
I took my post in the still of the pre-dawn hours, long before the pink rays of the sun peeked above 

the ancient summits that surrounded the city.  Despite the earliness of the hour, shouts and muffled sounds 

of triumphant jubilation filtered over the mammoth walls to the outlying areas.  This was not an unusual 

occurrence.  This was, in fact, one of the greatest capitals of the world and the city rarely slept in silence.  

Especially now, when thousands of people from the surrounding countryside made their annual descent 

upon the metropolis for a week of festivities, swelling its population to four or five times its normal size.  But 

still, I wondered at the irreverence of it all.  Didn’t they know the gravity of what had happened?  Of course 

they did.  Not fully, but they knew.  They chose to celebrate anyway.  Tears welled up in my eyes and I 

choked down the lump that threatened to suffocate me.  

Suddenly hoarse whispers and the deliberate, light tread of footsteps interrupted the quiet of the 

garden.  The hair on the back of my neck stood on end.  These were not the voices of friends.  I tightened 

my grip on my sword as my eyes and ears followed the sound of drunken, derisive, and proud sniggers.  

My heart sank when I heard a few wicked female giggles mingling with blasphemous male guffaws.  I don’t 

know why I was disappointed.  I knew long ago that women would not be spared from the diabolic euphoria 

that would end up precipitating the past few days’ events.  But still, I had hoped that those women would be 

few in number.  They were not.  And now they were here with their male counterparts, trying to gawk at 

their victory under the shroud of night.  All of them were too afraid to step foot near the entrance of the 

garden.  Their reticence had nothing to do with the imperial sentries that stood at the gate - the sentries 

were, after all, cut from the same cloth as the voices and had no desire to protect their charge.  Every 

single one of them were cowards.

A twig snapped and the plants to my right rustled.  I heard hands slowly part the fronds and I felt, 

rather than saw, a dirty someone peer into the inner enclave of the garden.  The whispering hissed more 

feverishly as the others in the party encouraged the scout to proceed.  He remained stationary for several 

An Easter Story - March 2012                                                                                                                                                 Porter 1

1



seconds as his eyes searched for the stone.  Immediately, a tangible energy shot through me and in an 

instant, I silently drew my sword.  It burned a brilliant white.  Eleven other brandished swords glowed in the 

murky blue night.  My eyes caught the other guardians’ serious, steady gazes.  We crouched, ready to 

spring.  The same energy that animated me emanated from my friends and rippled throughout the garden, 

weaving a protective shield over the area.  

The fronds whipped back into place as the intruder quickly withdrew.  I could hear fear in his voice 

as he murmured that something didn’t feel right.  Leave.  The collective voices of the guardians gathered in 

my mind and together we repeated it again, silently and forcefully.  Leave.  The whispering and goading 

stopped.  I could feel several pairs of eyes stare past their hiding places into the heart of the garden, trying 

to see what was preventing them from carrying out their devious designs.  The energy between my fellow 

guards augmented to a faint hum.  They could not see us, but they could feel us.  We issued the command 

again.  Leave.  Now.  Soon we heard them retreat and finally disappear into the darkness.  Slowly we 

sheathed our weapons and returned our gaze to the stone.  No one from their number would ever be able 

to enter here.  Tears clouded my vision once again.  Why couldn’t they just leave him alone?

I asked for this assignment two years ago.  My first turn in the security rotation had finally arrived, 

and I was honored, even excited, for the inherent responsibility which the task entailed.  I’d had the 

opportunity from time to time to look in from afar on His doings.  He was constantly held up as the best 

example, thus even though I did not regularly observe His day-to-day life, I knew how He was progressing 

and about the lives He had touched on any given day.  But now I would be in His direct presence, traveling 
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with Him, hearing His voice once again, listening to what He had to say, seeing the happiness, wisdom, 

confidence, and compassion that danced in His eyes, and meeting, even if indirectly, His beloved friends.

