
“Walking Together” 
Sermon by Rev. David D. Colby 

Central Presbyterian Church 
March 25, 2018 

Scripture: Luke 19:28-42 
 
 
 

In 1956, a 12 year-old girl named Jamila Jones participated in the Montgomery Bus 
Boycott.1  She was a great singer and had formed the Montgomery Gospel Trio to raise money 
for the Civil Rights Movement.  About two years later, she was invited to the Highlander Folk 
School in Tennessee to sing and participate in a retreat and training session in nonviolent 
activism.  The Highlander Folk School is in a beautiful setting, but it was in an all-white 
community.  African-Americans would drive in after dark to avoid harassment.  But the word 
spread about how black and white people would meet there together, and rumors were whispered 
about subversive communist indoctrination - all this civil rights stuff and mixing of the races.  So 
Highlander Folk School was pressured by the local police and eventually shut down by the state 
of Tennessee.  But in 1958, fourteen year old Jamila Jones was there to sing when suddenly the 
police raided Highlander, who shut off all the lights in the building.  And Jamila Jones, just 
fourteen, found the strength to sing out into the darkness, adding a new verse to the civil rights 
anthem “We Shall Overcome.” 

 
There in the pitch dark, with the police threatening and unsure whether her sisters and 

friends were safe, she found her voice and started to sing, “We Are Not Afraid.”  
 
Never doubt that a small group of thoughtful, committed citizens can change the world; 

indeed, it’s the only thing that ever has,” Margaret Mead is often quoted as saying.2  Jamila Jones 
started singing “We are not afraid,” and then others joined her.  She could tell that one of her 
sisters, who couldn’t carry a tune, was safe.  And she recognized the voices of others, and knew 
that they were safe.  And their presence and their witness gave them power.   

 
We are not afraid, we are not afraid 
We are not afraid today 
Oh, deep in my heart, I do believe 
We are not afraid today. 
 
An unnerved white police officer shakily asked this fourteen year-old black girl, “Do you 

have to sing so loud?” 
 

 Jesus and a whole group of friends, disciples and followers were marching together.  And 
they were singing and chanting, when, some of the Pharisees in the crowd said to Jesus, “teacher, 
order your disciples to be stop.”   
 
 Maybe they did not like the signs they carried.  Maybe the found their chants offensive.  
One Bible commentary speculates why they wanted the disciples silenced. 
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Perhaps they feared that calling Jesus King would be misinterpreted and create political 
repercussions.  If so, their reason might have been from self-interest; that is, let us not 
upset the Romans and lose what few benefits we now have.  Or their reason might have 
been concern for Jesus' safety.  After all, they had warned Jesus earlier about the threat of 
Herod (13:31).3 

 
 Because, you see.  Walking together, they were dangerous to those in power.  Walking 
together, they could be brave.  Walking together, their voices grew louder.  And because they 
were walking together it caused those who held to a little bit of power in a corrupt and violent 
system to become afraid.  The gospel is full of power – including and especially to those who 
know that might does not make right.  The gospel of Jesus Christ is a constant reminder that 
injustice anywhere is a threat to justice everywhere.  The gospel of Jesus Christ is a call to faith 
and also a call to action and to giving voice to the voiceless.  The Pharisees told Jesus to order 
his disciples to stop, but he answered, “I tell you, if these were silent, the stones would shout 
out” (Luke 19:40). 

 
On this Palm Sunday we remember that they were walking together.  And we can take 

heart from their courage. 
 

I have told this here before, but it is so easy to forget yet so important to know.  There 
were two parades that entered into Jerusalem that day. 
 

We heard the story, from the Gospel of Luke, about one of the parades.  Jesus entering 
Jerusalem riding on a colt, surrounded by a cheering group of disciples.  And ever since, we 
Christians have been remembering and re-enacting that procession on Palm Sunday.  Some of us 
know it by heart.  Go into the city and find a colt that has never been ridden.  Jesus entering the 
city without a parade permit, but with a group of followers cheering lustily (so much that Jesus 
can say if they were silent, even the stones would shout aloud), people spreading their cloaks on 
the ground, giving Jesus the red carpet treatment, people cutting down palm branches, waving 
them, and shouting, “Blessed is the king who comes in the name of the Lord!  Peace in heaven 
and glory in the highest heaven!” (Luke 19:38).  Palm Sunday.  That is the parade we know and 
re-enact. 
 

But there was another procession that same day in Jerusalem two thousand years ago.  
Jesus knew about that other procession.  So did the disciples.  So did the people who first heard 
the gospel.  But it may come as a surprise to us.   

 
In their wonderful book, The Last Week: A Day-by-Day Account of Jesus’s Final Week 

in Jerusalem, Marcus Borg and John Dominic Crossan begin by saying, two parades “entered 
Jerusalem on a spring day in the year 30.  It was the beginning of the week of Passover, the most 
sacred week of the Jewish year.” 4 

 
Borg and Crossan describe the other parade.  The official parade.  The one that did not 

even need a parade permit – because they were the officials who would grant such a thing.  Some 
of those participants, if they were still alive, would be furious that we don’t think of their parade 
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when we think of this day.  It was a military parade to massage the ego of the ruler and 
demonstrate the Empire's power.  Here is what happened in that other parade.   
 

