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“Jerusalem, Jerusalem, the city that kills the prophets and stones those who are sent to it.” 
 

There is not a city in the world, perhaps, that symbolizes hope like the city of Jerusalem. It is the 
birthplace of three of the major religions of the world. I have never been there but apparently it is filled 
with mosques, synagogues, churches, and shrines.  The wall of the second temple is still standing, 
and you can see the rock that Abraham is supposed to have been taken up into heaven from. People 
of all different faiths take spiritual journeys to Jerusalem in hopes of renewing their faith and finding 
new hope and dreams. 

But Jerusalem is also a city which symbolizes violence and failure and sin and corruption. We have 
almost gotten to the point where we aren’t surprised to regularly read about stories of assassinations, 
suicide bombers, fights between Palestinians and Jews. There are so many fights and opinions that it 
is hard to make sense of it. Jerusalem is a confusing place. And it was so 2000 years ago as well. 

“Jerusalem, Jerusalem, the city that kills the prophets and stones those who are sent to it! How I have 
desired to gather your children together as a hen gathers her brood under her wings and you were 
not willing.” 

Why is it that Jerusalem kills prophets? Prophets were always getting in trouble for telling the truth, 
for siding with the poor, for not going along with the status quo, for calling people to dream dreams 
and see visions, for entreating people to listen to God. So, when the prophets spoke the truth, which 
was not what people wanted to hear, they killed them.  

Jesus never shied away from speaking the truth. He exposed those who were exploiting the poor and 
telling lies and looking inward rather than outward. You remember that he got run out of town after his 
first sermon in Nazareth. And now, toward the end of his career, he has continued to speak the truth 
to power, and the local leader Herod wants him dead, mostly because of the truth he dared to speak. 
Jesus could have avoided his fate if he had just kept his mouth shut, but he loves God’s children too 
much to not speak up. 

“How I have desired to gather your children together as a hen gathers her brood under her wings and 
you were not willing.” 

You can hear the lament of Jesus. He knows what the people of Jerusalem should do but he just 
can’t make them. He knows that the people should not be swayed by the bullies and the loudest 
voices and the allure of power and riches and promises of the good life. He knows what is ultimately 
best for them, but they simply would not listen. If you have watched a child suffer and make bad 
decisions than you know all about that lamenting. It is painful to watch someone you love make a bad 
choice. You want so bad to just take them and hold them close and protect them. It is a vulnerable 
position to be in. Vulnerable love.  

I have been doing yoga recently. If any of you have done yoga then you know it’s about a lot of 
balance and strength and stretching. There are all kinds of difficult poses where you hold them for 
what seems like an eternity. The chair pose, warrior 3, tree pose. Often, you are balancing on one leg 
and engaging your core and that leg that is holding you up will start to shake. This week, I was in a 
class and the instructor kept saying, “hold on to the vulnerability, let yourself be vulnerable, embrace 
the shakiness.”  Well, I had this text in the back of my mind and as I am struggling to hold that pose 
with my leg shaking and hurting and close to falling over and giving up, her word choice of being 
vulnerable stuck with me. That shakiness, that balancing and almost tipping over and almost giving 
up is often what love feels like. It would be easier to just let go, stop the pain, stop trying, but when 
you love, really love, you can’t walk away. Vulnerable love is a love that is willing to face the 



challenge, sit in the mess, walk into the potential suffering, and stare it down. It is a love that allows 
yourself to be vulnerable for others, shakiness, and fear and all, to let yourself care and feel, knowing 
it might hurt, it will definitely hurt. And this kind of love, vulnerable love, takes a tremendous amount 
of courage and strength. 

It's counter cultural too. We tend to think of power as courage and strength with guns and ammo, 
storming the capital and taking over, kind of like Clint Eastwood riding into town and showing others 
who is in charge. There are times we would like Jesus to have a bit of Clint Eastwood in him. We 
want him to ride into Jerusalem with weapons drawn and full of power and might and just take down 
the enemy. And of course, we would all agree about who the would-be enemy might my in our 
scenario. In today’s story, it is Herod, but we all have the enemies we would want Jesus to take 
down. It would be so good to read about. It would feel like justice is served.  

