
cuted group of people in all of Israel: rejected by many Israelis 
for being Palestinian; rejected by many Jews and Muslims for 
being Christians; rejected by many Christians for believing that 
the gifts of the Holy Spirit and supernatural encounters with God 
are for today. Yet instead of meeting a group of offended, cynical, 
dualistic, and defensive people, I met some the most hospitable, 
forgiving, and loving people on the planet. 

How does this happen? The answers lie within the pages of 
this book. It’s a story of forgiveness, redemption, and the power 
of the Holy Spirit to take someone whose heart had been wound-
ed in one of the most complicated racial, political, and religious 
climates of the world and turn him into a lover of Jesus and a 
lover of people regardless of their race, political views, or reli-
gion. 

Andre carries a gift to help people encounter the real Jesus—
the Jesus who teaches us to love people who hate us, to pray for 
people who hurt us, to bless people who curse us, to give a se-
cond mile to those who have already taken one mile from us. 
Don’t just read this book—let it read you. Through it, let the Ho-
ly Spirit help you know the real Jesus, and as you do, let the real 
Jesus answer the question “Who is my neighbor?” 

NATHANAEL WOLF 
Pastor, Gateway Centre 
Church 
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Introduction	

he Via Dolorosa—Latin for “Way of Grief,” “Way of Sor-
rows,” or “Painful Way”—is a street in the Old City of Jeru-
salem, held to be the route that Jesus walked on the way to 

his crucifixion. It is a distance of about six hundred meters (two 
thousand feet) but a one-hour walk with prayers and devotions. 

I know the Via Dolorosa because I grew up on the Via Dolo-
rosa. As a boy, I played on its winding pathway, and for many 
years I have guided pilgrims retracing the footsteps of Jesus 
from Pilate’s praetorium to Calvary. I know every doorway, eve-
ry window overhead, every arch and column, the color, texture, 
and peculiarities of its walls. If every stone in the pavement had 
a name, I could call out each one individually. The interiors of 
sites such as the Church of the Holy Sepulcher are as familiar to 
me as your living room is to you. 

But this book is so much more than a guided tour of the Via 
Dolorosa. It is certainly that—it will steer you from one site to 
the next down the narrow, stony pathway. But it is also a guide to 
greater depth in your relationship with Jesus, to the wonders of 
God’s Word, to lives lived in the shadow of persecution and the 
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power of the cross, and to your own life. In taking you faithfully 
through the stations of the cross, it will also transport you far 
beyond them on an eye-opening journey through the Bible, set 
against the background of Middle Eastern culture, customs, and 
history. 

Very importantly, I hope this book will help you personalize, 
to the extent such a thing is possible, what Jesus endured as He 
bore His cross along the “Way of Sorrow.” I want these pages to 
awaken your imagination, your emotions, and your heart so you 
will feel something of what Jesus might have felt and seen and 
thought, and so appreciate all the more the price He paid for you 
and me on that tragic, glorious day of His crucifixion. I hope this 
will be your experience as you read. 

By the request of the many groups I have guided, this book 
will also share my personal story as a Palestinian Maronite Arab 
Christian. (For a detailed discussion of the Maronites, see ap-
pendix A.) Growing up here in the roily tension zone of three 
great world religions—Christianity, Judaism, and Islam—I con-
nect intimately with each one of the stations of the cross. As I 
share with you key passages of my life, I hope you will see in 
some of them reflections of your own life—for we all, each one of 
us, are bearing crosses of different sizes, shapes, and weights 
down our own Via Dolorosas. And the Spirit of Jesus is carrying 
us along beyond our griefs toward a glory greater than we can 
imagine. 

Finally, I hope this book will awaken you to the plight of your 
brothers and sisters here in Jerusalem and in the Middle East. I 
desire that you will feel moved . . .  

by compassion, as you hear the stories of these dark streets and 
darker lives; 

by wonder, as you learn how God is actively changing men and 
women—Jews, Muslims, and Christians alike—in miraculous 



ways through the light of the gospel, the love of Jesus, and the 
power of the Holy Spirit; 

to action, as you discover how you can come alongside your 
brothers and sisters here in the Middle East—and why it is so 
important, for both our sake and your own, that you do so. 

