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Scripture Reading Luke 19:28-40
28 After he had said this, he went on ahead, going up to Jerusalem.

29 When he had come near Bethphage and Bethany, at the place called
the Mount of Olives, he sent two of the disciples, *’saying, ‘Go into the
village ahead of you, and as you enter it you will find tied there a colt that
has never been ridden. Untie it and bring it here. *'If anyone asks you,
“Why are you untying it?” just say this: “The Lord needs it.”’ *?So those
who were sent departed and found it as he had told them. **As they were
untying the colt, its owners asked them, ‘Why are you untying the colt?’
*They said, ‘The Lord needs it.’ **Then they brought it to Jesus; and after
throwing their cloaks on the colt, they set Jesus on it. *°As he rode along,
people kept spreading their cloaks on the road. *’As he was now
approaching the path down from the Mount of Olives, the whole multitude
of the disciples began to praise God joyfully with a loud voice for all the
deeds of power that they had seen, **saying,
‘Blessed is the king

who comes in the name of the Lord!

Peace in heaven,



and glory in the highest heaven!
**Some of the Pharisees in the crowd said to him, ‘Teacher, order your
disciples to stop.’ “°He answered, ‘| tell you, if these were silent, the stones

would shout out.’

Prayer

We are here.

We are here on the edge of the city, in a crowd so big that we cannot see
its edge. We are here, along the road, and if we look up we can see the
Temple - or maybe it's a gold dome, and if we look that way far enough we
can see Jesus, coming this way. We are here, on the road that leads up to
the city of peace, the city where there is no peace, the city where there is
never peace. We are here in the city on the hill.

We are here.

(fingers snap)

We are here.

(drum beats)



It is a spring day - a little rainy. A little cold.

And we have come to the city for a festival of liberation remembering the
history of our people. Remembering the way our people walked out of

Egypt, left Pharoah on the other side of the sea.
We have come from so far away, out in the country all the way out in
Galilee - or is it Lexington? We have made the journey, remembering the

Exodus, calling out as the Psalms sing:

Hosanna, Hosanna, Blessed is the one who comes in the name of the
Lord!

Hosanna, Hosanna, Save Us!! Hosanna.

And that’s not just us remembering the past - every day, every day the
news gets harder. Every day there is fear, for ourselves, for our neighbors,
for our community. Every day, the empire presses in on us. Every day we
worry more.

And, we are here.

We are here.

And on the other side of the city, coming from the west, over there - there is

Pilate, (Ominous note) coming in the gate on horseback with an army.



“Eagles mounted on poles... sun glinting on metal and gold.”* And Pilate

means for us to be afraid.

(Ominous note)

But we are here.

(Snaps)

And now Jesus is here.

We are here, on the road, on Jesus’ way.

(snaps)

Jesus is here.

Jesus is here with us.

Jesus is coming in, along the road, like the king Zechariah the prophet
described - but not like any human king we've ever known. Not like

Caesar, not like Pilate, not like Herod, not like any tyrant.

Zechariah 9:

Shout aloud, O daughter Jerusalem!

' Borg and Crossan, The Last Week, Page 4



See, your king comes to you;
triumphant and victorious is he,
humble and riding on a donkey,
on a colt, the foal of a donkey.
10 Helc] will cut off the chariot from Ephraim
and the war horse from Jerusalem;
and the battle bow shall be cut off,
and he shall command peace to the nations;
his dominion shall be from sea to sea

and from the River to the ends of the earth.
“This king, riding on a donkey, will banish war from the land. No more
chariots or war horses or bows. Commanding peace to the nations, he will

be a king of peace.”

Jesus’ way is the way of peace and the power of love, not the power of

empire.

Jesus is preaching the kingdom of God. Of God - building up peace,
building up justice, building up compassion. In God’s kingdom no one gets
trampled on, and Jesus says it is already here if we can find our way into it.

Rulers lord over us but Jesus teaches us a different way.

Jesus says to us,

2 Borg and Crossan, The Last Week, Page 4



(Mark 10)“You know that among the gentiles those whom they recognize
as their rulers lord it over them, and their great ones are tyrants over them.
43 But it is not so among you; instead, whoever wishes to become great
among you must be your servant, 44 and whoever wishes to be first among
you must be slave of all. 45 For the Son of Man came not to be served but

to serve and to give his life a ransom for many.”

We believe in the good news of the kingdom of God, where there is enough
for everyone, where the hungry are fed and prisoners are set free. We are

committed to that way, to that life.®> Will we follow him, into the city?

We are here. And we are crying out, and we are rising up. We are here,

shouting Hosanna! And we are not silent. We are not silent.

We are here, at the end. At least, | think we will be. Oris itthe end? ltis

not the end. We are here. And we are not silent.
But if we go silent - if we are silenced - if our cloaks and banners and signs
get put away - if the branches fade and turn brown - if Hosanna fades to a

whisper -

It is not the end.

3 Loosely paraphrasing Borg & Crossan, The Last Week, page 25



Even the stones will cry out. Even the stones will cry out. “Justice will

bubble up, hope will raise its head, love will rise to the surface.”

The stone will roll away.

Right now, we are here. We are watching the parade. We are waving the
palm branches, we are laying down our cloaks, we are shouting, Hosanna!

Hosanna! Save us! Hosannal!

| am going to join the procession. I'm going to step onto the road. | am

going to follow the Way. The way of Jesus. Will you come, too?

Hosanna! Save us! Amen.

4 “Even the Stones Will Cry Out” - a poem by Rev. Sarah Speed, Sanctified Art



