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Loud Hosanna’s rang out on that Sunday so long ago.  Palms were waving and coats were being laid out like blankets of velvet.  The air was filled with joyous sound because something God’s people had awaited for millennia now, finally, was about to unfold.  
From the comfort of our 21st century seats, we cannot begin to visualize the expectant faces that lined the edges of the Jerusalem Road.  We cannot begin to sense the jubilant hope that filled the hearts of the Hebrew people.  He was coming, the Messiah was coming; long foretold; the day was now at hand.  Yes, let the loud hosannas ring; praise the Lord, the triumphant king.  
What would it have been like to be there, to feel the electricity in the air?  One woman in the crowd shouted, He’s the one!  Blessed is the King who comes in the name of the Lord.  Another man raised his voice and said, Zechariah the prophet foretold this moment 600 years ago.  He told us in our sacred texts that the King of the Jews, would come in victory, would come with salvation and deliverance; would come bringing peace, riding on the foal of a donkey.
  He must be the one, this must be the Messiah.

Someone else shouted Isaiah promised his coming too.  Isaiah said and he shall be called wonderful counselor, the everlasting Father, the Mighty God, the prince of peace.  And, if you had been in the crowd, if  you were an observant Jew you would have known that just weeks before this very Jesus stood in the Temple and read these words from Isaiah, 
The Spirit of the Lord [is] upon me, because he hath anointed me to preach the gospel to the poor; he hath sent me to heal the brokenhearted, to preach deliverance to the captives, and recovering of sight to the blind, to set at liberty them that are bruised, To preach the acceptable year of the Lord.  And he closed the book, and he gave [it] again to the minister, and sat down. And the eyes of all them that were in the synagogue were fastened on him. And he began to say unto them; this day is this scripture fulfilled in your ears. 
Fulfilled, Fulfilled!  The scripture has been fulfilled, he is the one.  He is the Messiah, the anointed one, the one sent from God to set the people free.  
That’s what would have been mingled with the loud shouts and the cries of hosanna.  The prophecies were now fulfilled.  The Christ has come all will be well.  Shout it from the roof tops, God has kept the divine word.  Salvation is come to God’s people.  Deliverance is at hand.  Shout; shout with the voice of triumph and joy.  He is here, Jesus, the Christ is here.

And do you know what he did as his first official act having ridden in as the coming King?  Do you know what he did to show his power, to show his authority?  With the wave of his hand he could have called down thunder and lightning.  With the merest nod of his head Jesus could have commanded the rocks to cry out.  Jesus could have done anything, but his first act, his very first act after riding into Jerusalem’s environs was to weep.
He wept because his heart was broken, he wept because he loved us so.

Beloved of God, he wept because he loved all of those who stood shouting ecstatically on the side of those roads.  He wept because he understood some had come just for the party and the celebration.  He wept because he knew not even the disciples understood why he had come.  Did you hear why they were rejoicing as he came into town?  The text tells us, they rejoiced because they had seen his miracles.  They rejoiced because now their side was winning and maybe, just maybe, things would get easier for them.  

Jesus wept because he knew the very ones who cried out Hosanna on Sunday would cry crucify him on Friday; the very ones who now rejoiced and waved palms would wave ugly fists and rejoice at the release of Barabbas and at his sentence of death.  He wept because those who today called him friend, Savior and Lord would soon scatter and deny that they knew him or anything about him. He wept because all of his work, all of his ministry, had not given any of them a real and true glimpse of who he was and why he came.  He wept because he knew all of these things and he still loved them.  Jesus loved them, this I know.  He will stay close beside them all the way; even when they do not get it, even then they miss the mark.
As the tears run down his face; as the noise fades into the distance behind him; as he crests the hill and looks out over Jerusalem, Jesus says, if you, if you had only known on this day what would bring peace, but you cannot you will not, you do not see it.  

Hmmmmmppppphhhh.  What nerve.  He is weeping because they do not understand what makes for peace.  Just one moment!  I am confused!  Who is this Jesus to talk about making peace?  After all, little that he did during his ministry on earth brought about anything like peace.  In fact his life and his ministry stirred up anything but peace.  We do not have to do anything but turn to the stories in the gospels to see that this one who came preaching peace was not one who often created peace.  

This was the man who healed on the Sabbath and almost caused a riot in the Temple
 because it was not lawful to heal on the Sabbath.  And when he met the man possessed of so many demons that they jointly called themselves “Legion”, Jesus sent the malevolent spirits into a herd of pigs and the pigs ran into the sea drowning themselves and their owners’ economic future.  When the owners heard what had happened they told the whole town and the whole town came and ran Jesus out of town.
  Not much peace in that story.
Everywhere this Jesus went he left anything but peace in his wake.  He cavorted with thieves and prostitutes,
 and that was just not done by respectable rabbis in his day.  He ate with sinner and tax collectors.
  How many of us can imagine spending peaceful time with IRS officials?  

Jesus honored women and taught them in just the same way as he taught the men.
  Remember Mary sitting at his feet.  That scene sure did not bring peace to Martha and probably not to the disciples.  He spent his money and his time with the least and the left out and that kind of behavior even angered his disciples.  Jesus, why are you paying attention to this woman who has come to anoint your feet, your head with costly ointment?  Keep the ointment, sell it for good money, and send her away.  He taught that the first shall be last and the last shall be first.
  And that messed with everyone’s notion of fairness.  And he taught that the only way you will get into heaven is that you feed the hungry, clothe the naked, give a cup of cool water to the thirsty, welcome the stranger, take care of the infirmed and visit those in prison.
  