How	This	Book	Is	Organized	

I, Andre Yousef Antone Moubarak, am a Palestinian Maronite 
Arab Christian from the lesser known Christian Quarter of the 
Old City of Jerusalem. I am one of the “living stones” who make 
up the church of Jesus here in Jerusalem.1 I did not choose to 
become a tour guide. My profession chose me and became a way 
of life, my vocation and destiny. I have guided countless people 
from all over the world—from the United States, China, Singa-
pore, South Africa, Philippines, the United Kingdom, Australia, 
Germany, Sweden, Mexico, Argentina, Brazil, Africa, Iceland, 
and others I can no longer recall. Almost every group advised me 
to write down the valuable information I shared with them.  

Then on September 11, 2009, while praying in my Jerusalem 
apartment, I felt the Holy Spirit enfolding me with His peace and 
love, and the thought impressed itself in my mind: the stations of 
the cross. That thought has developed into this book. 

The first fourteen chapters, divided evenly into parts 1 and 2, 
correspond to the fourteen stations of the cross and also to four-
teen stations of my personal life—for I, as a Palestinian Christian, 
have carried my own cross as part of a despised minority in the 
Holy Land and the Middle East. 

In part 3, the final two chapters celebrate the resurrection and 
the life-changing power of Jesus. As dark and depressing as the 
neighborhood of the present-day Via Dolorosa is, there is hope 
for the people who live there—and hope for your own life, wher-



ever you live and whatever you may be facing. You will read sto-
ries of how this hope has become real in the lives of men and 
women who have encountered the transforming reality of the ris-
en, victorious Jesus. 

The	Three	Icons	

Because this book seeks to accomplish several purposes, it uses 
three different icons to highlight significant sections. The icons 
will help you orient yourself visually to changes in the topic and 
tone. 

 The “Taking the Tour” icon indicates the tour-guide as-
pect of the text. Its content is, for the most part, practical and 
matter-of-fact, directing you from one station to the next and 
describing points of interest. Explicit directions are boldfaced for 
your convenience. 

 “Insights for Your Heart” is usually quite different in tone 
from “Taking the Tour.” My goal here is to share insights and 
inspiration from Scripture from a Middle Eastern point of view 
in a way that speaks to your imagination and emotions, so that 
the biblical account comes alive for you in the context of your 
own life. 

 “Tales from My Life” is exactly what it says. I share differ-
ent, deeply personal aspects of my life as a Palestinian Christian 
and connect them with the different stations of the cross. 

Each chapter opens with an introduction to set the tone, then 
proceeds to “Taking the Tour.” From there, the order and num-



ber of the icons differ from chapter to chapter, and the length of 
sections can sometimes vary greatly from one to the next. More-
over, there is not always a hard line between the content of the 
icons. View the icons as road signs, not inflexible boundaries. 
You may come across an insight that speaks to your heart in one 
of my life stories, or you may find a spiritual truth in “Taking the 
Tour” that you might expect to find in “Insights for Your Heart.” 
The book is organic; the icons simply clue you in to a section’s 
overall focus. 

Middle	Eastern	Insights	

Jesus was a Jew. Oddly, this basic truth was a profound revelation 
for me as a Palestinian boy, and it can be just as illuminating for 
Western Christians who, though acknowledging Jesus’s ethnicity 
in their minds, have never really grasped its implications. 

Jesus was born as a Jew in Bethlehem. He spent his boyhood 
learning the Torah like any other religious Jewish child in Naza-
reth. His ministry was that of a rabbi in Galilee. He was sacrificed 
as the Lamb of God during Passover in Jerusalem. And He will 
come back as a Jew, the Lion of Judah. 

The Holy Land is where Jesus lived and where the events of 
the Old and New Testaments took place. This is why the Via Do-
lorosa, the Old City of Jerusalem, and this land in which I live are 
so important to me. Together they have shaped my heart, my 
identity, and my faith. We in the Middle East are intrinsically 
connected to this land and place of our birth—they are signifi-
cant to our well-being. This is different from the thinking in 
most Western cultures, where people travel and migrate from 
one country to another. The land of their birth has less value to 
them.  

Most modern Bible translations come from a Western men-



tality heavily influenced by the Greco-Roman theology that has 
pervaded the church since the early centuries. One of my objec-
tives in this book is to explain the Bible’s stories from a Middle 
Eastern perspective, framed by the way of life as it was. Once the 
Bible’s culture, context, and customs are viewed from the Hebra-
ic tradition rather than Western interpretations, the Scriptures 
come alive. As a tour guide, I strive to reawaken the first-
century way of thinking—to return to the origins and begin-
nings of the early church.  

