
 
Mark 11: 1 - 11 
Philippians 2: 5 – 11 
This Happened:  Joy to Mourning 
Christ UMC, Rochester MN 
Rev. Elizabeth Macaulay 
March 25, 2018 
 
On that long ago day, the people greeted Jesus with cries of “Hosanna!”  
 
Hosanna! 
 
Hosanna means praise. 
 
Hosanna also means “save us”! 
 
The people who thronged the streets in long ago Jerusalem were shouting with joy because they 
gave themselves to the hope that Jesus would save them. 
 
They wanted Jesus to save them from the oppression of Rome.  Israel was an occupied country 
made to pay taxes to the emperor and their right to worship was never assured because they were 
always under the boot of Rome so they longed for a Messiah, a savior. 
 
They wanted Jesus to save them from the bitter desolation of feeling powerless. 
 
Jesus rode into town in excellently choreographed street theatre power - on a donkey, the ride 
choice of rulers who wanted to proclaim they were entering a city with peaceful intentions. 
 
Jesus had shunned the crowds and the adulation earlier in his ministry so his choice to enter the 
city of Jerusalem - the gates of power - in a very public seemed to acknowledge that the way of 
peace ———- 



 
The way of peace will inevitably provoke backlash.  The way of peace will be perceived as 
provocative. 
 
Jesus knows that he is riding to his death.  He has already told his disciples this heartbreaking 
truth. 
 
Jesus knows he is entering the city that symbolized civic and religious power and Jesus knows - 
did he know then?- that the answer to his insistence upon the radical power of love is 
crucifixion.   
 
Death on the cross. 
 
German theologian Dorothee Soelle speaks the power of the cross this way: 
 
“The cross is the world’s answer, given a thousand times over, to attempts at 
liberation.”  (Suffering, Dorothee Soelle, pg. 164) 
 
Jesus knows the danger involved in stirring up so much hope. 
 
And he does it anyway.  On a colt.  He rides into a city full of people who take to the streets 
because they are moved by hope to shout 
 
Hosanna! 
 
Save us! 
 
Well you know, I cannot encounter this story of entry into the gates of power and the response 
of the hopeful without naming the power that unfolded across our nation yesterday. 
 



Across the cities of this nation and across the world, people of all ages took to the streets 
proclaiming their belief that unlikely saviors might just be able to save them. 
 
I’m talking about the March for our Lives. 
 
I’m talking about our youth seeking to be agents of peace.  Youth, tired of feeling afraid for their 
lives in their schools and the streets in which they live. 
 
Youth, who are eliciting the shout of hosanna hope from their elders and in this world. 
 
Regardless of where you stand on the issue of gun control, I believe we all can agree that our 
youth are no longer willing to stand at the side of the road shouting “save us”. 
 
Our youth -  
 
the ones who made signs here in your commons yesterday,  
 
the ones who marched in Rochester and in Washington DC,  
 
the ones who have never known a time when school shootings were not real.   
 
The Washington Post reports that since the Columbine school shooting in 1999,  nearly 200,000 
children have been exposed to gun violence at school.  An average of ten school shootings have 
happened per year.  At least 130 children, educators, staff and family members have been killed 
in assaults during school hours.  (Washington Post 3/24/18) 
 
Our youth have been shaped by a reality we cannot even much comprehend. 
 
Our youth are entering the gates of our communal and civic consciousness and we - the 
heartbroken and hopeful - are shouting to these unlikely saviors: 
 



Hosanna! 
 
Save us! 
 
We are shouting and marching and oh so powerfully, hundreds of thousands shouted their hearts 
into the silence observed during the rally for 6 minutes and twenty seconds - the time it took for 
seventeen lives to be silenced in a school in Florida. 
 
Hosanna! 
 
Save us! 
 
 
What I want to say is this: 
 
Jesus knew that challenging power structures is dangerous. 
 
He knew that. 
 
And he rode into that city anyway. 
 
Especially, he rode into that city. 
 
On a colt. 
  
Dorothee Soelle grew up in post World War II Germany amidst the pain of a people wrestling 
with the devastation of the Holocaust. 
 
She grew up in a time and in the midst of a people who knew that unchecked evil is real and it 
must be challenged.   
 



Dorothee Soelle invites us each to choose the places where we too must summon the courage to 
be followers of the Prince of Peace.  Our faith calls us to enter the gates of our civic and religious 
life. 
 
Our faith calls us to work for a world where never again is violence condoned by inaction. 
 
The poem is called 
 
not without you 
 
He needs you 
That's all there is to it 
Without you he's left hanging 
Goes up in Dachau's smoke 
Is sugar and spice in the baker's hands 
gets revalued in the next stock market crash 
he's consumed and blown away 
used up 
without you 
 
Help him 
that's what faith is 
he can't bring it about 
his kingdom 
couldn't then couldn't later can't now 
not at any rate without you 
and that is his irresistible appeal 
 
From Revolutionary Patience 
 
And so we shout 



 
Hosanna! 
Save us, Jesus. 
 
Hosanna! 
Not without us!   
Save us!                  