This kind of talk upset the status quo, challenged the prevailing structures, and angered people of power and position.  This was not the kind of talk that made for peace.  So why is Jesus weeping and talking about peace when he did little to create the kind of peace most people wanted.  Please he is crying over spilled peace.
He wasn’t crying; there is a Greek word for just shedding tears; he was weeping, filled with sorrow, sobbing at what he saw.  On that Sunday, looking out over Jerusalem, he wept and we would sit here centuries later must ask why and what does it have to do with us today?

Beloved of God, the peace Jesus came to bring is a paradoxical peace.  If a paradox is something that seems utterly absurd but is, in reality, true;
 then indeed Jesus did come preaching a paradoxical peace.  His peace is not a peace defined by an absence of discord.  It is not a peace made possible by smoothing over differences and declaring them non-existent.  It is not a peace that says we will go along to get along.  It is the peace that is achieved only through the presence of something utterly absurd but is in reality true; Christ’s peace is made real only when we who believe in him, we who follow him help create the fullness and presence of God’s great shalom.  
Shalom, peace, the Hebrew word Jesus would have known, carries within it more than our English word peace can ever convey.  Shalom is: 
· The peace that means soundness, where all are whole and well.

· The peace that affords completeness, where all have access to the things that make for a good life.

· The peace that offers safety, where no one worries about the threat of violence or the reality of aggression.  

· The peace that makes way for prosperity, the prosperity of heart, mind, soul and spirit.  

The peace that the disciples and the crowd did not understand, did not see, is the peace that will be brought about only by a removal of old ways, just as Jesus removed the demons from the man once possessed.  The peace that caused Jesus to weep is the peace that will reign when those who are on the inside and those who are on the outside find ways of hearing and respecting one another, as happened when Jesus sat with the sinners and the Pharisees.  
The kind of peace that the Messiah longed for, the shalom, that all who waved their palms that Sunday so long ago seemed to have missed is the kind of peace that honors those who are different, those whom society would leave out and leave behind, honors them and sees to their well being, their peace.  
It is the kind of peace that messes with our sense of fairness because this peace is not based on works, it cannot grow up by merit, it is not gained by effort; it is given by grace and distributed through love.  It is the kind of peace that does not seek out conflict but does not mind conflict either; not when conflict is used as a method to uncover practices that are not fair, to bring to light that which does not make for soundness, completeness, safety and prosperity for all.  If you had only longed for, desired, known this kind of peace, Jesus said.
Now, my friends, here is the $64,000 dollar question for us today, if Jesus rode into Barrington on this Palm Sunday, if he heard us sing All Glory Laud and Honor; if he was in the presence of our hosannas and our palms would he look at us and weep? 
Would he looked at the mess our nation is in, budget overruns, fighting and cursing at the highest level of government; would he weep?  Would he weep because hunger is running rampant in the world and yet Florida strawberry growers are plowing under their bumper crop yields because the abundance this season has brought will drive the prices down?
  Would he weep because we seem bent on spending more as a state, as a nation, as individuals than is in our checking accounts believing that as long as we have checks we have money?  Would he weep because we cannot find enough money to maintain a five day school week and yet we hear that those in the top tax brackets are doing better and better and there is a new billionaire made somewhere in the world every 36 hours?
  
Would he weep because we do not know what makes for peace; a living wage so that no one who honors the dignity of work and who works 40 hours of week might live in poverty; equity in education so that children who go to school each day might read at grade level and perform with success.  If Jesus came back in this hour would he weep because we do not know what makes for peace, the ability to sit in your living room and not fear bullets or kindness in our way of living that says to all children, even in places like Barrington you have worth, you are loved, you are good and your life is precious.  What makes for peace is the richness of shalom offered to all.  
Jesus loves us he will stay close beside us all the way.  Choir, thank you for that anthem this morning, for in it lays the good news.  Jesus does love us, just as he loved those who lined that street on the first Palm Sunday.  He loved them and though he wept over them, he did not give up on them.  He kept on riding into town, right up to a hill with a cross.  He kept on riding because his love was so real and so true; there was nothing else for him to do.

And he love us, and the one we call Christ will stay with us, all the way; stay with us and continue to teach us that peace, shalom, soundness, completeness, safety and prosperity are what he desires for all.  He loves us and will stay with us teaching us how we might be ambassadors of this peace in our homes, in our communities and beyond.  

Jesus loves us he will stay, and he will ask us to work for peace, not the peace that is the absence of noise, trouble or hard work, but the peace that allows us to stand in the midst of these things and still know calm in our hearts because Jesus loves us and we are his hands and hearts and voice of peace.  Now, we can shout Hosanna, now we know it is well with our souls.   Amen.

� Zechariah 9:9.


� The choir will begin the second anthem in this place.  They will sing an arrangement of Jesus Loves Me, set to Debussy’s Clair de Lune.


� Luke 13:14.


� Luke 8:26-37.


� Luke 15:1


� Matthew 9:10.


� Luke 10:41.


� Matthew 20:16.


� Matthew 25:40-46.


� See entry for “paradox” in the Online Dictionary of Etymology (http://www.etymonline.com).


� For please go to http://www.tampabay.com/news/business/agriculture/article1082628.ece.


� According to Forbes Magazine 218 new billionaires were created around the world last year.  Please see http://www.rferl.org/content/Forbes_Rich_List_Number_Of_New_Billionaires_Reflects_Global_Recovery/1980413.html.
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