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A few nights ago, I was getting ready for bed a little later than usual. This is how things go in the time of 
corona: routines shift and time doesn’t seem to mean what it used to. So, I was getting ready for bed, and I 
heard this strange sound coming from outside. Somewhere on the sidewalk, just a couple of houses down, there 
were voices! From people! I was amazed to see them standing close together, shoulder to shoulder, walking at 
night with what seemed like no purpose. Just being outside. How very dare they! I felt kind of like that grumpy 
lady in the neighborhood where I grew up. If you were playing outside, you’d inevitably catch a glimpse of her 
in her front window, holding the curtains back just enough to see out, and when she saw that you saw her, she’d 
shove the curtains closed, hoping she hadn’t been caught. Well, that was me. Standing in my upper room, 
watching those kids walk up the road, I shoved the curtain shut hoping I hadn’t been spotted. But I couldn’t get 
them out of my head. What were they doing out there? Walking around? This clearly wasn’t an essential outing. 
There were no groceries involved, no prescriptions being filled, just time being passed. I have to admit, at first I 
was suspicious, then I was a little envious, and finally I just rolled my eyes. Half at them for being out, and half 
at myself for being so suspicious. 

Now, I’m not trying to defend whatever those kids were up to, but there was something compelling 
about their little procession. I went back to the window and spied some more. I couldn’t hear what they were 
saying, but I could tell they were having a good time. Maybe it was the quarantine getting to me, or maybe it 
was the sight of life, but I felt drawn to them. I wanted to be out there, hearing what they had to say, walking 
wherever they were walking. But, obviously, I couldn’t. And I didn’t. I don’t know if I missed out on anything. 
It was clearly the prudent thing not to go out there. But I still kinda wonder. What did they know that I didn’t? 
This is a weird time, folks. I can’t think of any other time that I’ve heard kids on the street in the middle of the 
night and thought, “Oh, that sounds like fun, I should join them.” Usually, I’m a little more curmudgeonly.  But 
being stuck inside and following the directions of experts, it’s not the most exciting life. So, any kind of 
movement at all looks like an event! But this isn’t normal. Some day, I’ll get to roll my eyes at those kids again, 
but for now, it’s exciting!  

You know, standing at that curtain, I actually got a little sad, because I realized they were doing more of 
a procession than we would get to this year. Palm Sunday always feels so exciting to me. Like, we step outside 
and walk down a stretch of sidewalk just long enough for neighbors or passersby or traffic on Madison St. to 
see us doing this unusual thing. It feels almost risky stepping outside like that on the way to church on a Sunday 
morning, and I imagine folks like me watching out of their pulled back curtains trying to make sense of what 
we’re about. But this year, we don’t get to take that risk.  

On the day Jesus entered Jerusalem, a crowd gathered, gawking at the spectacle. Folks that knew who he 
was came out and paved his way with palms, cheering and calling him Hosanna, Savior. And this was risky, not 
like our sidewalk procession, but really and truly risky. For his followers it was a powerful statement of who 
they put their trust in. For those in power, it was a stunt to bring them down, thumbing their nose at the empire. 
But this year, we can’t even pace the homage to that moment alongside our building. Instead, we’re stuck, 
rightfully, inside, clutching at the curtains and watching Christ go past. See, this is a hard and important reality. 
Holy Week is going to happen. Good Friday is going to happen. And Easter is going to happen. They happened 
the first time without us, and they’ll happen again regardless of what we do. There is nothing in this world that 
will stop the resurrection of Jesus.  

But each year that we do observe these sacred days, we bring some new version of ourselves to the 
story. And I don’t know about y’all, but I have this temptation while reading the stories, to try to imagine where 



I might fit. Some years, I’ve felt like Pilate. Some, I’ve been a member of the crowd hollering “Crucify him.” 
And some, I’ve connected with the criminals crucified on either side of Jesus. See, I have this temptation not 
just to imagine myself in the story, but to imagine myself as one of the main characters. Oh, I’ve felt the sting of 
guilt that crushes Peter. I’ve felt the internal tension of Judas trying to balance mission with a healthy bottom 
line. I’ve even felt the weight of someone else’s cross I didn’t have to pick up (and probably shouldn’t have). 
On my better days, I’ve avoided trying to make Jesus’ suffering my own -- that street runs the other way. But 
I’m not going to pretend I haven’t connected deeply with his prayer in Gethsemane. But until this year, I’ve 
never considered the possibility that in the telling of the story, when Jesus entered Jerusalem, when the people 
waved their palms, when the people grew angry and crowded around Pilate for a decision, and when they 
watched as that cross raised to the air with Christ pinned to its arms, I’ve never considered the possibility that I 
might not have been there. I never imagined that I might’ve watched the Messiah stroll by on a donkey from 
behind a clutched curtain in my room. I never imagined peeking around the cloth or shoving it closed hoping he 
didn’t catch a glimpse of me watching him. I never imagined that I might’ve rolled my eyes at the audacious 
display. Maybe the Good News would’ve gotten to me eventually, but maybe I would’ve turned away and tried 
to catch some sleep instead.  

I don’t know what it means to enter Holy Week on a computer instead of in the streets. I’ve never done 
this before, but I expect some very different lessons to come out of the next seven days. I can’t pretend to even 
give you a hint of what might be to come. Jesus taking on our sins and what ails us in the time of pandemic, I 
can’t anticipate how that will feel. Mourning the greatest loss in our story while also mourning the loss of those 
we’ve known well, I’m sure there will be a new layer of pain there, but just how, exactly, I can’t say. But I do 
know this. That no matter what we do, Easter will come. Easter is about one thing: the resurrection of Jesus 
Christ. It’s not about the economy. It’s not about what character you play. It’s not about people in the street or 
an epidemic or even you and me. Easter is about Jesus. And I am so grateful, though this is a strange time, I’m 
so grateful even to be able to peek out my window or open up my computer and watch the story unfold. Maybe 
next year we’ll rejoin the crowd, but this year, this year we watch.  


