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One Sunday morning the church was packed.  Just as the service was about the begin, Satan 

walked down the aisle and stood in front of the congregation.  Realizing who it was before them, 

everyone ran from the sanctuary.  Even the pastor leapt over the railing and scrambled out the 

door.  The church was empty except for one little old lady who sat in the front row.   

 

Satan walked a little closer and said, “Lady, don’t you know who I am?” 

 

She remained in her pew with her arms folded across her chest.  Looking him right in the eyes 

she replied, “I know who you are.” 

 

Stunned, Satan asked, “Everyone else left the building.  Aren’t you afraid of me?” 

 

With steely eyes she answered, “Of course not.  I was married to your brother for 35 years.  You 

don’t scare me.” 

 

Given the circumstances, I thought a little humor might be a good help this morning.  But the 

truth is, this sermon is for anyone who is afraid.  If you are afraid for yourself or for someone 

you love this sermon is for you.  This sermon is for anyone who has watched the evening news 

and felt a shiver of concern.  This sermon is for anyone who is in the medical profession, anyone 

who works in the grocery store, anyone who delivers food, anyone whose work has put them in 

the direct line of this virus and left them wondering.  This sermon is for anyone whose fears have 

awakened them in the middle of the night.  This sermon is for anyone who has arose from bed 

feeling just as tired as when they went to bed.  This sermon is for anyone who has found 

themselves getting angry at trivial things, lashing out at someone, overreacting to some small 

affront.  This sermon is for anyone who worries about their finances.  This sermon is for anyone 

who worries about what the future holds.  This sermon is for the fears within us and all the 

results of those fears. 

 

What we do with these fears and the ongoing stress is important to our physical, psychological 

and spiritual selves.  It is important to take care of yourself during this time.  That is not selfish, 

it is vital to be able to be your best and care for those around you.  What that looks like will vary 

from person to person.  It might mean a quiet walk, even a walk from one room to another.  It 

might mean some artistic expression, painting, writing, sewing.  It might mean listening to music 

or getting lost in a good book.  It might be a spiritual practice like prayer, meditation or 



journaling.  In these stressful times, we need to include time for those practices that bring healing 

and wholeness to your life.   

 

Equally important, be gentle with yourself.  A few weeks ago I had never heard of zoom, much 

less participated in a zoom meeting.  You are learning a lot of things out of necessity.  There will 

be mistakes.  That is a part of learning.  I saw a pastor who was conducting a worship service 

from his office.  He lit candles and was leaning in to the camera to speak.  He must have realized 

that his back was getting warm because he turned to discover that he had moved too close to one 

of the candles and his sweater was on fire.  He quickly extinguished it and continued with the 

service.  Be good to yourself.  You are not perfect and you do not have to be perfect.  You are 

doing the best you can, still learning and growing and that is all that any of us can ask of 

ourselves. 

But as I talk about fearfulness, I want you to know that these feelings are natural.  They are a 

normal response to uncertain times.  They are not a sign of lack of faith or any other failings.  

They are normal.  I am worried.  I am afraid.   

 

This week two friends shared the death of loved ones related to the corona virus.  One lost her 

husband another lost her mother.  You have likely experienced similar losses.  Amid such losses 

I find myself echoing the words of the psalmist who asked, “I lift my eyes to the hills---from 

where will my help come?” (Psalm 121:1.)  Where can we find comfort and hope in these times? 

 

As I mentioned last Sunday, music continues to be a source of great help.  This week with the 

death of Bill Withers, I found myself comforted by the words of the song he made popular, 

“Lean On Me.”  When I think of that song, I am reminded of an elementary school music teacher 

who always included this song in the school’s Christmas performance.  It was an 

acknowledgement that even the holidays could be difficult times.  It reminds us to hold onto one 

another in those difficult times: 

 

 Sometimes in our lives we all have pain 

 We all have sorrow 

 But if we’re wise 

 We know that there’s always tomorrow. 

 

 Lean on me, when you’re not strong 

 And I’ll be your friend 

 I’ll help you carry on 

 For it won’t be long 

 ‘Til I’m gonna need 

 Someone to lean on. 

 

It is ironic that prior to his death, I had seen a video of two men marching in St. Louis.  One had 

a trombone, the other a tuba.  They marched through the streets of St. Louis playing this song, 

“Lean on Me.”  It was a makeshift parade of hope and help during this time of social isolation.  It 

reminds us all that this is a time to lean on one another, to find strength in our connections, to 

believe that we are stronger as the family of God than we are alone. 

 



Our current experiences lead us to see familiar stories with new perspectives.  Today is Palm 

Sunday.  This should be a Sunday in which palm branches are waving in our churches.  Children 

are marching into church with smiles on their faces and songs in their hearts as they wave palm 

branches.  This is what we would expect today.  But our present circumstances cause us to see 

and hear this story in new ways. 

 

We know that in that day that signals the onset of Holy Week, Jesus instructed two of his 

disciples to go into Jerusalem.  He was about to enter the holy city.  Their task was to find a 

donkey and a colt, two very humble animals and bring them to Jesus.  He was orchestrating his 

entry into the city.  Rather than coming as the vanquishing leader, his mode of entry would 

signal that he was and would always remain the servant king.   

