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One of the delights of moving back to Canada that I hadn’t anticipated 

was discovering that Canadian Netflix still plays host to the shows The 

Office and Parks and Recreation. In the States these shows were taken 

off over a year ago and moved onto NBC’s new streaming service which 

was quite tragic and so it’s been with great joy that I’ve returned to 

these shows in the last few months, most recently making my way back 

through Parks and Rec.  

Parks and Rec follows the lives and adventures of the employees of the 

Parks and Recreation Department in the city of Pawnee, Indiana. 

Pawnee is a town known for irascible residents, high levels of unhealth 

due to a local candy factory and fast food joints, and is regularly 

overrun with racoons or other small vermin.  

Right next to Pawnee is the city of Eagleton. And Eagleton is everything 

Pawnee is not – sophisticated, clean, healthy…but of course, also a little 

bit snooty.  

The two towns share a park – the Pawnee side being…a bit of a 

dump…the Eagleton side being immaculate and pristine. One day the 

residents of Pawnee wake up to discover a fence has been built right 

down the boundary line, preventing Pawneeans from enjoying the 

Eagleton park.  

This incenses the Pawnee Park department, particularly its deputy 

director, Leslie Knope, and she goes toe-to-toe with her Eagleton 

counterpart, Lindsay Carlisle Shay, to try to get rid of the fence. 

She holds a townhall in Pawnee, where people yell at her and storm off 

in outrage. She then attends a townhall in Eagleton, where residents 

applaud one another just for attending and enjoy champagne and hors 

d’oeuvres. 
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She ends up getting in a fist fight with Lindsay, landing them both in jail, 

Lindsay in the grimy, dark jail of Pawnee, and Leslie in the hotel-like jail 

of Eagleton, where she’s offered a complimentary herbal tea and Greek 

yogurt.  

At every turn during the episode, Eagleton comes out looking pretty 

good. No one would really blame Leslie for looking on Pawnee as a lost 

cause – one giant park filled with garbage – and moving over to a place 

with a bit more promise. No one would blame Leslie for giving up on 

her city in despair. 

But she doesn’t. She sticks it out with her city, because she loves it. And 

she works hard to find a way to turn her side of the park into something 

beautiful.  

In our text today, it looks like Jesus might be giving up on a city. If you 

remember in our Scripture a few weeks ago, in Luke 13, Jesus was 

talking to the Pharisees about Herod the Fox, and he lamented that he 

wanted to gather the people of Jerusalem under his wings like a mother 

hen, but they would not let him. He tells the people “Look, your house 

is left to you desolate. I tell you, you will not see me again until you say, 

‘Blessed is he who comes in the name of the Lord.’” 

Well – this comes true. After a time away, Jesus returns to Jerusalem, 

and the people do indeed say “Blessed is the king who comes in the 

name of the Lord!” This is Jesus’ triumphal entry, though you’ll notice 

that the story feels a bit different in Luke’s telling of it compared to the 

other Gospels.  

There are no crowds of children skipping about, no palm branches 

being waved in the air, no cries of “Hosanna!” These things probably 

still did happen, but Luke isn’t interested in them. While the gospels are 

historic accounts of the life of Jesus, they’re also sermons, written to 
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specific audiences and written to convey a deeper message or truth 

about Jesus.  

Matthew, writing to a Jewish audience, is particularly interested in how 

Jesus is king of the Jews, and plays up this idea with the palm branches 

and cries of “Hosanna,” symbols of nationalism, demonstrating how the 

Jews misunderstood the kingship of Jesus.  

Luke, on the other hand, is interested in Jesus’ kingship insofar as Jesus 

is the true King of Peace. The cry of the disciples “Blessed is the king 

who comes in the name of the Lord! Peace in heaven and glory in the 

highest!” sounds familiar, doesn’t it? Very much like the song of the 

angels heralding the birth of Jesus – “Glory to God in the highest 

heaven, and on earth peace to those on whom his favor rests.” 

Throughout his gospel Luke describes Jesus as the one who brings true 

peace to the people – an offer of peace from God to his rebellious 

people, the invitation to repent of their rebellion, to lay down their 

arms – their swords of greed, helmets of vanity, boots of self-

sufficiency, and shields of hatred – and find their home, their security, 

their footing, their forgiveness, in him.  

And so Luke’s focus, in this story of Jesus’ entry into Jerusalem, is on 

Jesus, the King of Peace. And Jesus, upon cresting a hill and seeing the 

city on the other side of the valley, weeps.  

He weeps for a city that will reject this offer of peace. A city that is 

about to turn on him, placing not a crown of jewels on his head, but a 

crown of thorns. A city that can only imagine that peace will come 

when they are free of Roman rule, and so as the years go by, they will 

take up arms against the Romans, just small skirmishes at first, and 

then larger attacks, until finally Rome will say “enough” and will declare 

open war against the city, leveling its walls, destroying the temple, 
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killing so many inside. The people do not accept Jesus’ invitation to 

peace. They believe they know best. They armor themselves in 

rebellion. 

“If you, even you,” Jesus says, “had only known on this day what would 

bring you peace – but now it is hidden from your eyes…you did not 

recognize the time of God’s coming to you.” 

Jerusalem looks like a lost cause. Jesus came for the Jews – and they 

will reject him. Jesus came to bring salvation to Jerusalem, and 

Jerusalem will choose the path that leads to war. Knowing this, none of 

us would blame Jesus for turning his donkey around. No one would 

blame Jesus for leaving the people of Jerusalem to their own devices, 

watching from afar as the Jewish leaders heap ruin on themselves. No 

one would blame Jesus for despairing of the city.  