Looking at Scripture from a Middle Eastern point of view 
brings three benefits: 

 1. What you already know is confirmed, and more details are 
added.  

 2. It is also clarified and expanded as you gain new 
information and insights. You’ll deepen your knowledge 
and gain greater clarity for your life. 

 3. Misconceptions are corrected. The Hebraic perspective will 
help you accurately grasp the Scriptures where your 
understanding may be biased or incomplete.  

Where was Jesus born? What was the place like where He 
grew up and played? Where did He die? Let’s adjust our spiritual 
eyes and ears to first-century sight and hearing. Then, should 
you visit this land in person—and I so hope you will—you’ll 
build an even deeper understanding based on the new viewpoint 
and knowledge you’ve acquired. This theme drives every tour 
and is the foundation stone of my teachings. The result is always 
greater confidence in Jesus’s dominion and divinity. 

■ ■ ■  

One last thing: Part of my vision for this book is to bring king-
dom transformation to the depression and sadness of the streets 



of the Christian Quarter. I long to see God’s people begin to 
shine here in the darkness and for a royal army to spread the 
King’s glory all over Israel. We Palestinian Christians are a treas-
ure buried in the heart of Jerusalem, covered by rocks of offense, 
thorns of treachery, and relics of religion. But great things can 
happen when you pray for us and reach out to us. I hope this 
book will inspire you—your ministry, your church, your group, 
or simply you yourself—to come to this land of the Bible and 
meet with us, your brothers and sisters in Jesus Christ, the “living 
stones” of Jerusalem.  



	

Prologue	

he voice came suddenly, no more than an urgent whisper. 
“Andre, move. Right now!” 
For a moment I thought my friend who was with me had 

spoken to me. But he hadn’t, nor had anyone else out on bustling 
Ben Yehuda Street in West Jerusalem. 

It was December 1, 2001, and a beautiful evening for wander-
ing the central city. The time was shortly before midnight, but 
Kikar Tzion, Zion Square, is always busy, especially on a Satur-
day night, when it is full of young people hanging out after the 
Sabbath ends. Countless times I had been among them, enjoying 
the fun and excitement. Yet tonight I felt inexplicably tense. 
Something was wrong—I knew it in my gut. 

Was I just being hypersensitive? Maybe. But the feeling 
wouldn’t go away. In fact, it was getting stronger. . . . 

“Andre, MOVE! NOW!” 
The voice was louder—but whose was it? People were every-

where, but other than my friend, there was no one I knew. Was I 
hearing things? 

Must be my imagination. Just ignore it. 
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Seconds later, I felt someone pushing me, shoving me across 
Zion Square toward Jaffa Street. But it wasn’t my friend—he was 
following several paces behind. No one was near me. Yet some-
thing that felt like a gust of wind was holding my arms, legs, and 
body and propelling me forward. 

Now I really was freaked out. I must be drunk—but I hadn’t 
had even a sip of beer. 

The Café Aroma on Jaffa Street was just ahead of me. Shaken, 
I went inside and sat down. 

BOOM! 
The windows shattered and my body felt the jolt of a tremen-

dous explosion. I could see debris flying and blood splattering, 
hear people screaming in pain and horror. And immediately I 
knew. Bomb attack! 

My first impulse was to make sure I was still in one piece. My 
second was to pray. Half consciously, I made a vow: “Lord, if I 
live, I will give you my life.”  

My life? Like a fast-motion movie, it flashed across my mind. 
What had I achieved with it? The answer hit me hard: nothing. 
Although I was a believer, saved by the blood of Jesus Christ, I 
did not take my faith seriously. Growing up, I just went with the 
flow, my faith sometimes up and sometimes down. 

But just now I had been only feet from death. The shock of 
the bomb and my proximity to it seemed unreal, impossible to 
grasp. Yet suddenly I realized how precious my faith truly was. 

Just as swiftly, my natural fears gripped me. I was a Palestini-
an. The Jews would take revenge on me if they caught me here. I 
had to get home. 

Outside the coffee shop was a nightmare of blood and glass. 
All the windows in the area had been blown out by the force of 
the explosion. Hundreds of screaming young adults were run-
ning from the blast site. But I had heard that in the event of a 



bombing, the best response is to stay still, not run. So I resisted 
the urge to flee. 

BOOOOM! A second powerful explosion, even louder than 
the first, rocked the street. And now the same panicked crowd 
was stampeding back my way. I froze. What should I do? If they 
noticed me, they’d assume I was part of the attack, and my life 
would not last a moment longer than it took them to lay their 
hands on me. 

