
	 It was the second time Aaron was helping his father, a 
priest, in the worship services at the temple.

	 It was Aaron’s job to set up the incense so it burned 
properly when his father said the prayers. He also had held the 
scroll when his father sang the Psalms.  The hardest job though 
was to help when poor people brought pigeons to his father to 
be sacrificed. He had learned not to flinch, but he still felt sick to 
his stomach as he watched.

	 The first time Aaron served had gone okay, but his father 
had warned him that it was going to be much different this week.  
Jews came from all over the country, all over the world to 
worship in the temple for Passover.  They would need to work 
quickly to make sure they helped everyone.

	 Even though Aaron had been warned, he was still shocked  
when he walked into the Temple.  There were more people in the 
Court of the Gentiles than he had ever seen anywhere in his life.  
There were long lines of people changing their money to temple 
money.  There were ten times as many men selling animals for 
sacrifices, and all those sheep and goats and pigeons made a lot 
of noise. And to make it even worse, people were using the 
Temple as a shortcut to get to the other side of Jerusalem 
because the streets themselves were so crowded.  His father and 
he could barely get through as they crossed to the Court of 
Israel, where they would work.  

	 It was noisy, it was crowded, it was chaos.




	 Except it wasn’t.  It was just crowded and noisy; people 
knew what they were doing, knew where they were headed, 
knew what was going on.

	 Chaos happened about fifteen minutes after they arrived, 
just as they finally got to the Court of Israel.  Suddenly a man 
started turning over the tables of the money changers.  Coins 
flew everywhere — and everyone started scrambling, the bankers 
to retrieve their money and people in line trying to grab any 
change they could.

	 Then the man started to turn over the stools of the men 
selling pigeons.  One seller was about to sit down and he 
stumbled into the cage. The door opened and all his pigeons flew 
up and over the wall of the temple.  

	 Aaron and his father turned and watched it all — people 
scrambling, men shouting, birds escaping.

	 Then the man went and stood in the entrance to the street, 
stopping people who were walking through and started to talk to 
them.  Aaron could just make out what he was saying.

	 “Look.  Look around you.  See yourselves as God sees you.

Remember what happened at Shiloh?” 




	 The man continued,  “God had not liked what he saw there.  
The people were proud to worship in a glorious Temple and make 
lots of animal sacrifices, but they did not care for the poor and 
they were cruel to strangers.  God told them, ‘My house shall be 
called a house of prayer, for all the nations, but you have made it 
a den of robbers.’  And, the man reminded those listening, the 
temple at Shiloh was destroyed.”

	 Aaron’s father turned away and Aaron followed him into the 
Court of Israel.  They began their work, singing the psalm “In you, 
O Lord, do I seek refuge, let me never be put to shame.”  Aaron 
kept thinking about what he had heard the man say, and what he 
had seen when he entered the Temple that morning.  The Court 
of the Gentiles was supposed to be a place where anyone, Jews 
or strangers, could pray.  How could anyone pray with all that 
noise and activity around them?

	 And he thought of how much it cost a poor person to buy 
the pigeon in the Temple — sometimes as much as they earned 
in a week.

	 As Aaron and his father finished their work and were getting 
ready to leave, Aaron heard other priests talking about the man.  
They said that he was Jesus, a preacher out of Nazareth.  He had 
been making his way to Jerusalem for several months, teaching 
and healing people along the way.  He had quite a following — 
there was a parade when he came into the city the day before.




	 The priests didn’t like it.  They complained how disruptive 
Jesus was, how he was always criticizing their work.  “He says all 
that matters is to love God and love your neighbor.  What about 
worship?  What about tradition?  This temple is a glorious place 
which has been the center of sacred worship for centuries.  Who 
does Jesus think he is to question us?”	 

	 “He must be stopped,” some of the priests said.  

	 “We must get rid of him,”  said others.  

	 But seeing how people were listening to him, they didn’t do 
anything to him.

	  


