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In the Name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Spirit. Amen. 

We walked in silence, behind a simple wooden cross, early on a weekday 

morning. We set out on our journey of the Stations of the Cross through the Old 

City of Jerusalem, walking the uneven, smooth limestone cobblestones through 

the just-waking East Jerusalem neighborhood. 

Shop keepers had just begun to open their stalls – the sidewalk, freshly washed; 

brooms like stiff, short brushes gathering up accumulated debris and trash. 

Somewhere nearby, a siren sounded briefly. In the southbound street, still shaded 

from early morning sunshine, a cool breeze swept past us – paper stirring in the 

gutter.  

We reached the first station, and all of us – good Episcopalians, doing our best to 

be pious and solemn, trying to block out some of the noise of the stirring streets. 

As we gathered, and leaned in to listen to the appointed reading, a utility truck 

rumbled down the narrow stone streets. Incredibly, it stopped right in the midst 

of us – then went immediately into a reverse gear, beeping as the driver 

negotiated the tight passage with another delivery vehicle coming the opposite 

direction. 

Our reader did her best to pause, and let the disruption of the vehicle jockeying 

happening in front of us to pass. Inwardly, I think, I chuckled at that moment – a 

kind of sacred comedy, perhaps. Here we were, walking the Via Dolorosa, the 

Way of the Cross – all prepared to do so with as much solemnity as we were 
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individually capable – and the world insisted upon continuing around us, without 

so much as a thought to our need for holy silence. 

Then, perhaps surprised at my own tendency to find comedy in situations that are 

profoundly not funny, it seemed so clear. The entrance into Jerusalem that 

morning, on the most improbable animal, by the way – happened not on a 

perfectly arranged film set, but into the streets of a chaotic city, with real life 

happening everywhere. These were the streets that Jesus entered that day on a 

donkey – into a city teeming with people, descending upon it as pilgrims did every 

year at Passover. 

Like every great story, I think, this Passion narrative strikes us differently each 

year – it interacts with our lives, and so we see certain details differently 

depending upon where we our in our lives. For me, this year, I wonder about this 

people: these regular folks, going about their business, opening their shops, 

perhaps heading out to school or work or a day in the sunshine.  

Of all the services in our liturgical year, Palm Sunday is the one that most clearly 

puts us – as participants in the service – in a clearly defined role. We are, at the 

procession of palms, in a very real way, standing in for those who lined the streets 

as Jesus made his entry.  We are those who are shouting, “Blessed is he that 

comes in the Name of the Lord! Hosanna in the highest!” 

We are also cast in the role of those who not long after shout, “crucify him!” 

How did the mood turn so fast?  

How can human beings forget so quickly? 
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I have no answers, this morning, I think we enter Holy Week as always with more 

questions than answers. I invite you to enter in to this Holy Week journey this 

year, maybe in a different way than you have in the past. If you’ve never attended 

Maundy Thursday or Good Friday services before – try them.  

I suspect that when Jesus entered the streets of Old Jerusalem that morning on 

the foal of a donkey – when the crowds, swept away by the power of the 

moment, worshiping the manifestation of God in human form – I suspect Jesus 

was, rather than embodying the form of a God to be worshiped, was in fact 

pointing the way of a road to be walked, a life to be followed. Once the people 

realized that, what might be expected of them if they followed, perhaps then it 

was easy for them to fall away – to be distracted by the noise of the world, to 

move on to other concerns. 

And so I ask you: where are you this Holy Week? Where am I? Are we content just 

to worship, to allow ourselves to be caught up in the beauty of recognizing Jesus 

as Lord? Or will we allow ourselves to be challenged, to be changed, to be 

transformed?  

In the end, there were only three with Jesus in Gethsemane. Three who could 

barely keep their eyes open. Three who were there, who were imperfectly and 

yet faithfully with him in the zero hour. Are we the multitude? Or are we the 

remnant? 

Will we do what it takes, when it comes right down to it, to follow Jesus? Will we 

choose to take the harder road, and let it break us out of our well-worn patterns? 
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Or will we allow the comfort of the way things have always been to tempt us into 

standing still? 

I want to leave you with words of G. K. Chesterton, and his poem “The Donkey”: 

When fishes flew and forests walked 
   And figs grew upon thorn, 
Some moment when the moon was blood 
   Then surely I was born. 
 
With monstrous head and sickening cry 
   And ears like errant wings, 
The devil’s walking parody 
   On all four-footed things. 
 
The tattered outlaw of the earth, 
   Of ancient crooked will; 
Starve, scourge, deride me: I am dumb, 
   I keep my secret still. 
 
Fools! For I also had my hour; 
   One far fierce hour and sweet: 
There was a shout about my ears, 
   And palms before my feet. 

 