A backstreet branched off Jaffa Road and went through the 
Russian Compound. I hastened down it toward New Gate, the 
nearest entrance to the Christian Quarter, where I lived with my 
parents and brothers. While I was en route, a third bomb explod-
ed, less powerful than the first two but still lethal. The beautiful 
night had become a nightmare. 

Once through the New Gate, I passed my old high school and 
hurried down the steps by St. Saviour’s church and down Chris-
tian Quarter Road to my house. I had completely forgotten about 
my friend, though I learned later he had made it out and was 
safe.  

The time was half past midnight when I slipped inside and 
turned on the television. The news was all about the Hamas bomb 
attacks, the first two of which had been suicide bombers and the 
last a car bomb. I feared I might be on TV, but I had left before 
the journalists and cameras could arrive. It was too early for casu-
alties to be announced; I watched for fifteen minutes and then 
went to bed. 

But I was too terrified to sleep. I had almost lost my life. 

■ ■ ■  

Jerusalem, turbulent City of Peace. For thousands of Christians 
on pilgrimage every year, it is their destination; for me, it is my 
home. Here in the Christian Quarter of the Old City I was born 



and raised. The religious and historical sites that people from all 
around the world come to see, the ancient pavements that believ-
ers of every nation and culture travel thousands of miles to 
walk—these are my neighborhood. I know them like I know my-
self; indeed, they are a part of who I am. Jerusalem’s stories are a 
part of my story, and my story is a tiny fragment of Jerusalem’s. 

The account I shared with you, terrifying as it was, does not 
define Jerusalem. There is much more to this city I love than vio-
lence and religious and ethnic tension. This is a vibrant place, a 
cosmopolitan town where nationalities and cultures flow togeth-
er in colors as rich and varied as the clothes you see people wear-
ing in its streets, as exotic as the many different languages you 
hear, and as fascinating as the mannerisms and traditions in con-
stant enactment all around you. It is a city where people pursue 
their dreams, fall in love, raise their families, earn their livings, 
and long for the best in life for themselves and their children, just 
as you do. All of these things are a part of the story of Jerusalem. 
There is darkness, but there is also beauty, and light, and creativi-
ty, and industriousness, and promise.  

Above all, there is hope—great hope. Hope for the people in 
my community. Hope for this city. And hope for you and your 
own life, wherever you live. For among the many stories of Jeru-
salem—those of centuries past and those yet to be written—one 
story stands above all others. It is the greatest story of all: the sto-
ry of Jesus, the Son of God, who gave His life that you and I 
might have life. His power to change hearts and lives is real. I 
have seen it in my own life and in the lives of others. I have seen 
natural enemies brought together in their hearts by the Holy 
Spirit. I have witnessed desperate men and women transformed 
by the discovery of how much God loves them. 

Only Jesus can do that. There is no other hope. But the hope 
and the love Jesus offers are powerful beyond anything we can 



grasp. 

■ ■ ■  

On a stretch of narrow street only two thousand feet long in Old 
Jerusalem, the story of redemptive history drew to its agonizing, 
glorious climax. Today countless believers visit the Via Dolorosa, 
intent on tracing the footsteps of Jesus. Whether they tread the 
exact physical path He followed on His way to His crucifixion is 
beside the point; the real value of the pilgrimage lies in the jour-
ney of the heart a person takes from one station of the cross to 
the next. For it is in the heart that Christ lives and dwells; the 
stones of the Via Dolorosa are simply points of contact that bring 
to life the cost of salvation for Christians of many stripes. Catho-
lic, Orthodox, and Protestant alike come from all over the world 
to contemplate the passion of Jesus Christ in the place where it 
happened. 

The place where I grew up. 
The winding Via Dolorosa was my playground as a boy. It 

was there that I played soccer and hide-and-seek with my 
friends. The eighth station of the cross was my backyard, so to 
speak. The storied stones, walls, and pillars have been part of my 
everyday life from my earliest memories. 

But the physical street is just a reflection of a deeper, spiritual 
Via Dolorosa. That Via Dolorosa is one which, in ways unique to 
each of us, we all must travel as followers of Jesus. He experi-
enced the Way of Sorrow deeply, and so must we. Each station of 
the cross possesses a personal meaning for you and me; each is a 
mirror of how we come to know “the fellowship of [Christ’s] suf-
ferings” in our own life (Phil. 3:10). 