Thirty-three years prior I had been invited to participate in just one other part of His life.  It occurred 

in a small village on a balmy spring evening, much like tonight.  We had been anticipating this occasion for 

eons, and now all we were waiting for was the star to appear.  And the time had finally arrived!  

Even though we weren’t required to be on hand for a couple of hours, my friends and I couldn’t 

help but want to be in His vicinity.  Until then, we contented ourselves by watching lambs frolic on the 

slopes of the green-grassed hills that surrounded the village.  The ewes bleated behind them, warning them 

not to stray too far.  A shepherd meandered slowly through the flock, stooping now and then to pet the head 

of one sheep or to inspect the face or legs of another.  Sometimes we could hear him talking to them in 

hushed tones, and every so often, he laughed at their antics.  One tiny lamb scampered up a nearby hill, 

bleating happily as it turned to watch its companions scramble to follow.  Two of them reached the lamb 

simultaneously and nibbled on it ears.  It shook them off, bleated again, and continued its climb.  The others 

trotted after it and together, they crested the hill.  Knowing what awaited them on the other side, the trio 

was anxious to descend.  But the first turned around once more, bleating for its shepherd.  

Recognizing the call, the old, white-bearded man raised his gaze to his lamb and smiled.  He called 

out gently, “Wait, little one.  Not yet.”  Using his staff as a crutch, the shepherd began his assent.  He 

whistled to the remainder of the flock which turned and followed their master.  Looking back to his three 

lambs, the shepherd struck his thigh to signal them back to the fold.  “Come.”  The wooly ringleader was 

the first to reach him.  The shepherd scooped the lamb up in his arms and petted the animal good-

naturedly.  Never before had he had such an obedient young lamb.  He carried it the remainder of the short 

climb up the hill.  At the top he stopped to catch his breath.  Below him in the valley, several other flocks 

were converging in a lush, poppy strewn meadow not far from the village.  The sky was transforming from 
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the haziness of the day to the soft, periwinkle blue of early evening.  It was time to gather the sheep for the 

night and prepare for the feast.

The flock mingled about his feet and the older sheep, familiar with the terrain, continued down the 

hill to the meadow; the rest of the flock soon followed.  A small, well-worn path snaked its way down the 

slope and the shepherd followed it until he reached its base.  He still carried the lamb.  Usually the animals 

wiggle to get loose, but this one remained calm and snuggled close to the chest of its protector.  “Yes, little 

one, you will do perfectly,” whispered the shepherd into its ear.  He looked around and spotted the 

shepherds of the other flocks.  They, too, had lambs in their arms.  The old shepherd made his way over to 

them, and soon a small knot of shepherds and lambs formed in the midst of the many flocks.

“Hello, my friends.  It is time,” the old shepherd greeted his colleagues warmly.  

The others nodded.  They all scanned the lambs that had been gathered and smiled at each other.  

One of them ventured, “Have you noticed that the pascal lambs are calmer this year?” 

“Yes.  And more obedient.”

“They are natural leaders.  The other lambs follow willingly.”

The remainder of the shepherds murmured their agreement.  Reaching out his hand, the old 

shepherd touched the lambs one by one and looked into their eyes.  “I have long made it a practice to 

gather the firstborn in my arms at least once a day to tell him why he is important.  His sacrifice is not in 

vain.  Over the years, I have found that they listen.  But this year, I would have to say that mine 

understands.”  He spoke contemplatively and, having studied the dozen or so lambs, he looked down at his 

own.  

The other shepherds nodded again silently.  One shepherd finally spoke, “Yes, Joshua.  Thanks to 

your example, we all do the same.”  The young man’s brown eyes studied Joshua’s face in the waning light.  

