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If you visit certain parts of the shoreline of Lake Michigan you’ll discover 
they are not smooth sandy beaches, but instead are beaches of stones. Big 
stones. Little stones. Medium sized stones. It is not always easy to walk on these 
Lake Michigan shorelines, but you do get to see a lot of stones. Quite often you’ll 
come across a phenomenon of stones stacked carefully on top of each other to 
form little towers or piles. This is something visitors do called “rock stacking”. 
Each stack is beautifully artistic, an amazing balancing act, as many of these stacks 
can withstand wind and water. They are also a sign that someone was there. 

 My husband and Hailey introduced me to this beautiful practice of rock 
stacking when I visited Door County with them several years ago. They told me 
that for some, rock stacking is a spiritual practice, where each rock on the pile is a 
prayer or represents someone or something the person is praying for. Therefore 
no one ever disturbs the stacks, as that would be disrespectful.  So even though 
the rocks or stones in those piles can’t talk the way you and I can, they still have a 
lot to say. 

 Geologists would most likely tell us that stones can tell us a lot about the 
history of a place. So while it might sound silly, there might be something more 
than just a passing comment to Jesus’ statement at the end of our reading about 
the stones shouting if the disciples were silent. Luke’s version of Jesus’ 
triumphant entry is my favorite because he alone has that line about the stones 
shouting if the people were silent. It makes me wonder about all the times I’ve let 
the stones do the talking for me when it has come to sharing my faith, especially 
when I didn’t want to upset or offend or disappoint anyone. It is a powerful and 
painful reminder that sometimes it is hard to share my faith, but my faith is called 
to be a living thing, not a pile of stones someone who comes after me might 
respect but not necessarily understand. 

 Today we enter the most important and unique week for Christians. We are 
all invited to share a journey with Christians all over the world that will take us all 
from the energy and excitement of Jesus triumphant entry into Jerusalem, to his 
act of love in washing his disciple’s feet and their betrayal, his frightening arrest, 



quick and confusing trial, and violent crucifixion that leads us further, into the 
darkest night of the Church into the wonder and amazement of Jesus’ 
resurrection. It is a powerful journey, one we all are invited to share, because it is 
a journey that helps us get a little closer to that awesome resurrection and what 
Jesus’ resurrection means for us. 

 It can also be an arduous journey for us, especially with all the stuff of life 
we have going on at the same time: the meetings, homework, jobs and classes 
don’t stop and the errands still have to be done. With so much busyness in our 
lives, it can be tempting to let the stones carry the bulk of this Holy Week journey, 
not because we don’t want to be part of it, but because we just have so much to 
do.  

 But maybe these stones could challenge us to take on one or two of the 
Holy Week services or activities we have going on this week, as a way for us to 
follow Christ on this journey so that we might ways to follow him right back out 
into our busy lives where our lives can be a way for everyone to see the Light and 
Love of Christ. Let’s not leave such an important task to the stones. 