This has surely been the case for me. And so, as in this book I 
guide you through the Old City down the Via Dolorosa—as I 
walk you through the fourteen stations of the cross, showing you 



centuries-old religious sites and describing their remarkable 
histories—I will also tell you my own story as well as that of Je-
sus, who is the reason this short, cramped street has such pro-
found significance. I will share with you not only what I know as 
a professional tour guide but also what I have learned as a disci-
ple. My desire is to help you identify with Jesus as you journey 
down your own Via Dolorosa, whatever it may look like—and 
beyond it to the matchless power and life-giving hope of the 
resurrection. 

I also hope to stir your heart for Christians who live under 
persecution—for us, your Jewish, Palestinian, and Arab brothers 
and sisters in Christ who, in dark corners of the Middle East, re-
main faithful to our Messiah and yours. 

As your guide, I promise you a colorful experience full of in-
sights that will engage your senses, your imagination, and most 
importantly, your heart. Not all of it will be pleasant, for the Via 
Dolorosa is a dark and dirty street. But that is how the way of the 
cross was for Jesus, who transformed it into a pathway to light 
and life. 

Are you ready to take the journey? Then let us begin. 

P A R T  1  

Stations	One		
through	Seven	



CHAPTER 	 1 	

FIRST	STATION	

Jesus	Is	Condemned		
to	Death	

alking the Via Dolorosa inside the ancient, walled Old 
City is an experience to treasure. I like it best on Fridays 
amid the jostling crowds. You pass Palestinian merchants 

selling their wares. You weave among Christian monks from dif-
ferent denominations hastening to the 3:00 p.m. devotional walk. 
Imams crisscross your path, heading for prayer at the Al-Aqsa 
Mosque on the Temple Mount, and Jewish rabbis brush by on 
their way to the Western Wall to pray before the Sabbath begins. 
Tourists from all over the world mill about, eager to walk the way 
of the cross. And all the while, edgy Israeli soldiers are checking 
local people’s identity cards. 

The sights, set in modern Jerusalem, evoke the atmosphere 
and drama of these same streets two thousand years ago. But the 
events that led to the stations of the cross did not start here. They 
began hours earlier in a much more intimate setting as Jesus took 
bread and wine with His disciples, and as he solemnly pro-
claimed, “He who dipped his hand with me in the dish will be-

W 



tray me” (Matt. 26:23). And they continued with a trip to a local 
garden. 

It	Began	in	a	Garden	

Leaving the upper room where he had shared the Passover meal 
with those closest to him, Jesus “went out with His disciples over 
the Brook Kidron, where there was a garden, which He and His 
disciples entered” (John 18:1). The garden was Gethsemane on 
the Mount of Olives. 

But why there? Why a garden? 
The tomb where Jesus’s body was laid was also in a garden. 

Obviously gardens are very important in this drama. Millennia 
before, at the dawn of history—long before Moses led Israel be-
tween the water walls of the Red Sea to deliverance on its far 
shore; before Jacob wrestled with God in the darkness on the 
backside of the desert; before Adonai called Abraham forth from 
his tent to behold a night sky glistening with promise—Adam 
walked with God in a garden. 

The LORD God took the man and put him in the garden of 
Eden to tend and keep it.  (Gen. 2:15) 

But the devil came to Adam and Eve in the form of a creature 
in that garden, leading to their separation from God. The intima-
cy humans had enjoyed with God, and God with them, was bro-
ken. 

It took another Adam, Jesus Christ (1 Cor. 15:45), to enter 
another garden in order to create a new humanity—a new Adam 
and a new Eve walking once again in communion with their Cre-
ator. 



And a new garden: 

[The angel] showed me a pure river of water of life, clear as 
crystal, proceeding from the throne of God and of the Lamb. 
In the middle of its street, and on either side of the river, was 
the tree of life, which bore twelve fruits, each tree yielding its 
fruit every month. The leaves of the tree were for the healing 
of the nations. And there shall be no more curse, but the 
throne of God and of the Lamb shall be in it, and His serv-
ants shall serve Him.  (Rev. 22: 1–3) 

In Gethsemane the devil tempted Jesus just as he tempted 
Eve, and through Eve, Adam. This time, Satan came not as a ser-
pent but as a familiar friend, Judas Iscariot. But Jesus, unlike the 
first Adam, resisted the temptation, giving his own life in order 
to vanquish death. Countering Adam’s treason in Eden, with its 
tragic consequences, Jesus’s faithfulness in Gethsemane unlocked 
the garden gate to the tree of life. I think His deepest, most in-
tense pain began well before the first spike pierced his wrist on 
Golgotha. It started in Gethsemane. 