It was evident that he had much to say.  “What is it, friend?”
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Joshua did not speak for several minutes.  When he finally looked up from his lamb, the other 

shepherds could see tears glistening in the humble man’s eyes.  They huddled more tightly together as he 

began to whisper.  “Over the past several days, I have done much reflection and many feelings have been 

stirring in my heart as I have prepared for Passover.  It’s symbolism has always touched me, but this year... 

these past few days... I have been impressed about the importance of my role in the tradition.  Israel is 

asked to sacrifice the firstborn lambs of the flock instead of the firstborn of their families.  But you see, 

these sheep are my family.  I watch over them night and day, I speak to them, and they know my voice.  I 

put their safety above my own.  When the birthing season occurs, I verify which lamb is the firstborn male 

and I rejoice when he is born because that means the remainder of the lambs are saved from sacrifice.  

These lambs, my brethren, save their companions and permit them to live continually in the presence of 

their shepherd, their protector.”

Instinctively, the shepherds held their lambs tighter and caressed them more gently as they 

reflected on Joshua’s words.  Joshua repeated softly, “He dies so that others may live.  Israel was saved 

from Egypt in the days of Moses.  But the Firstborn of Israel did not die as was required by divine decree...  

Recently, the prophecies of Isaiah that my father read to me when I was a boy have resounded in my mind.  

They have come with great force and great clarity.  I have repeated them time and time again in my 

moments of solitude - which is every minute of every day - and they have kept me awake at night.  Those 

prophecies have been my constant companions for days.  I have learned on a deeper level that the 

Firstborn was saved for a later time.  And the burning in my heart tells me that...”  Joshua’s tenor voice 

trailed off.  The shepherds gazed intently at him, willing him to continue.  Tears were now streaming down 

his weathered face.  “The burning in my heart tells me that the true Pascal Lamb will soon be born!”

Deep silence fell over the shepherds as the import of Joshua’s words sunk into their hearts.  Since 

he was well known for his profound wisdom, none of them doubted the sincerity of what he had said.  I was 
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touched by Joshua’s testimony and I turned to my fellow companions and whispered, “How does he know 

that?”  

My friends shook their heads and adjusted their robes.  They had noticed the quickly darkening sky 

and knew that the star would soon be visible.  They were too excited to sing and could not think of anything 

else.  Aaron, now a glorified angel, overheard my question and approached to me.  “Perhaps Father has 

been preparing him all along for what is going to happen tonight.  He would want those shepherds to 

understand the importance of what they are about to see and hear.”  Aaron smiled at me.  “Are you ready?  

It is almost time.”

I smiled back at him and nodded.  All the hosts of heaven, save those who had been assigned to 

attend to Joseph and Mary, had been waiting in their positions, standing on the hills surrounding 

Bethlehem, our eyes focused on the area where we knew that Joseph, Mary, and the infant Savior were 

resting.  My attention turned once again to Joshua and his companions.  They were still silently 

contemplating what Joshua had said.  Then, all of a sudden, the star appeared in the ever darkening sky.  

One of the younger shepherds pointed to the sky and breathlessly exclaimed, “Look!”  They all turned and 

looked where he was pointing.  Their eyes widened in amazement at the beautiful new star, shining 

brilliantly like a highly polished jewel.  My heart soared within me and I smiled bigger than I had ever smiled 

before.  The light from the star grew increasingly brighter, and the happiness in my heart filled my entire 

body.  The time to announce that the Savior had arrived!

Aaron remained unseen for several moments.  Joshua clutched his lamb and wept with joy.  The 

shepherds turned to him and asked in wonder, “Joshua, what does it mean?”

Aaron, show thyself to them.  All of us heard that deep, gentle voice in our minds and we felt it 

pierce our souls.  Only Father’s voice could cause our hearts to burn so intensely.  We held our peace as 

Aaron walked toward the shepherds.  They had their backs to him, but just before he reached them, Joshua 
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turned and spotted him.  “Praise to the Most High God!”  He immediately dropped to his knees in 

reverence.  His friends turned to see what had happened and upon seeing Aaron, they knelt next to 

Joshua.

