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I Do Not Think This Means What You Think This Means 
 
Let us pray… 
 
So one of them had been in the crowd at the sea of Galilee, when Jesus did the miracle 
of the loaves and the fishes.  He kept talking about it with anyone who would listen, and 
even with people who wouldn’t listen. 
 
“It was amazing!” he said.  “We’d been there for hours, just mesmerized by Jesus’ 
preaching.  I didn’t doze off once, unlike in the temple.  The sun was beating down, and 
we were all sweating, crushed together like that, but none of us noticed.  And then 
Jesus stopped talking and suddenly I realized I was starving.  Starving!  I thought I was 
going to pass out if I didn’t get food in the next five minutes.  And town was eight miles 
away; I’d never make it that far on foot, with my growling belly!  And everybody was in 
the same boat, so to speak.  Those disciples of his were trying to shoo us away, told us 
to go find ourselves some food, so they could eat the couple of loaves and dried fish 
they had with them, but I was so hungry I couldn’t move.  And then Jesus told us all to 
just sit back down on the grass.  And he took the disciples’ food – you should have seen 
the looks on their faces! – and he started passing it out.  I thought we’d each get a 
crumb.  But, nope, I had a great big piece of bread, covered with fish, and everybody 
else did too.  It was a miracle, an honest-to-God miracle!  Right then and there, I knew 
Jesus is the real deal.  Finally, we’ve got somebody who is going to look out for us, take 
care of us, and protect us.  That’s why I’m here, today; I wouldn’t miss this for anything.  
Jesus is going to change everything, and I’m going to see it every step of the way.  I bet 
they make him high priest!” 
 
The woman beside him said, “I know, right?!  That’s exactly what I thought when he 
healed my brother!”  The woman’s brother could not hear or speak.  People assumed 
his handicap was because of something he or his parents had done wrong, and so he 
was shunned and shut out, couldn’t even go to the temple.  He wasn’t able to go to 
school or work, could only beg by the side of the road.  The woman brought her brother 
to Jesus, and begged him to help.  “Jesus took my brother aside, and did the weirdest 
things.  First he put his fingers in my brother’s ears.  Then he spit, and touched his 
tongue, which seemed kind of gross.  Jesus was sighing, and gazing up at the sky; the 
whole thing looked kind of hokey.  But then Jesus said ‘Be opened’ and suddenly my 
brother could hear and speak perfectly!  You should have seen his face when he heard 
my mother say his name for the first time.  I told my family, ‘I’ll follow this guy anywhere.’  
With the kind of power he’s got, forget being made head priest.  The Romans will have 
to make him Governor!  And we can say that we were there at the beginning.” 
 
The man and woman had just met in the crowd of folks gathered outside the Jerusalem 
gate, waiting for everything to start.  They were still debating whether Jesus would be 
more likely to be made head priest or governor when they were interrupted by another 
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guy in the crowd.  “What are you talking about?!” he said.  “Jesus isn’t going to be head 
priest.  Or governor.  He’s going to kick those Romans right out of town, get us out from 
under their thumbs.  Haven’t you been paying attention?  He walks on water, he stills 
the storm, he interprets the scripture perfectly, his father claims David as an ancestor.  
Isn’t it obvious?  Jesus is going to be king!” 
 
There were excited murmurs throughout the crowd.  Maybe this guy was right; the signs 
were pointing in a good direction.  Maybe Jesus was on his way to being king. 
 
The group following Jesus was growing daily.  People were uplifted and challenged by 
his teaching.  They were awe-struck at the healings and miracles he was displaying on 
a daily basis.  They couldn’t believe this was happening there, then, to them.  They’d 
been suffering violent oppression from the Romans, their own political leaders were 
taxing them to line their own pockets, the religious authorities were more focused on 
rules than justice.  And then came this radical, loving, charismatic teacher, Jesus.  He 
preached about a beloved community built according to God’s laws for justice, 
compassion and peace.  It seemed a little dangerous, to be talking like this in the 
current environment, but clearly Jesus was very powerful.  He feared nothing.  It made 
the people brave, just being around him. 
 
This morning had started like any other, the crowd following Jesus as he traveled from 
one spot to another, preaching and teaching.  But when he got to the edge of 
Jerusalem, he stopped.  The huge stone gate made a dramatic backdrop as the crowd 
watched Jesus speaking to the disciples.  Word spread through the crowd that he was 
sending the disciples to get an animal for him to ride.  They knew what this meant.  The 
crowd started to buzz. 
 
One woman couldn’t stop smiling.  “He’s going to do it!” she said.  “He’s going to fulfill 
Isaiah’s prophecy; he’s going to ride through the gate into Jerusalem!”  Everybody knew 
the story of the Messiah; the Messiah, the anointed one, would liberate the Israelites 
and create a land of milk and honey for the Jewish people, God’s chosen people.  And it 
was supposed to start with a big, triumphant military procession through the Jerusalem 
gate.  This was it!  Jesus was going to do it! 
 