That name, Gethsemane, has the same meaning in both Ara-
maic and Hebrew. Gat means “press” and shemen means “oil,” 
and Gethsemane therefore means “oil press.” In Gethsemane, the 
fruit of the trees that grew on the Mount of Olives was crushed to 
release its precious oil. You can see this same process still in op-
eration today at ancient olive oil presses in the Holy Land. 

The more an olive is crushed, the more oil it gives. That is 
what happened with Jesus in Gethsemane: like an olive, He was 
pressed relentlessly. That is also how it is with you and me. The 
more crushing we endure in our life and ministry, the more 
anointed we will become. 

The most resilient part of an olive is its pit. It is hard to crush. 
But when it is crushed, it imparts a bitter kick that is the hall-
mark of a top-grade olive oil. Too much bitterness will ruin the 



oil, but the right amount is highly desirable, making for the very 
best flavor. 

Do not run away when you are crushed. God knows what 
kind of pressure and how much is right for you. Commit yourself 
to Him and wait. Wait just a little longer. Crushing is the divine 
process that can, if you will let it, allow the Holy Spirit to instill 
His presence powerfully in your life and release you to your des-
tiny. 

■ ■ ■  

We know what followed in Gethsemane: Men’s voices and the 
tramp of feet disrupting the silence. Soldiers confronting the lit-
tle band of disciples, and at their forefront, a familiar face, the 
face of Judas. A kiss of betrayal, rough hands laid on Jesus, panic-
stricken desertion by His closest friends, and then, under guard, 
a hard walk out of the garden to physical brutalization and a 
mockery of a trial. 

Thus Jesus started his journey down the Via Dolorosa itself. 
Let us begin tracing his footsteps. 

The First Station 

[Insert	picture	for	station	1]	



The first station of the Via Dolorosa, commemorating Jesus’s 
sentencing to death by Pontius Pilate, is at the site of today’s 
Madrasa Al-Omariyeh elementary school for local Muslim 
boys. The madrasa (Arabic for “school”) is located 1,300 meters 
(four fifths of a mile) northwest of the Lion’s Gate at the 
northwest corner of the ancient Temple Mount, on top of the 
remains of the Antonia Fortress. It is across the street from the 
Franciscan Convent of the Flagellation. 

Let me guide you there from outside Herod’s Gate on the 
eastern side of the Old City. Most of my groups arrive by bus 
from the hotel, and we walk from the bus stop to our destination 
through the heart of the Muslim Quarter. 

Outside the Old City you see mostly older men and women, 
but once inside Herod’s Gate you’ll see many boys and girls—
alone, in pairs, and in small groups. No adults hover over them; 
the children’s safety is taken for granted. Approaching the first 
station of the cross, you can hear their voices down the street, 
mingled with those of their teachers. When I am guiding groups, 
I start the Via Dolorosa early in the morning; otherwise the 
crowds of children heading to their classes can make the tour 
more like a complicated dance than a walk! 

The main entrance to the Al-Omariyeh school is a gray 
gate, and if you look toward the steps on the right, just before 
the gate you will see a round plaque with the Roman numeral I.  

Al-Omariyeh is a private Muslim school and is not set up as 
an official tourist site. It can only be entered with the caretaker’s 
permission, and then only at certain times in the afternoon after 
school is finished. 

Once inside, head to the right and you’ll reach the school’s 
courtyard—a large, open plaza, said to be the site of the Antonia 
Fortress, named by King Herod in honor of Mark Antony. The 
Antonia was both a Roman military headquarters and a barracks 



for the soldiers. The first-century Jewish historian Josephus Fla-
vius repeatedly refers to it as “the tower Antonia” and says it was 
built by the Jewish high priest Johanan Hyrcanus, who ruled 
from (142–63 BC) under the Hasmonean dynasty. Originally 
intended for the safekeeping of the holy vestments worn on 
Passover, Yom Kippur, and other important Jewish religious 
days, it was far smaller than is often supposed.  

The tower gave the Roman soldiers and governor a panoram-
ic view of the temple complex. This was especially useful for pre-
venting uprisings during Jewish festivals, when Jewish crowds 
outnumbered the Roman soldiers. Keeping the Pax Romana, the 
Peace of the Roman Empire, was of utmost importance. 

