
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Walking out with Jesus! 
 
 
Processions and walks of witness have always played a part in the life of God’s people. One example of this 
recorded in the Old Testament is when King David paraded into the city of Jerusalem with the Ark of the 
Covenant, playing joyful music on harps and cymbals (1 Chronicles 15). In the New Testament we’re told that 
Jesus rode on a donkey as he too processed, with his friends, into Jerusalem as the festival of Passover 
began. 
 
However, processions and walks of witness by God’s people have not only taken place on joyous occasions. 
For many years there have been processions throughout the world on Good Friday. These walks of witness 
see Christians of different denominations imitate the journey that Jesus took carrying the cross through the 
streets of Jerusalem shortly before his crucifixion. They are a statement of faith drawing the public’s 
attention to the events of Good Friday. Often a replica cross is carried at the front of the procession and 
there are stopping points on route when scripture may be read and hymns sung. Most of these processions 
take place in cities and towns but some are in more rural areas.  
 
As a Methodist Minister I currently serve two churches, including Lepton, in the West Yorkshire countryside. 
So, on Good Friday morning, taking with us a few Bible Readings (laminated in case of bad weather), a song 
sheet and forty small Easter eggs, we prayed together and then went on a walkabout. There was no official 
route, and we had no large cross to carry. We simply planned to set off from the Anglican Church and end up 
eating hot cross buns at the Methodist Church. That way we were only walking down the steep West 
Yorkshire hills!  
 
There were only 14 of us and a dog so it was nothing like the big walks of witness in neighbouring towns and 
certainly not like the turn out for King David’s procession. Nevertheless, it did become a meaningful morning. 
First, we got talking to a lady not used to church life who was out watering her garden. She invited us, for our 
first stop, into her garden where we shared a Bible Reading, had a prayer and sung a hymn. From then on, 
gaining in confidence, we began to give everyone we met or saw a small Easter egg and wished them a 
Happy Easter.  
 
Next, we ventured onto a small housing estate where we found some Jehovah’s Witnesses knocking on 
doors. We greeted them and offered two young ladies an Easter egg. They accepted but we did wonder if it 
was the first time they’d been given an egg and there was a bit of confusion about Good Friday. But we 
certainly made two new friends! 
 
Finally, it was down to the Methodist Church where another God-incidence awaited us as a Roman Catholic 
lady was just leaving the doctor’s surgery. She stopped and sang our last hymn with us, listened to the Bible 



 
 

Reading and wished us a Happy Easter. At the end of the walk we gave prayerful thanks for everyone we had 
met and talked with during the morning walkabout. Over hot cross buns and tea, we resolved to do more 
walks around the village, agreeing it was surprising who you saw and who was happy to talk once we’d had 
the courage to step outside the buildings. 
 
Sadly, there seem to be fewer walks of witness taking place both at the traditional times of Good Friday and 
Pentecost (Whitsuntide). But, what our experience of Walking Out with Jesus taught us is that God can – and 
does – work through a small group of Christians following the example of those down through the ages who 
courageously stepped outside their church buildings in order to witness to Jesus in the world.  
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