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Hosanna World—Help is on The Way! 
Rev. Amy Wick Moore 
Palm Sunday, April 5, 2020 
United Church of Christ in New Brighton 

On my way into church today I saw in windows all along the way paper hearts and signs with 
uplifting messages made by children. 

We aren’t having our regular Palm Parade today with a procession of children waving palms 
and banners and a bell choir, but Carol Haubner reported to Thursday’s Bible study via Zoom 
that she has a teddy bear parade in her window,  there to greet the neighbors as they go by. 

And we’ve had a parade of jokes and prayers and uplifting words sent and shared by you all this 
week along with pictures of the sidewalk chalk messages of love and peace left by neighbors.    

Another kind of festival has emerged with new customs to celebrate our shared human hope of 
Hosanna. 

“Hosanna! Hosanna in the highest heaven!” Are the words we are used to hearing today. 
Hosanna; a word originally used as an appeal for deliverance, later became known as an 
expression of praise for both deliverance anticipated and granted.  All at once “Hosanna!” is a 
cry for help; assurance that help is on its way, and praise for the help that has come.  

So on a day like today we might say, “Hosanna!” for the EMT’s and nurses, the child care 
workers and grocery clerks. “Hosanna!” for the teachers and home care workers who continue 
to serve us and come to our aide with heightened risk. “Hosanna in the highest heaven!” 

There are so many who have risen to the task…and we should probably dedicate our humble 
efforts of a Palm parade to them, but I can’t stop looking at where this parade is leading 
without being haunted by a foreboding feeling about what is to come.  

We know where Jesus was headed on that donkey. 

And I can’t stop thinking about all those who won’t survive this epidemic, not because they get 
sick but because this one more thing will be too much:   

I heard on the radio a couple days ago, an interview with an undocumented immigrant who was 
talking about how she like many in our country don’t have  access to this stimulus package nor 
does she have insurance, or paid sick leave or unemployment…and  was just laid off from all 
three of her jobs.   

And there will be people who say…”she deserves it!”  She’s here illegally. Yet the hotels she 
cleans, we sleep in without any qualms.  The chicken she helps process in the meat packing 
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plant, we eat.  The children she watches after school call her auntie and now she wonders if 
she’s going to live. 

These are the ones Jesus wanted to make sure knew, when he came into Jerusalem that day, he 
had come to save!  

In today’s scripture there is a face-off between Jesus and Pilate.  Pilate representing the 
systems of this world that discount those like the immigrant in the interview: meat packers and 
hotel housekeepers; and Jesus, representing the holy realm of God’s love. Glaringly, we are 
asked to take notice that in this face-off Jesus has nothing to say—“no reply, even to a single 
charge.”  Only once does he utter, “If you say that I am”  

We may wonder why.  Wouldn’t he have a million words to say to be captured in history 
forever?  But then, I thought: How else would he fully embody the voiceless?  

Jesus knows full well that the Pilates of this world will not protect them. They won’t deliver 
justice, even to an innocent man. 

They will willingly wash their hands clean in front of a crowd, while deep down we know they 
have the power to do something.  

But interestingly the blame, in Matthew, is placed on crowd.  This is important to me, because 
whether I like it or not, if I was going to place myself somewhere in this scene, I am a part of the 
crowd. Whether I am shouting or silent, I am there.  

And I am stuck there, with a humbling and frightening question: How do we hold the Pilates of 
this world accountable?  How do we change this narrative that continues to this day?  The 
killing of the innocent; the one’s Jesus wants to make crystal clear he is there to represent. The 
voiceless that suffer every day, because even if they said something this world would most 
likely call them guilty.  

Ever since I went to see Golijov’s La Pasion in concert, I am partial to the gospel of Mark’s 
interpretation of this scene where the crowd shouts “Save yourself!”  It’s more open ended. 
Only after seeing a choir of 110 voices singing “Save yourself!” over and over, did it occur to me 
that the crowd could have been cheering and jeering simultaneously. “Come on Jesus you have 
the power, save yourself!”   

2000 years later we are still figuring it out. But isn’t it more powerful to have a savior who has 
the power to save himself and doesn’t? And because he doesn’t, he remains, a full 
representation of the voiceless who die at the hands of an angry and fearful crowd. 