A young boy in the crowd was trying to climb on a fence to get a better view of what was 
happening up ahead.  “Where’s the horse?!” he kept asking.  “Where’s the big horse 
he’s going to ride into the city?!”  For a young boy, he knew the prophecy well.  “Wait, is 
that it?” folks heard him wonder.  “It’s kind of small…”  Instead of a majestic military 
horse, it was just a little baby, shorter than the boy himself.  But, you know, you’ve got 
to make due.  And after all that the crowd had seen Jesus do, how much did the size of 
the horse really matter? 
 
And so everyone started pulling down palm branches and laying them on the road.  
They took off their own cloaks, and laid those down too.  They didn’t have a red carpet 
to roll out for the colt and his rider, but they could make a patchwork path to show their 
awe and honor.  And then the yelling and chanting and singing began.  “Hosanna!” they 
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called, “Save us!”  “Blessed is the one” - they yelled - “the one who comes in the name 
of the Lord!” 
 
The crowd went wild.  This was it.  No more oppression, no more poverty, no more 
being an outcaste, no more being made an example of.  Now the ordinary people would 
be in charge; now the treasures would be theirs; now everything would be different. 
 
In Christian tradition, the Palm Sunday celebration sets off the culmination of Jesus’ 
story.  This is the triumphant entry into Jerusalem, with signs and symbols alluding to a 
new empire.  The people adore Jesus, who has come to save them and lead them to 
victory.  The crowd is so caught up in it all, so excited, so carried away.  They see the 
future mapped out before them:  power and prestige for them all. 
 
But within days it all is going to go horribly awry.  The disciples will scatter.  The crowd 
will turn.  The parade will become a funeral march.  The cries of “Hosanna” will shift into 
cries of “Crucify”.  The man who ate the miraculous bread will wonder why Jesus 
doesn’t do some magic to save himself.  The woman whose brother was healed will 
start to doubt what she saw with her own eyes.  The man who thought Jesus was going 
to be king will get angry that Jesus doesn’t say something. 
 
You can’t blame them.  They came to reasonable conclusions.  A great preacher, 
teacher, miracle-worker who can stir up a crowd with a wave of his hand; sounds like 
somebody who will start a revolution and change the world, find himself a throne and 
create happily-ever-after.  Of course the road leads from the sea of Galilee where 
miracles were performed through villages where parables were taught into a city where 
the crowd’s cries echo off the wall to the seat of power which Jesus would take over in 
an instant. 
 
But Jesus saw a different journey.  Feeding people here, comforting them there.  
Speaking truth to power this day, ignoring power the next.  Change the world?  Yes.  
But not with an army, not with a throne, not with magic.   
 
He rode a colt.  Not a majestic, military animal.  A young, untrained, frisky horse.  The 
path was covered, not with red velvet tapestry, but secondhand coats and wilting palm 
branches.  And instead of an army he had a disorganized group of hurting, hungry 
souls.  The people thought Jesus was about to bring about a new kingdom on earth.  He 
wanted the people to realize:  the kin-dom of God is within you.  He wasn’t trying to 
amass power, he was standing in solidarity with the powerless.  He wasn’t interested in 
sitting on Palestine’s throne, he wanted to sit at a table with prostitutes and lepers. 
 
It was just so hard for the crowd around Jesus to make sense of this.   2000 years later, 
with the benefit of history and scholarship and perspective and knowing how the story 
ends…  Seems like it’s even harder for us.  Us, here, in this crowd on Sunday morning.  
For several hundred years, and certainly in this country, Christianity has been in charge, 
the religion of the powerful.  Christians have been the majority, and being one has been 
considered a prerequisite for everything from owning land to getting married to being 
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president.  And I’ll speak for myselfdx.  Generally speaking, my relationship with God 
has been something that comforted and calmed me.  My faith has soothed and inspired 
me.  The church has supported and strengthened me.  Or, at least, that’s what I’ve 
wanted God and faith and church to do.  As a pastor, I want you all to know that you are 
beloved children of God.  In chaotic and stressful lives, I want your beliefs to be a 
steady foundation.  I want church to be a place where you are fed. 
 
And then along comes Jesus.  On Palm Sunday.  Riding on a baby horse.  And he looks 
at me – at us – with sad, kind eyes.  Because, while he will comfort and calm us, while 
he will sooth and inspire us, while he will support and strengthen us…  that is only half 
of the story.   
 
 
But Jesus parades into our midst this morning and asks, “Who are the powerless today?  
And how are you standing with them?”  He says, “Where are the prostitutes and lepers?  
Is there room for them at your table?”  And again, “You want justice and peace in this 
world?  What are you doing about it?”  Jesus did not come to save us.  Jesus came to 
show us how to save each other.  And it starts with being uncomfortable and weak and 
anything but calm.  I don’t want to go there.  But with you, this crowd, all of us together, I 
would.  Amen. 
 
 


