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So I have to say, it feels a little bit strange celebrating Palm Sunday from home today. It 
feels a little…incomplete. Usually, Palm Sunday is one of my two favorite Sundays of the 
church year, second only to Easter itself. And for those of you who are wondering how 
we are going to celebrate Easter online this year in isolation…we will celebrate online as 
we have been doing, but then I fully plan for our first Sunday back in worship together 
to be a big Easter celebration. And it works – because Easter is a season, not a day, and 
it lasts for 50 days. So that’s something that we can all look forward to, together. 
 
But back to Palm Sunday. Palm Sunday has always been one of my favorite, favorite 
days. I love the joy and the celebration of it. I love waving palm branches and singing 
Hosanna. I remember when I was a teenager one year I even sewed a dress with Palm 
leaves on it, specifically so that I could wear it to church on Palm Sunday. (Yes, I geeked 
out over the strangest things), and a few times I was even known to take my palm 
branch home from church with me and tape it to my bedroom wall where it would stay 
all year long. 
 
One year in church I could hardly contain my excitement when my super-creative pastor 
got one of the church members to dress up like Jesus and in the middle of the sermon, 
to ride down the center aisle of the church on an honest-to-goodness live donkey. How 
cool was that?!? All of us kids got to go outside and pet the donkey after church. 
 
So today I’m dressed up in my fun Palm Sunday dress (yes, even as an adult I couldn’t 
help myself when I saw this one on Amazon), but this year we don’t have palm branches 
or donkeys in the sanctuary, or kids parading around shouting Hosanna, and I have to be 
honest, I’m struggling to let go of this favorite, favorite thing of mine. 
 
But it’s Palm Sunday nevertheless, so let’s get right to it. 
So today we have Luke’s telling of Jesus entering into Jerusalem. 
 
As we read through the four gospels of Matthew, Mark, Luke, and John, we learn quickly 
that each of these gospels, even though they all tell the same basic story of Jesus’ life, 
death, and resurrection, each of these gospels is very different. The different gospel 
writers have different backgrounds and different lives. They are writing to different 
audiences. They are written at different times in history.  

• Some stories that we read are found only in one gospel. Stories like the Good 
Samaritan, the Prodigal Son, and Zacchaeus – these are only found in Luke’s 
gospel. 
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• But today’s reading is different. There is a small handful of stories – eleven 
stories, to be exact – that show up in every single gospel. In Matthew, and Mark, 
and Luke, and John. And today’s story is one of them. 

• So this story is a big one. And an important one. But today’s telling of this big, 
important story is maybe a little bit different from the one we usually hear on 
this Sunday. If you were paying attention during the scripture reading, especially 
for those of you who are very familiar with the Palm Sunday story, did you notice 
what wasn’t in today’s reading? 

o So if I were to tell the story to the kids, I’d talk about how Jesus sent the 
disciples to get him a donkey. And Jesus rode on that donkey into 
Jerusalem. And the crowds of people were so happy to see him that they 
made a parade for him, and they waved palm branches around, and they 
started dancing in the street and yelling excitedly, shouting “Hosanna! 
Hosanna! Blessed is the king who comes in the name of the Lord! 
Hosanna!” And maybe I’d get the kids to wave their branches and yell 
hosanna, and maybe I’d whack a couple of kids over the top of the head 
with my palm branch, just for fun. 

o And when I tell the story to kids, there are four main pieces of the story: 
▪ Jesus riding into Jerusalem on a donkey 
▪ Crowds of people from Jerusalem 
▪ Palm Branches 
▪ Hosannas 

o But three of these four things aren’t there in Luke’s story. No Crowds of 
strangers cheering them on as they entered into Jerusalem. No Palm 
Branches (No branches of any kind). And no shouts of Hosanna. 

 
But notice who is there: the disciples 

• He sent two of the disciples into the town to untie a colt and bring it back 

• “People” kept spreading their cloaks on the road in front of Jesus. We don’t 
know exactly who these “people” are, but it’s worth noting here  
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that Jesus is still traveling the road from Bethany to Bethpage to the Mount of 
Olives and has to go up and over this mountain and down into the Garden of 
Gethsemane and through the Kidron Valley before he can enter into Jerusalem. 
It’s not a long journey (only a couple of miles), and not a particularly difficult one 
– people would travel this road all the time – but still, it’s likely, these “people” 
are the ones who are travelling with him – not just onlookers, or bystanders, or 
crowds of interested strangers, but his disciples, his followers, his friends. People 
who have a vested interest in him. 

• And then, finally, as they began to make their way down from the mountain and 
into Jerusalem “The whole multitude of the disciples began to praise God joyfully 
with a loud voice for all the deeds of power that they had seen.” 

 
So what we have here is first and foremost a story of and a story for – not the crowds – 
but the disciples. Matthew and Mark and John all tell it differently (and they have good 
reasons for telling the story like they do), but in Luke’s gospel what we have is not a 
story about fickle crowds who shout “Hosanna” one moment and “Crucify” the next. 
Luke’s story is more muted and subdued. It is a smaller, more intimate event in which 
Jesus is honored and praised by his followers. These people who are walking with him 
and spreading their cloaks on the ground and hollering loud shouts of praise are his 
companions. Those who have been journeying alongside him for years. His friends. His 
confidantes. All surrounding him and cheering him on as he descended down the 
mountain for the very last time into a city that would not receive him. 
 
If we were to back up in Luke’s gospel, back to about the time of the Transfiguration, we 
see that when the disciples and Jesus come down from the mount of Transfiguration, 
Jesus’ demeanor changes, significantly. And it stays changed throughout the rest of the 
gospel. 