A crowd, who I believe, deep down in a highly suppressed part of themselves wishes things 
could be different.  Wishes things could be more just; that this world would be more loving; 
that they had a stronger voice and more control over the situation.   



3 
 

I surely feel this way right now.   

I was in communication this week with Jeff Cagle. Jeff and Rachel, as many of you know, are 
members of this congregation who are expecting a child soon, their due date is April 8th.  It’s 
quite the time to be bringing a child into the world. I’m sure this epidemic will be part of the 
birth story this child hears over and over. They were going to have a doula, but now due to the 
epidemic, as first time dad, Jeff will be flying solo with no one (these are Jeff’s words) there to 
help him when he gets the “Deer in Headlights” look.   

And if I can use this as an analogy, I think all of us might be feeling a little like this right now; at 
the side of something greater than ourselves, facing the unexpected without our planned and 
scheduled structures of support in place.  We’re flying solo without our routines that bring 
meaning and comfort our lives.   

But dare I say that perhaps this is exactly what it takes to pull us out of the jeering, cheering 
crowd mentality, and suddenly, brings us intimately in connection with the Christ-like suffering 
of this world.  Suddenly we are awakened to those under the radar, beneath the surface, about 
to fall off the edge of just getting by.  Suddenly we see those without paid sick leave, or 
healthcare. 

I’m sure it won’t be as easy as swooping in to save those dyeing at the feet of the oppressive 
regimes of this world, but maybe we can be more like Simon of Cyrene, with the courage and 
compassion to step out and carry that cross. Or the woman, not included in this year’s 
lectionary reading, who had followed Jesus all the way from Galilee to care for his needs along 
the way. 

It’s the intimate connections and our humble yet courageous and compassionate attempts to 
reach out that wakes a sleeping world or settles a jeering crowd and assures them that “help is 
on its way!” 

Even during this epidemic there’s plenty of ways to do it.  Some of us are sending cards to one 
another.  Joe Crowe is keeping me in the loop on ISAIAH gatherings by Zoom.  They continue to 
stand with the voiceless; the laid off service workers who don’t qualify for unemployment and 
many others.  

ISAIAH is there, and now as I’ve been told, even as a part of Governor waltz advisory team!  The 
church leaders and Imams from across the state with the well-being of the poorest among us in 
mind now have the ear of the governor.  

This epidemic is waking us up, forcing us to come together like no other crisis has yet. 

It seems so ironic that in a time when we are so physically separated from one another…  we 
are also growing in our consciousness of how much we are in this together.  
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Back when I posted my March 15 sermon on Facebook for the first time, the first person to 
respond was my friend Ling Ling: also known as Pastor Liguya San Francisco.  A UCCP pastor in 
the Philippines.  We lived in the seminary apartments as neighbors.    She said she appreciated 
my sermon because they too were in quarantine.  How strange and amazing, that we can’t visit 
our neighbors down the street but can offer each other support half way across the world from 
one another because we are going through the same thing together. 

The New York Times this week wrote about how Scientists have never before collaborated in 
the way that they are doing during this time. Globally the best and brightest are coming 
together to stop the suffering. 

And we just got word from our MN Conference UCC on how churches are eligible for the 
benefits of the new CAREs Act stimulus package just passed by Congress.  

Who would have thought that this congress would do such a thing? 

So maybe today in our own separate ways we celebrate a parade of consciousness, an 
awakening worlds away to a common Light.  Let us wave our hearts and minds like banners, out 
in the open air, where we might catch new truth and light.  Let us write loving words with chalk 
on the pavement of our towns and cities, and ring the bells of anticipated deliverance from our 
numb and apathetic countenance. Let us jump up from the crowd at the sidelines of our 
suffering into the light of ripe new age. For we know we will never be the same after this. 

Maybe it’s time, to get off the bench or bleachers and reach out, even if it means carrying 
someone’s cross or caring for another’s needs.  

If this epidemic is going to scare us, let it scare us out of our silence; out of our sideline 
existence; into the streets, into the parade, let us shout our Hosannas; “hold on world, help is 
on the way!” 

 