Pontius Pilate, the Roman governor . . . entered Jerusalem at the head of a column 
of imperial cavalry and soldiers.  Jesus’s procession proclaimed the kingdom of God; 
Pilate’s proclaimed the power of empire. . . Pilate’s military procession was a 
demonstration of both Roman imperial power and Roman imperial theology. . .  It was 
the standard practice of the Roman governors of Judea to be in Jerusalem for the major 
Jewish festivals.  They did so not out of empathetic reverence for the religious devotion 
of their Jewish subjects, but to be in the city in case there was trouble.  There often was, 
especially at Passover, a festival that celebrated the Jewish people’s liberation from an 
earlier empire. . . . 
 

Imagine the imperial procession’s arrival in the city.  A visual panoply of imperial 
power: cavalry on horses, foot soldiers, leather armor, helmets, weapons, banners, golden 
eagles mounted on poles, sun glinting on metal and gold.  Sounds: the marching of feet, 
the creaking of leather, the clinking of bridles, the beating of drums.  The swirling of 
dust.  The eyes of the silent onlookers, some curious, some awed, some resentful. 
 

Pilate’s procession displayed not only imperial power, but also Roman imperial 
theology.  According to this theology, the emperor was not simply the ruler of Rome, but 
the Son of God.5 

 
We have forgotten it now, but everyone then would have known about Pilate’s 

procession.  All those weapons.  The sunlight reflecting off the swords.  All that military might.  
Pilate represented the Roman Emperor, who was the Roman mythology insisted, the Son of God.  
The parade participants were armed to the teeth.  Determined to show power and strike fear into 
the hearts of the people of Jerusalem.  But for the Romans, the problem was that the people of 
Jerusalem had long memories, and many knew in their hearts that the Emperor was not God.   
 

So Jesus makes a deliberate decision.  To create a procession of his own.  With 
symbolism and theology designed to attract attention, and perhaps even strike fear into the hearts 
of some in Jerusalem.  Let Pilate have his military parade with soldiers and chariots; Jesus would 
get on a small colt.  And he would be surrounded by people walking.  Walking and chanting and 
finding the power of God.  Two parades that day.  One now long-forgotten; one that endures in 
our memories and songs and shapes our longings.   

 
What Jesus does is take that familiar form and he tweaks it, subverts it.  He gives people 

of faith a chance to participate and celebrate and gain courage.   
 
They walked together, Jesus and the disciples.  And their march is remembered down 

through history.  And Jesus' Palm Sunday parade continues to inspire those who walk for justice, 
those who know that might does NOT make right.  Jesus who knows that the world is full of 
violence and hatred and evil and walks together right into its midst.  Unafraid.  Unbowed.   

 



 4

There will come a time, later this week, and at some point in all our lives, when we will 
need to Walk Alone - but that is a topic for Thursday night's sermon.  For now, the scripture 
passage invites us to imagine that we are walking together with Jesus.  Marching.  Chanting.  
Singing.  Marching in the light of God.  Marching in the very presence of God. 

 
Oh for that moment to last.  Couldn't the crowd keep up the cheers and chants at least 

until Passover was over and all went home safely again?  Couldn't the crowd protect him just a 
little longer?  Don't you wish that we could be a part of that crowd, stamping our feet, waving 
our palm branches, hoping with all our hearts, believing with all our faith? 

 
But it was not meant to be.  Jesus likely knew it, as he hitched up his cloak and saddled up and 
began to ride.  But for those moments, the crowd must have sounded like angels to his ears.  
Jesus, order your disciples to stop!  He was warned.  But instead of silencing us, but he 
answered, “I tell you, if these were silent, the stones would shout out” (Luke 19:40). 

 
Can you still hear us, Jesus?   
 
We are not afraid.  We are not afraid.   
We are not afraid today 
Oh, deep in my heart, I do believe 
We are not afraid today. 
 

 
 
                                                 
1 I initially heard about Jamila Jones from this article by Katherine Meizel, “Music and Protest, Hand in Hand:  
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https://www.loc.gov/item/2015669108/.  Another National Public Radio story also traces the roots of We Shall 
Overcome and is archived at https://blogs.loc.gov/folklife/2014/02/tracing-the-long-journey-of-we-shall-overcome/ .   
2 This quote is widely attributed to Margaret Mead with slight adaptations.      
https://en.wikiquote.org/wiki/Margaret_Mead#Disputed 
3 Fred B. Craddock,  Luke in the Interpretation Bible Commentary series  (Louisville, John Knox Press, 1990) 227. 
4 Marcus J. Borg and John Dominic Crossan, The Last Week: A Day-by-Day Account of Jesus’s Final Week in 
Jerusalem  (HarperSanFrancisco, 2006) 2-3. 
5 Ibid. 