• He used to be a happy, somewhat jovial person. But not anymore. He becomes a 
lot more serious, sullen almost. There is a great deal of urgency and sometimes 
angst in what he has to say. He utters biting words and seems almost irritable, or 
grumpy in parts. We could see his mounting frustration.  

• There was so much left for the people to learn, and yet the people seemed 
intent on not getting it. Not understanding. Not receiving what he had to offer. 
Sometimes, even his own disciples didn’t get it, much less the more skeptical 
folks. 

• And now, as this journey toward Jerusalem comes to a close and Jesus makes his 
way from the town of Bethany, to Bethpage, and up the Mount of Olives, and 
back down again – with every step the colt took, each step closer to the end of 
his journey, with every word of praise that his disciples shouted, every cloak that 
somebody laid on the ground before him, I have to think that all of this 
frustration that had been slowly growing finally came to a head, billowing up as 
the road got shorter. And then that moment finally comes – the moment when 
Jerusalem comes into view. When Jesus looks out and sees the place where his 
story is going to end. 
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• The disciples are singing out, praising him, saying “Blessed is the king who comes 
in the name of the Lord!” And Jesus stops. He gazes down at the city and begins 
to weep.  

“If you, even you,” Jesus calls out to the city as he gazes across it, “If you had only 
recognized on this day the things that make for peace! But now they are hidden from 
your eyes. Indeed, the days will come upon you, when your enemies will set up ramparts 
around you and surround you, and hem you in on every side. They will crush you to the 
ground, you and your children within you, and they will not leave within you one stone 
upon another; because you did not recognize the time of your visitation from God.” 
 
Now, I don’t know about you, but if I were one of the disciples I’m not sure I would have 
known what to make of this. Here we were just moments ago, celebrating. Our minds 
and our bodies were in home gear. Our long journey to Jerusalem is almost over and we 
are so close we can taste it. We’ve seen Jesus heal people and forgive people and tell 
lots and lots and lots of stories. Amazing stories. Challenging stories. Stories of hope and 
promise. We’ve learned so much. We are not the same people we were just two or 
three years ago. We’ve seen God’s hand reach into life and change us. Profoundly. Life 
has meaning now. It has purpose. And in the presence of Jesus we simply cannot help 
but to sing out joyfully, to shout out to all the world “Blessed is the king who comes in 
the name of the Lord!” 

• But in all our excitement, as our shouts grew louder and louder, we just didn’t 
notice Jesus getting quieter and quieter the closer we got to Jerusalem. We 
didn’t notice Jesus slump down slightly on that colt, like he was bearing a heavy 
load that was getting harder and harder to carry. In our joyful singing, it didn’t 
even register that Jesus wasn’t singing along. 

• So when we started to make our way down the Mount of Olives and Jerusalem 
came into view and we all took a deep breath, breathing in the cool air of this 
glorious morning, it was a total surprise when Jesus slid off of his colt and sat 
down on the ground, a painful look creasing his face, and he started to weep, 
deep sobs echoing across the mountains and settling on the city below. Grieving 
for those who would never understand that they had been touched by none 
other than God himself. Painfully aware that as he was entering into his last few 
days on earth, as he entered into this great city that would ultimately claim his 
life, he was leaving so much unfinished. 

• For here was Emmanuel. God with us. God living and breathing and talking and 
healing and teaching and loving, and even still – with God literally staring them in 
the face and having a conversation with them – there would be many – oh, so 
many – who would close their eyes to the God who stood before them and walk 
away, trying at every turn to silence the voice of God calling out to them. 

 
My friends, this isn’t a story for the crowds. This is a story for us. For those of us who 
journey alongside Jesus.  

• For those of us who long to wave our palm branches and shout “Hosanna” and 
feel like something is missing when we are stuck inside on Palm Sunday with no 



Palm Sunday The “Triumphal” Entry 5 
  

    

palm branches and no crowds of people – it’s for those of us who love to sing 
songs of praise as we dance from one exciting thing to the next, to the next. 

• It’s a story for those of us who would just as soon jump straight from the 
celebration of Palm Sunday right in to the celebration of Easter with no break in 
between – for those of us who get excited to bounce from one big thing right 
into the next – all the while failing to notice that Jesus, who is riding on the colt 
right next to us, is getting quieter and quieter, even as our shouts of praise grow 
louder. 

• It’s a call for us to pause. To let go of the palm branches, just for right now. To 
embrace physical distancing, just for this moment. To set aside the pomp and 
the circumstance that usually accompanies Palm Sunday. And to fully embrace 
this in-between space that we call Holy Week. Which is maybe just a little bit 
easier for us to do this year, since we are all sitting together in the middle of 
what kinda feels like a prolonged Holy Week – a long in-between space brought 
to us by a pandemic. 

• It’s a call for us to sit with Jesus in that painful moment as he weeps over 
Jerusalem. To join him at the table as he breaks bread for the last time, and to 
take in the full meaning of his words: “This is my body. This is my blood.” And 
even though we can’t celebrate Communion today as we ordinarily would, we 
can still sit at our own tables and break bread and remember Christ. 

• It’s an invitation to follow Jesus’ lead as he takes the basin and the towel and 
washes his disciples’ feet. As he journeys into the Garden of Gethsemane, and to 
the Courts of Pontius Pilate and King Herod, and then down the road and up the 
hill to Golgotha. We are being invited to sit in the uncomfortable silence 
between the crucifixion and the empty tomb and to ask the hard question along 
with the disciples: “So now what?” 

• And if we take this journey with Jesus – if we slow down and make those stops 
along with him, then at the end of the road we discover that this journey to 
Jerusalem was not, in fact, the end of Jesus’ story. That story lives on and we – 
the disciples – have become a part of the story. 


