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A Day That Changed History 
 

It was a day that changed my life forever.  It changed my eternity.  It changed my destiny and the destiny of my 

descendants. 

My name is Simon.  History now calls me ‘Simon the Cyrene,’ and I had recently arrived in Jerusalem from my home 

in Libya for the Passover festival. 

Since that day, I have often asked the Lord, “why me?”  I wasn’t anyone special.  I was taller than average and young 

and fit (at that time).  Perhaps that is why the centurion pointed at me. 

However, I’m getting ahead of myself! 

The day had started normally, without incident.  I had arrived from my journey across the Mediterranean coast the 

night before.  Of course, Jerusalem was beyond crowded as Passover week was upon us, and pilgrims were in the 

city from all over the world to celebrate our God’s deliverance of our people.  The Temple was alive!   

It was difficult to walk anywhere, the city was so congested.  But, oh, what a feeling of excitement in the air!  People 

were laughing, singing, and dancing! 

I was winding my way eastward through the narrow streets, toward the Temple, when I turned the corner and 

found myself in the middle of a large somber procession.  The laughing had stopped. 

There was no dancing. 

There was no singing. 

There was just a low hum of moaning and sobbing over a hushed crowd. 

I pushed my way through until I could see down the alley to my left. 

Leading the way were a couple of Roman centurions, and behind them, I could see a man slowly walking with a 

crossbeam on his shoulder and behind him a couple of other criminals doing the same.  He had a crude crown of 

thorns on his head. 

Who was this man, and what had he done, I thought, to gather this kind of a following? 

He was laboring heavily, the weight of the beam slowing his walk to almost a crawl.  His shoulder began to sag, and 

one end of the beam began to bang and drag on the stone street.    

The man was covered in blood, dirt, and sweat.  His face was beyond recognition; he had been beaten so severely.   

 



 

As he came near to where I was standing, he suddenly collapsed, the beam crashing down as he slumped over; his 

tangled hair falling in front of him on the road. 

He lay there for a moment, his energy spent. 

That is when it happened. 

“You!”  The Roman guard pointed at me.  “Pick up this cross and carry it for this man!” 

What was going on?  However, I was compelled beyond words and understanding! I hurried over and hauled the 

wood to my should as the centurions helped the man to his feet and we continued the slow trek. 

Through the narrow city streets we went, out through the Garden Gate and up the hill known as Golgotha, the 

weight of the heavy beam now beginning to strain my muscles.  I could see three tall poles already erected in the 

ground. 

It was now beginning to rain heavily as dark skies began to roll in from the west. 

I laid the beam at the foot of the pole into the mud.  The soldiers dragged the man over and attached him to the 

crossbeam, then pounded spikes into his wrists as he cried out in pain. 

The crowd started to fill around the Roman crosses - mostly women - as he was hoisted up and attached to the 

pole.  Spikes were then driven through his ankles as he wailed. 

It was starting to get very cold, and the man began shivering and convulsing.  “Father,” he cried out, “Forgive them, 

for they do not know what they are doing.” He then dropped his head as he strained to keep his chest up to breath. 

I wiped the rain out of my eyes, amazed.  I was feeling a stirring inside me.  This was no ordinary Roman criminal.  

Something was different here. 

A sign was handed to a soldier still standing on the ladder behind the cross and he hung it around the man’s neck 

as the other soldiers laughed. 

JESUS OF NAZARETH THE KING OF THE JEWS 

Immediately, all of the prophecies that I had been told from my youth came flooding into my heart, particularly, 

Isaiah. 

Surely he took up our infirmities and carried our sorrows,  yet we considered him stricken by God, smitten by him, and 

afflicted. 

But he was pierced for our transgressions, he was crushed for our iniquities; the punishment that brought us peace 

was upon him, and by his wounds we are healed. 

We all, like sheep, have gone astray, each of us has turned to his own way; and the LORD has laid on him the iniquity of 

us all. 

I fell to my face as the Spirit of the living God revealed to me who this man was – this was my savior!  This was my 

redeemer!    

The storms were as fierce as I have ever seen, the winds howling.  Lightening cracked and the black clouds 

thundered.  Then everything went black…for hours. 

Suddenly the wind and rain stopped and everything became still.  Jesus groaned, “It is finished,” and he gave up his 

last breath.  His payment for my sin, and yours dear reader was complete. 

It was as if my eyes were opened for the first time.  I wept as I had never wept before - for it was my sins that put 

the Son of God on that cross.  On that day that changed history. 