Or if he is not going to do it our way with power and might, maybe he could just not go to Jerusalem. 
He knows what is waiting for him. He has been warned and he could have easily picked another 
town. There were plenty of people he could have healed and taught and converted in other towns.  

But this is Jesus. And Jesus knows where he is going and what he came to do and to be. He refused 
to run from the foxes. He refused to play their game. He refused to fight violence with violence. He 
refused to become one of them. He refused to tell the people what they wanted to hear and kept 
speaking the truth. He refused to run away. Jesus marches forth toward Jerusalem, knowing what 
fate awaits him, and he marches forth out of profound love, vulnerable love for god’s children, like a 
mother’s fierce love that will stop at nothing to protect her children. While we might at first think Jesus 
would choose a bear or a lion of something like that to explain his love, when you think about it more 
a mother hen is just right. Being a parent is about as vulnerable as you can be. There is no way we 
can protect our children from all the threats this life can present, so it promises a level of suffering that 
you simply would not endure if you have not bound yourself so completely and fully to your child.  

Jesus died a mother hen just like he was called to do. He died with his arms stretched wide hoping 
and praying and willing all his chicks to come under the protection and security of his wings.  

We are not Jesus, but yet Jesus calls us to follow him. We can choose to follow the foxes of this 
world, because they are all around us luring us to a more exciting life, a life of power and riches, a life 
in palaces where our every want is satisfied, a life which we think will keep us safe and secure. The 
foxes will tell us to take care of ourselves first because nobody else will. Or we can listen to Jesus 
who calls us to embrace our vulnerability, to let ourselves love another and sacrifice ourselves for 
their needs.  

But it is even more than us as individuals because we are called, created to live in community. As 
Christians part of our community is the church, this fragile, broken gathering of God’s children. 

The church is the body of Christ. The church too is called to be like that mother hen. The church is 
called to be the place where the fragile chicks of this world come to be sheltered and nurtured and 
loved.  

It is not a flashy image of the church, perhaps not enticing on any billboard advertisement but it is an 
authentic, genuine, truthful image of how Jesus calls the church to be and to do. We are not big and 
bustling like Jerusalem. We don’t have prophets regularly standing on our street corners calling 
people to follow Jesus. But we have lots of chicks both inside our church and outside with lots of 
needs and plenty of hurts and a plethora of dreams. We know people, all of us, who are hurting on 
the inside or the outside, just wanted to feel loved and to love. We know people who are scared of 
losing their job or scared of having the same job for the rest of their life. We know people who are 
living with addiction either themselves or someone they love. We know people who are lonely and 
lost and the best part of their day is when they can close their eyes and go to sleep. We know people 
who have been hurt by their spouse, by their parents, by their children and are too scared to love 



again. We know people for whom grief is their best friend. We know people who long to feel that 
something in their life matters.  

And here stands the church, here stands the church of Christ, saying we can’t make it all go away, 
but we can love, and we can care, and we can hope with you. It isn’t easy. It takes courage to care. 
He takes strength to love others this way- vulnerable love. It takes a lot of courage not to turn the 
other way. 

Jesus did not take the easy route. He did not turn his back on Jerusalem, even when he knew he 
wouldn’t be accepted. And he will never turn his back on us either.  

Jesus will still be there calling us to a different way of living, knowing that many may reject his 
invitation. But he will continue to invite again and again. As long as Jesus sees us following the foxes 
of this world, he will stand before us with wings outstretched and breast bared, vulnerable and open, 
inviting us to come to him.  He will remind us that his way will not lead to riches. His way might lead to 
suffering. His way will lead to peace, to the first being last and the last being first and both being 
grateful just to be there. His way is a way that binds up the brokenhearted and cares for the poor, 
even when they can’t give him anything in return. His way is the way of the mother hen who gathers 
her brood under her wings and protects them from all the foxes in the world. We too, as the church of 
Jesus Christ, can be the church God calls us to be. We can care for those who are hurting. We can 
offer purpose to those who are lost. We can love those who feel unlovable. We can invite those who 
don’t think they belong anywhere. 

We too can be like the mother hen, like Jesus. We can spread our wings wide, reach farther than we 
ever thought possible. We can shelter and nurture. We can show people the way to Jesus by the way 
we live and the way we treat others and the way we love all god’s children. Amen 