“Arise, and fear not!” Aaron commanded quietly.  He walked into their midst and the shepherds 

formed a circle around him.  One by one, He placed his hands on their shoulders and looked into their 

eyes.  A soft, white light glowed around Aaron and it rested upon the shepherds as he smiled, “Behold, I 

bring you good tidings of great joy, which shall be to all people.”  The shepherds listened intently to him.  

Aaron came to Joshua and said, pointing to Bethlehem.  “For unto you is born this day in the city of David,” 

he turned back to Joshua, clasped his aged face in his hands and continued slowly, raising his eyebrows 

for emphasis, “a Savior, which is Christ, the Lord.”  

Joshua’s lip trembled and fresh tears welled up in his eyes.  “The Messiah!” he whispered faintly.

Aaron stroked the head of Joshua’s lamb and nodded his head.  He turned slowly in a circle, again 

looking at each shepherd.  Finally he couldn’t hold it in any longer.  He smiled broadly and exclaimed, “And 

this shall be a sign unto you: ye shall find the babe wrapped in swaddling clothes, lying in a manger.  Go 

forth, witness that He has been born!”

Sing, My children, sing!  Your Redeemer is born!  Father’s voice resonated happily in our minds.  It 

wasn’t until strains from heavenly instruments reverberated off the slopes of the hills that I realized that we 

were in a natural amphitheater.  Our voices rang out over trilling flutes, swelling harps, and proud trumpets.  

Cymbal crashes carried through powerful crescendos, and drums kept time.  Aaron smiled at me as my alto 

voice harmonized perfectly with the sopranos as we sang, 

Glory to God in the highest!

On earth peace, good will toward men!
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The lyrics repeated, and my voice gave way to the rich, velvety tones of the men’s chorus.  We harmonized 

our voices during several hallelujah shouts.  The surrounding countryside vibrated with the strains of our 

music.  Joshua and the other shepherds watched us with awe and some of them had tears streaming down 

their faces.  As we finished, Father’s voice majestically declared, Behold My Beloved Son, your Savior, 

Lord, and King is come.  Seek Him!  

The shepherds secured their flocks for the evening and left them under the watch care of the 

young stewards that travelled with them.  We watched the shepherds surround their pascal lambs, herding 

them hastily toward the village.  Then, almost on cue, our choir began hugging each other.  We laughed, we 

cried, some of us broke out into song again.  Others shouted jubilantly, “He’s finally here!  The Lord is 

here!”  I cannot fully describe the bliss that we all felt in that moment.  When we regained our composure, 

Father spoke once again.  Thank you, thank you My children for such wonderful music.  You did very well.  

Now go swiftly and welcome your King!

We travelled at the speed of thought to the place where the Christ child lay.  He was already a few 

hours old and He slept peacefully in the manger.  He looked so out of place in that smelly, unclean trough.  

The wood was rotting away and numerous teeth marks from various animals deformed the edges.  Unable 

to find clean materials, Joseph had put his cloak over the musty, rough straw that teemed, no doubt, with 

mites.  The pungent odor of manure hung heavily on the air.  How far had the Messiah come from the 

courts of heaven?  To me it seemed too far.  I almost wept at the abject poverty that surrounded him, but 

then I turned my gaze to Mary and Joseph.  Neither of them were comfortably arrayed in the royal 

garments that were their due - the Roman occupation had taken care of that.  Nevertheless, they had 

wrapped their baby in swaddling clothes which bore the royal insignias of the House of David.  They must 

have been handed down from generation to generation, for I knew that no one had publicly seen those 

markings in years.  Those wrappings were the only sign which bespoke the babe’s great and marvelous 
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heritage.  I studied Joseph and Mary’s faces and realized that despite it all, they were happy.  Yes, it had to 

be this way.  Without understanding the ugly, painful, and poorest of conditions, Jesus could not fully 

understand the good, beautiful, and exalted things which are in store for all of Father’s children.