The Antonia Fortress was the seat of Pontius Pilate and may 
have been the place of the hall of judgment. However, some 
scholars believe the Roman governor’s hall of judgment, or prae-
torium, was never located in the Antonia but that the drama with 
Pilate unfolded inside King Herod’s grand palace at the western 
corner of the Old City near Jaffa Gate. The Bible says simply that 
the Jewish leaders “led Jesus from Caiaphas to the Praetorium” 
(John 18:28), where Pilate “delivered Him to them to be cruci-
fied” (John 19:16). (For more on the praetorium, see appendix 
D.) 

Both Herod’s palace and the Antonia Fortress were destroyed 
by the army of Titus during the siege of Jerusalem in AD 70. To-
day in the area of the Antonia site on the Via Dolorosa, you will 
see the stone archway and gray dome of the Church of Ecce Ho-
mo, now a part of the Notre Dame de Sion Convent.  



Pilate:	Guilt	That	Won’t	Wash	

Pilate, when he had called together the chief priests, the rul-
ers, and the people, said to them, “You have brought this 
Man to me, as one who misleads the people. And indeed, 
having examined Him in your presence, I have found no 
fault in this Man concerning those things of which you ac-
cuse Him.” . . . But they were insistent, demanding with loud 
voices that He be crucified. And the voices of these men and 
of the chief priests prevailed. So Pilate gave sentence that it 
should be as they requested. . . . He delivered Jesus to their 
will.   
 (Luke 23:13–14, 23–25) 

Was Pilate just a helpless tool caught in the pincers of Roman 
and Jewish politics? Some Christian commentators have tried to 
exonerate him as a truth-seeking man who caved to intense 
pressure from the Sanhedrin (the Jewish court) and the demands 
of an unruly crowd. Left to himself, he never would have cruci-
fied Jesus. 

But this overlooks Pilate’s cruelty. He frequently offended 
and grossly mistreated the Jewish people. The Jewish historian 
Josephus records an instance when Pilate took money given to 
the Jerusalem temple and used it for one of his own projects. 
Then when a crowd of Jews objected, Pilate killed many of them.2 
Luke’s gospel records a similar instance when Pilate mingled the 
blood of some Galilean Jews with their temple sacrifices (Luke 
13:1). And first-century Jewish philosopher Philo of Alexandria 
accused Pilate of “briberies, insults, robberies, outrages, wanton 
injustices, constantly repeated executions without trial, and 
ceaseless and grievous cruelty.”3 

It is unlikely that Pilate would have been forced by Jewish 



leaders and the crowd to act against his will. As a well-informed 
governor, he was surely aware of Jesus’s widespread popularity 
with ordinary Jewish people. This would have concerned him, 
especially during the Passover, when Jerusalem’s normal popula-
tion of around thirty-five thousand swelled to perhaps ten times 
that number. But ordering Jesus’s execution under Roman law 
might have led to revolt. So while it is likely that Pilate wanted 
Jesus to die, he wanted Him to be sentenced under Jewish reli-
gious law.  

Pilate needed a way to use his authority to put Jesus to death 
while publicly washing his hands of the decision—and he found 
that way. Cleverly playing with the Jewish leaders and their sup-
porters, he rid himself of Jesus while deflecting any popular an-
ger toward the leaders and away from himself and Rome. 

Roman governors rarely lasted long at their posts, particularly 
if they were unsuccessful at keeping the peace. Jesus was a threat 
to Roman order because for three years He had proclaimed the 
kingdom of God, not the rule of Caesar, and in His answers to 
Pilate, He never rejected the charge that He claimed to be King of 
the Jews. 

It is important to establish Pilate’s guilt in the death of Jesus 
as a counterargument to the historical anti-Semitic tendency 
among some Christians (including, for many centuries the Ro-
man Catholic Church) to blame “the Jews” for the death of Jesus. 

A Shocking Revelation 
In the Catholic school of my boyhood, I was taught that the Jews 
were my enemies and that they had crucified my Jesus. They 
never told us that Jesus Himself was Jewish. I thought Jesus was 
Catholic and spoke only Aramaic! Only later did I learn that, alt-
hough most of the Jewish leaders in Jerusalem wanted Jesus 
killed (multitudes of the Jewish common people loved Him), Pi-
late also had a central role in Jesus’s death.  



