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THE PALACE OF JUSTICE IN GOD'S CITY (Palatul De Justitie)

Even the marbl e steps have bowed to tine.

Once straight, with sharp edges, strong,

But over the years, decades, shuffling of the feet of people com ng
to the Palace of Justice, have worn valleys right down into the

st one.

No | onger hard and straight, the snooth, bowed marbl e now wel cones
t he foot.

How many feet have trod these steps?
How many feet have carried persons to justice here?
How many feet have wi tnessed injustice here?

wal ki ng t hrough halls of snoke,
Sunlight stream ng through the w ndows, clean and bright ...
..until it conmes through the panes, then dusty, old and dirty.

The halls are filled wth people,

Huddl ed in twos and threes, snoking,

Talking firmy and passionately, waiving their hands and arns.
They are not aware of how their surroundings | ook to an outsider.
They are not aware the outsider has stood in nodern, clean,

t echnol ogi zed pal aces of justice.

But where is justice, if not through God?

Open a creaky | arge door.

It screanms silently that it should forever be left closed, left to
rest.

Heads turn, who is that stranger comng in?

(But the curiosity lasts |less than a nonent, and the scene

conti nues.)

Four poor souls on trial, one-by-one they tell their story.

They are guilty ...of course. They have all stood in this |arge,
snoky room before.

The nmonment is a surreal photograph in the mnd s eye.
The outsi der does not speak the | anguage.

How does he now what is happeni ng before hinf
Justice and injustice need no | anguage.

An attorney stands and nmekes an argunent.
She doesn’t believe the argunment and she does not tal k passionately,
but justice demands an argunent be made.

The older lady in the mddle of the roomtypes into an antique, to
make and keep records of all that goes on.

Sonmebody coul d ask | ater what went on here?

(Later, when |eaving, the sane typing is heard com ng up through
basenment w ndows. How many records? How may sins? Ch Lord, praise



be to You for forgiving our sins.)
But then ..

The judge, to this point speaking nechanically and coldly,
strai ghtens her gl asses.

She takes a long | ook at the nost pathetic of the four

He is young, 22, 23.

She is older, 45, 50.

Her voice, in any | anguage, now becones stern but warm
She is talking like a nother talks to her child.

He | ooks up fromthe ground for the first tine.

He feels the change in the air.

He says sonething, a tear falls.
The air clears, but then is dust once nore.

He is not to go free today, but there is justice in this place.
Anmong the snoky, green walls, the high ceiling, once bright and
proud, the burnt out |ights, the coughing, the warnth, the snells,
there is justice.

A not her has corrected a child. The child feels cared for and
want ed.

One can see the type of justice that conme fromthis pal ace and nust
feel sorrow for the people.

What sorrow God nust feel for his children, stuck in our injustices.
Qur cl eanest thought, our brightest work but a whiff of snoke wafting
up through the dirty rays of Iight,

But Jesus comes and we are cl ean.

God has called a famly to this city, reaching across the world and
breaking their hearts.

For them this is God's City.

He uses the Pal ace of Justice to show one of the famly about the
history of this God’s City and the strength of the people.

Did the four know God?

Did the judge know God?

Who will be judged in the snoky room tonorrow?

W will stand in judgnent?

Qut on the street, a businessman stops and wal ks back to an ol d | ady,
huddl ed and cri ppl ed.
He bends down and hands her noney and bread.

For the famly, this is God's Cty.



