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So here we are, at the beginning of Holy Week on a Sunday that is normally marked by palm-
waving processions around various cities, towns and villages.  I particularly remember one 
Palm Sunday when I was a Reader at Cirencester Parish Church in Gloucestershire.  The vicar 
had arranged for a donkey to lead our usual procession around the church boundary ending 
up in the Market Place in front of the church’s south porch.  Unfortunately, at the very last 
minute, we heard that the donkey had been requested by the Bishop who was visiting a 
neighbouring parish and so our procession was, for the first time in many years, donkey-less.  
The vicar accepted the situation with grace and stoicism but I do remember the look of 
exasperation on his face when, as our procession arrived in the Market Place, we met the 
procession from the local Methodist Church coming the other way with not one but two 
donkeys.  I’ve often wondered since why the Anglicans and Methodists, whose churches were 
at opposite ends of the Market Place, didn’t just arrange to have a joint procession each year 
as a mark of Christian unity and to avoid donkey envy. 
 
But processions are evocative things.  They become more than just a group of people walking 
down the street.  I guess that it’s the unity of purpose that makes them memorable and 
noticeable and, indeed, in the case of something like a Palm Sunday procession or a Good 
Friday Walk of Witness, they draw the mind back to something significant in the past. 
 
And I always wonder if the people of Jerusalem, seeing Jesus riding into the city on a donkey 
on that first Palm Sunday, found their minds going back to their shared history and thinking, 
“This reminds me of something.”  In fact, it possibly reminded them of two things, two times, 
familiar to them through scripture, when David made just such an entry into Jerusalem.   
 
The first of these, documented in 1 Samuel, was when the boy David was hailed as a future 
king and given a rapturous welcome after his triumph over Goliath.  
 
The second occasion was when the now King David donned priestly robes and entered 
Jerusalem at the head of a procession bringing the Ark of the Covenant into the city for the 
first time. 
 
Now here comes Jesus, the man that the crowd hope will give them triumph over their 
oppressors but a man who also has a strong religious dimension – it’s just as if a second David 
has appeared.  They cheer, they shout and what do they shout?  “Hosanna, Son of David” – 
we hear it simply as a shout of joy and worship, the Hebrew actually means “Save us, Son of 
David.” 
 
It’s hardly surprising that, according to both Luke’s and John’s accounts of this event both the 
Jewish authorities and, I suspect, the Romans were less than pleased.  From who or what 
were the people wanting to be saved?  And so we perhaps come to realise that this narrative 
is one that is full of significance but it is also one of contradictions for us. 
 
Perhaps the most obvious one is indicated by the very symbol that we use today – the Palm 
Cross.  It is a contradiction that we see only because we know what was to happen over the 
following few days.  The entry into Jerusalem was a day of celebration.  Was it, I wonder, the 



day when many of the disciples though “At last, this is what we’ve been waiting for.  Now 
Jesus really gets on with the job of being the Messiah.”  We hold a palm leaf, but one 
fashioned into the shape of a cross and yet, at this point, the cross is still hidden in an 
unknown future.  And we know that these same mouths that are today shouting Hosanna will 
shortly be crying Crucify.  How quickly the hopes and dreams of these people were turned to 
anger.  Was it because they felt let down – they’d taken the risk of antagonising the 
authorities by welcoming him like a king and all he’d done was get himself arrested?  
 
The second contradiction is highlighted by the other New Testament reading set for this 
morning from Philippians, a version of which we have just used as an Affirmation of Faith. 
 
“Though he was divine 
..he made himself nothing. 
Taking the form of a slave 
.. he humbled himself.”   (Philippians 2:6-11) 
 
This is about the only time when Jesus is treated like a King and appears to be happy about it.  
In John’s Gospel, just after the feeding of the 5000 we are told that Jesus realised that the 
people wanted to make him a king and so he escaped into the mountains to get away from 
them.  In all other instances, and as St Paul highlights, Jesus took on the role of a servant, 
showing love and expecting nothing in return.  But here he appears to revel in this adulation.  
In St Luke’s account, you might remember that his response to the complaints of the 
Pharisees is “I tell you that if these people were to keep silent, the stones would immediately 
take up the cry.” 
 
However, we can see that this was a point when Jesus did begin to take his rightful place even 
if the crowds and disciples didn’t yet understand how.  This was the beginning of the endgame 
that would lead to his ultimate triumph. 
 
But I wonder how many in that crowd never managed to get beyond their sense of being let 
down, of having their dreams shattered.  And that, I think points us to a question that I would 
like us all to ask ourselves as we now move into the dark days of Holy Week.  What 
expectations do we have of our relationship with Jesus particularly in this present time?  Do 
we just want him to act like a sort of Guardian Angel who makes everything right for us? Do 
we, like the people of Jerusalem, expect Him to fit into our agenda, to make our lives the way 
we want them to be and then risk feeling let down when things don’t work out that way?  Are 
we perhaps like Peter, riding an emotional rollercoaster between the adulation of Palm Sunday 
and the denial of Good Friday?  Or can we be like the two Marys: Jesus’ mother and Mary 
Magdalene?  Between them, the one quiet constant through all the ups and downs of the 
coming days, the ones who were last to leave the cross and the first to meet the Risen Christ?  
Can we show our love for Jesus through such open acceptance of the influence that he has 
over our lives?  Can we cry “Hosanna, save us, Son of David.  Blessed is he who comes in 
God’s name” and allow that cry to live with us not just today but through the rest of this 
week and on into the rest of our lives?   
 
Amen. 