But he doesn’t. He doesn’t end his lament by shrugging his shoulders 

and pulling on the reigns. He doesn’t lash out in anger or run and hide.  

He keeps going. 

He goes into the city. 

He goes into the city because even though the people will not receive 

the peace he comes to offer, he will yet bring about this peace. 

He will go into the city and be betrayed by his friend.  

He will go into the city and be put on trial – his kingship mocked.  

And ultimately the city will reject him. They will cast him outside their 

walls, forcing him to crawl to the hill called Golgotha, where he will be 

put to death, forsaken by the city. 

But through it all, Jesus will not forsake the city. He will save the city, 

redeem the city, make real peace, real life, real hope, possible for those 

who live within the city. They may not have recognized the time of 



5 
 

God’s coming to them, they may not have known Jesus for who he was 

when he walked among them. But because he died for them, the 

people of God will forever now have the opportunity to receive life. 

There will always be – for those who choose Christ, who see Jesus for 

who he is – the possibility of peace. 

A peace that does not fall away at the first sign of trouble, when the 

enemy is at our gates, threatening to undo us.  

A peace that is not merely the absence of chaos. 

The peace that Jesus promises is greater than anything we could ever 

imagine. It is a peace that passes all understanding, a peace that does 

not ignore or deny the presence of sorrow and pain, but offers itself to 

us in the midst of that sorrow and pain, that helps us to stand firm in 

the midst of that sorrow and pain. 

A peace that gives us hope even in the midst of despair.  

This peace says that this is not the end of this. Because the story does 

not end at the death of Jesus. Even as we anticipate Friday, we know 

that’s Sunday’s coming. 

“I am the resurrection and the life” Jesus tells a despairing Martha. 

“Whoever believes in me will live, even though they die; and whoever 

lives by believing in me will never die.” 

This is not the end of this. There is a new day coming, when there will 

be no more pain or sorrow or violence or enmity. When the children of 

God will inhabit a new city, a new Jerusalem. 

And so – while with one breath Jesus despairs of the city – with another 

he calls his people to praise.  
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When the Pharisees try to hush the disciples as they shout their 

refrains, Jesus rebukes them and says, “Even if they keep quiet, the 

stones will cry out.” 

The preacher Fred Craddock writes, “Jesus says ‘praise must happen’ 

because the disciples are expressing what is ultimately and finally true; 

God will provide a witness though every mouth be stopped; opposition 

to Christian witness cannot succeed; and the truth will come out, it 

cannot long be silenced.” 

“The truth will come out” – the truth that Christ gave his life for a 

rebellious people that they might have life; the truth that God is 

present in his world, renewing and restoring it, the truth that we are 

held by God, the truth of God’s peace. And – knowing this truth – God’s 

people are called to live in stubborn and audacious hope.  

And in that hope, we are called to go into the city. To go into those 

places and situations that seem to be full of despair. And to praise the 

one who is our hope, our life and our peace by offering his hope, life 

and peace to all those we meet. By helping those around us to see 

Jesus, the King of Peace, a light even in the midst of the darkness. 

One woman doing just this is named Ludmilla. And I could tell you her 

story, but I’m going to let her tell you herself as we watch this short 

video.  

[Deidox video] 

Ambassadors of the kingdom. Living as citizens of the City of God, as we 

anticipate the new Jerusalem, and so living in hope, offering joy and 

peace, in our city, now. Whether that city be a town, a metropolis, an 

office suite, a home, a neighborhood. 

Leslie Knope, undeterred by the antics of her Eagleton counterpart, 

sought to transform the park in the city that she loved. And so she 
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turned it into a whiffleball field, using the fence that was meant to 

divide as an outfield fence, marking the boundaries – not between 

people, but of play. And in her whiffleball league, children of Pawnee - 

and Eagleton - were welcome to join. The park became a place for 

peace.  

How can you offer God’s peace in your city? How can the Holy Spirit 

transform your city to be a place of peace? 

There is much to weep over, as we look out over the world. But as we 

enter this Holy Week, and anticipate the death and resurrection of 

Jesus, there is also much that gives us hope, that calls us to live in hope. 

To live as ambassadors of the kingdom of heaven, stubbornly insisting 

that this is not the end of this. 

And so I close with these words from Frederick Buechner: 

“Despair and hope. They travel the road to Jerusalem together, as 

together they travel every road we take – despair at what in our 

madness we are bringing down on our own heads and hope in him who 

travels the road with us and for us and who is the only one of us all who 

is not mad. Hope in the King who approaches every human heart like a 

city. And it is a very great hope as hopes go and well worth all our 

singing and dancing and sad little palms because not even death can 

prevail against this King and not even the end of the world, when end it 

does, will be the end of him and of the mystery and majesty of his love. 

Blessed be he.” 

Would you pray with me? 
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And so, Lord Jesus, help us to live in your peace. 

There is much in our world that is broken,  

that is divided, that is friction, 

much that causes us to despair. 

Give us the faith to hold onto your peace, 

knowing that you hold onto us, 

no matter what storms around us may blow.  

Help us to not avoid those places of brokenness, 

but to enter into them as ambassadors of your Kingdom, 

speaking words of hope and of love, 

calling all people to live in your peace. 

And Jesus, we pray that just as you entered the city 

so long ago, 

you would return, and enter once more into your world, 

to right all wrongs, 

to make the bad things come untrue, 

to finally and fully bring an end to the pain, 

sorrow, and violence that we are all too used to. 

Maranatha, Lord Jesus, and Hosanna.  

Save us; 

and blessed be your name. 

We pray this in the name of Jesus, 

our King, 

Amen.  

 