The shepherds arrived and someone in our midst began singing one of David’s psalms.  Soon all 

of us joined in softly, singing in the traditional monophonic voice.

The Lord is my shepherd, I shall not want.

He maketh me to lie down in green pastures,

He leadeth me beside the still waters.

He restoreth my soul

He leadeth me in the paths of righteousness for his name’s sake.

He was both the Pascal Lamb and the Shepherd.  I do not think any of us let Mary or Joseph see us, but I 

know that we allowed them to hear our singing.  The two of them looked toward the source of the music 

and bowed their heads in gratitude.  The shepherds placed their lambs around the manger as they prayed 

and gave thanks over the baby.  Joshua embraced Joseph and took Mary’s hand.  Still too weak from 

giving birth, Mary motioned for Joseph to place the infant in Joshua’s arms.  Jesus stirred as Joseph picked 

Him up and then gave a tired little yawn as He rested in Joshua’s strong, able hands.  Mary smiled proudly 

at her child and Joseph chuckled quietly.

“What is his name?” Joshua asked.

“Jesus,” the parents answered in unison.

Joshua nodded and reverently touched the royal swaddling clothes.  “The markings of David,” he 

breathed in wonder.  He studied Joseph and Mary for several minutes.  Joseph squared his shoulders and 

humbly returned Joshua’s gaze.  Mary, exhausted, leaned back against another manger and smiled 

benevolently at the shepherd.  “I am honored to be in your presence.”  Joshua bowed only slightly due to 
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his old age, still cradling the baby.  He turned back to his comrades who had fallen to the earth, rendering 

homage to the couple.  Slowly and carefully, Joshua extended his arms as if he were holding out the 

sacrificial lamb to the temple priest.  “My friends, behold the Firstborn of Israel, the Lamb of God!”  He wept 

openly as he declared the words.

One by one, the shepherds stood and kissed the baby’s forehead.  When they had finished, 

Joshua drew the baby tightly to his chest and closed his eyes.  Joshua settled the baby on his shoulder and 

began humming and patting Jesus’ back rhythmically.  After a few moments, he started walking slowly 

between the walls of the shelter.  Murmuring softly, the wise, old shepherd began to tell the baby why He 

was so important, why His birth was such a blessing.  Several minutes passed as Joshua spoke to Jesus in 

hushed tones.  He closed by saying, “You, my Lamb, were born to die so that others might live in the divine 

protection of God, the Eternal Father.  Thank you.  Thank you for finally coming!”  

Joshua handed the Savior back to his mother.  Her eyes glistened with tears as she studied the 

kind face of the shepherd.  “I will always remember you, my good shepherd.  What is your name?  I want to 

be able to speak of you by name when I tell my son about the outpouring of love that you showed him at his 

birth...”

“I am Joshua.  I am named after the prophet that led the children of Israel into the Promised Land,” 

replied the shepherd humbly.

Mary and Joseph looked at each other in surprise.  Joseph spoke quietly, “That’s the Hebrew 

translation of ‘Jesus.’  The prophet’s calling was a symbol of this baby’s messianic mission.”

“Yes,” replied Joshua simply.  Slightly embarrassed, he held his arms out to his friends.  “Come, let 

them rest.  It is time that we went about declaring what we have seen.”  The men filed out the entrance of 

the shelter.  Joshua was the last to leave.  He turned to look one last time at his Redeemer.  “Yes, little one.  
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You will do perfectly.”  His eyes met Mary and Joseph’s.  He bowed once more to his rightful king and 

queen, and then left.

I do not know if Joshua noticed or not, but the baby had opened his eyes part way through 

Joshua’s explanation of the role of the pascal lamb.  As I looked into Jesus’ eyes, I knew that He was 

listening, much like the soft, wooly lamb had done as Joshua spoke to it just an hour before.  Our choir 

hummed the melody of David’s psalm as we, too, filed out the entrance before traveling home.
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