 

One of the things I have always found admirable about Jesus was not the things that he taught, 

but the fact that he lived these things.  He didn’t just say to forgive our enemies, he practiced this 

from the cross.  He didn’t just say that we should serve one another, he got down on his knees 

and washed the feet of his disciples.  He didn’t just teach that we were to include all people, he 

welcomed the outcast, ate with sinners, reached out to those who were sick and unclean.  He 

practiced what he preached.  On this Palm Sunday this was another chance for Jesus to teach us 

by his actions.  The one who would lead would be the servant. 

 

News of his arrival must have spread.  Matthew says that before Jesus rode through the city 

entrance, a large crowd had gathered.  They welcomed him with enthusiasm.  They spread their 

coats on the streets before him.  The cut branches from trees and spread them on the road.  And 

most importantly for our purpose this morning, they began to shout.  But let us pay attention this 

morning to their voices. 

 

The crowds shouted, “Hosanna to the Son of David!  Blessed is the one who comes in the name 

of the Lord.  Hosanna in the highest.”   

 

Looking back at past sermons I have preached on Palm Sunday, I have often focused on Jesus’ 

entry into the city or the humble means by which he entered.  But this morning, I hear the voices.  

Their voices are important for our times. 

 

The word “Hosanna” is an exclamation.  We shout this with the Jerusalem crowds without really 

knowing what it means.  But it is a word that is best translated as “Save us, please.”  How easy it 

is to focus on the parade, the pageantry, the celebration.  In light of our modern circumstances, 

we hear their voices with a new intensity.  “Save us, please.”  And for every voice that was 

shouting these words, one can trust that there were countless others that couldn’t get the words 

out because their voices were choked with tears.  There were some that were so moved by the 

moment and their need that the most they could muster was a faint whisper.  “Save us, please.” 

 

From our different places this morning, we can hear those same voices.  They are the voices of 

family members who have watched as their loved ones were wheeled into the intensive care unit, 

alone with their fears, whispering, “Save us, please.”  They are the voices of overwhelmed health 

care workers, who provide the medical treatments weary from the emotional and physical 

demands of their work, whispering at the end of their overtime shift, “Save us, please.”  It is the 



prayer of the vulnerable person watching the wave of new cases, fearful for their own well-

being, who cries out, “Save us, please.” 

 

When Lent began we were studying Amy-Jill Levine’s book “Entering the Passion of Jesus.”  It 

is intended to deepen our understanding of the events of Holy Week.  Writing about Palm 

Sunday she asks, “…from what do we seek salvation?  From sin, yes.  But also from pain, from 

despair, from loneliness, from poverty, from oppression.”  All around us are voices calling out 

for help.  “Save us, please.” 

 

The Palm Sunday voices are both distant and very near.  They are our voices.  These are our 

prayers.  “Hosanna!  Save us, please.”  The answer to our pleas is not found in any words.  It is 

found in action.  There are no recorded words of Jesus as he entered Jerusalem.  Only his actions.  

His example of servanthood. 

 

“Where is our help?” Our help is found in being the body of Christ, the living presence of Jesus 

in our world today.  The help is found as people reach out in love and care to one another.  The 

help is found by following the example of Jesus in service to one another.   

 

In the book, “Mountains Beyond Mountains” Tracy Kidder tells the story about Dr. Paul Farmer, 

one of the leading doctors in curing infectious diseases.  This commitment to caregiving is more 

than a job, it is his divine calling.  Once while he was in medical school, with little money to 

spare, he met a wealthy friend who took him out for dinner.  The friend was worried and asked if 

he was getting enough to eat.  Dr. Farmer replied that he was fine.  Then the friend asked if he 

needed any money.  Again, he said he was fine, but maybe forty dollars would help.  The friend 

reached into his pockets and pulled out several hundred dollars and placed them in his hands. 

 

Dr. Farmer thanked the friend for his generosity and then said, “Now I can tell you what 

happened last night.”  He had gone to the home of a patient being treated for AIDS.  Dr. Farmer 

found out that the man was about to be evicted from his home.  He was out of money.  So Dr. 

Farmer signed his own paycheck over to the man. 

 

The wealthy friend listening to this story said, “Don’t you think that’s kind of impractical?” 

 

Dr. Farmer just smiled and said, “Well, God sent you today.” 

 

On this Palm Sunday, without the parades and processionals, there are still the whispered cries of 

“Hosanna!” “Please save us.”  God has heard those cries and God has responded.  God has 

prepared us all to be the messengers of hope and love and comfort to those in need.  God has sent 

us to bring care to the world around us. 

 

I want to invite you to begin each day this week by asking three questions.  Number one, what do 

I need to do to care for myself today?  Number two, how can I ask someone to help me?  And 

number three, how can I reach out to help someone today?   

 

May we find strength together in these difficult times and be strong enough that those around us 

will know they can lean on us in their time of need. 