One day as I was walking to school, a friend mentioned that 
Jesus was Jewish. What! I demanded that he say it again. He re-
peated confidently that Jesus was Jewish. 

I almost hit my friend. Surely he had blasphemed! The Jews 
had crucified Jesus, so there could be no way that Jesus Himself 
was a Jew. Besides, Jews in general were the enemies of us Pales-
tinians, so how could the Jesus I loved have been Jewish?  

Confused, I spent the next week repeatedly asking my teach-
er, my father, and others the same question: Was Jesus Jewish? 
Was He? Was Jesus Jewish? 

They all answered yes. 
So it was that, at age eight, I received my first revelation about 

Jesus’s identity—and it changed my understanding of my own 
identity.  

■ ■ ■  

Jerusalem is a complex city whose political identity has changed 
many times over the centuries, depending on which nation most 
recently conquered it. Fascinating though Jerusalem is, so rich in 
its history and diversity, many people do not find it an easy place 
to live. My ethnicity and faith make me one of them. 

I am a Palestinian Arab Christian born in Jerusalem in 1975. 
My mother’s family is from Ein Areek, a Palestinian farming vil-
lage near Ramallah. My father’s family came from Jaffa. Both 
families fled their homes during the Nakba—the catastrophic 
Arab exodus that created the Palestinian refugee crisis in 1948, 
when the Jews won their War of Independence against the ar-
mies of the surrounding Arab states.  

Through a series of decisions necessary for survival, both of 
my parents were living in the Old City of Jerusalem in 1967 when 
Israel captured it from the Jordanians. Suddenly my mom and 
dad found themselves living in Israel. Here in Jerusalem they 



met, married, and raised my twin brother and me. But the Israeli 
government never granted my family either citizenship or pass-
ports. Instead, like thousands of other Arabs in Jerusalem, we 
were issued blue residency cards that gave us no rights at all. 

Although Israel offered local Arabs citizenship after it an-
nexed East Jerusalem in 1967, most declined, hoping and believ-
ing that East Jerusalem would eventually become the capital of a 
Palestinian state. Accepting Israeli citizenship was seen as accept-
ing Israeli sovereignty over Jerusalem. As for the rest with blue 
IDs, leaving the country, even for a year to study abroad, requires 
a special United Nations travel document for stateless people, 
called a laissez-passer visa. Travelers risk losing their ID and 
status if they stay away too long, meaning they can’t return to 
their homes in Jerusalem.  

My blue ID card condemned me to be a mistrusted, second-
class Arab Christian—or worse. Israeli Jews often suspected me 
of being a terrorist because I am a Palestinian, while the Muslims 
saw me as a Zionist because I am a Christian who believes in the 
promises of the Bible, both the Old and New Testaments. Even 
after I received an Israeli passport, the general attitude and suspi-
cion toward me by both Israelis and Arabs has remained the 
same. But I am not alone. This double-edged mistrust is part of 
the cost of being a Palestinian disciple of Jesus. 

We Palestinian Christians are unknown to Christians else-
where in the world, almost erased from the collective knowledge 
of humanity. I ask every group I guide if they know about Pales-
tinian Christians. None of them realizes our community exists. 

“When did you convert from being a Muslim to a Christian?” 
they want to know. I explain that neither I nor my ancestors have 
ever been Muslims. Our Christian faith harkens back to the early 
church, long before the West was Christianized. Yet even my 
future wife, an American, knew nothing of us when she first vis-



ited Jerusalem. 
My background as a Palestinian Maronite Christian who 

grew up on the Via Dolorosa has necessarily connected me inti-
mately with its story. As we tour this stony street, I hope to share 
that story with you, at various times, from three perspectives. 
They are a Jewish perspective, for Jesus was a Jew; a Christian 
perspective, given the influence of Catholicism and other Chris-
tian faiths; and a Muslim perspective, as the region was con-
trolled by Muslims for the last nearly 1,300 years.  

My personal story, parts of which are deeply painful and oth-
er parts glorious, is also part of the story—the story of the Via 
Dolorosa two centuries ago and today. In the telling, I hope you 
will discover ways in which your own life also follows from one 
station of the cross to the next. 

Yes, Jesus, I can see Your pain in being treated like a traitor, like  
a criminal, when all You did was preach and practice love and 
God’s forgiveness. Carry me with You up this path to Calvary, 
Lord, so that I too may learn how to be meek in even the most 
difficult situations of my life. 


