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Here we are at Palm Sunday, the last Sunday of Lent, the last of a season of Sundays spent 

contemplating the love of God, the sacrifice of Christ, and the renewal of life for those who 

receive God’s grace. Palm Sunday marks the Triumphal Entry of Jesus into Jerusalem, which we 

commemorate with the waving of branches and our own procession in the house of God. We 

sing out Hosanna, which means “Save, we pray.” We call out to a God we trust and look to for 

our help.  

That lesson of looking to God for help, that lesson of reliance, is one of the lessons we learn over 

these 40 days of Lent. Because at some point, we will lose our composure if we attempt for 6 

weeks to keep a holy Lent, without resorting to our tried-and-true coping mechanisms for dealing 

with stress. Eating and drinking whatever we want, binge-watching TV, staring into our 

smartphones late into the night, holding a grudge and fueling our hostility, playing the victim 

when we are confronted, and whatever other strategies we can think of – these don’t help us face 

reality.  

They just distance us from it a little bit. We use them to insulate ourselves from pain, but the 

cause of the pain goes untreated, unhealed, and if we do attempt to put down our coping 

mechanisms, we will have to face what pain awaits us, finally, and deal with it with clear eyes 

and courage.  

Sometimes we find courage deep within ourselves, but other times, we fear looking too far below 

the surface of our hearts, and take comfort just in outer appearances. I’ll give you an example.  

Often, I find a reason to drive into Washington, DC. Each time, as I enter the city, I can’t help 

but marvel at the glass buildings and marble monuments, the construction cranes along the 

skyline, and the feeling of development and investment in a city full of power and commerce.  

It truly is an historic, imperial city, and you can feel a kind of buzz if you happen to be on the 

sidewalk with the federal employees, dressed in suits and sporting perfect haircuts, heading to 

their work in shaping policy which will affect hundreds of millions of people in this country and 

millions more around the world. The feeling I get from that city is inspiring, just as the Temple 

of Jesus’ day was inspiring to those who looked upon it.  

Elsewhere in the Gospels, the disciples marvel at the size of the stones of the Temple, wondering 

how organized and orchestrated an effort had to be made to cut, move, and place every stone of 

the Temple Walls into place. “What larges stones,” they declare.  

It’s easy to take comfort in grandeur and in appearances. It’s easy to think that once things look a 

certain way, and everything is in order, and every person is where they should be, with every hair 

in place, then, we will be able to face the world’s grief and our own.  



It’s less frightening to us, to dream with our heads in the clouds, than to face our own pain, and 

deal with it without any strength but what comes from God alone.  

That was also the hope of the people in Jesus’ day, when they raised palm branches and shouted 

Hosanna. At that time the Temple had been desecrated by various occupiers – including the 

Greeks and the Romans – who had erected statues of Zeus and Jupiter in the Holy of Holies and 

slaughtered pigs, unclean animals, on the altar.  

After an abomination like that, it’s only natural that you would want to make sure the Temple’s 

glory is protected. You’d want a king who had what it takes to stand up to the Roman Emperor. 

You’d want a king, riding on an impressive warhorse into the city, followed by legions men, and 

you’d want him to command the respect of all the heads of households who had gathered from 

all the tribes of Israel to assemble in the country’s seat of power, Jerusalem, for Passover – a 

feast instituted to remember, and retell the story of, Israel’s deliverance from bondage in Egypt, 

Israel’s redemption by God, Israel’s victory of the Pharaoh and his armies. The people wanted a 

leader to do for them what they recalled happened in Egypt. These were high expectations for a 

king!  

And Jesus was an utter disappointment, a homeless, itinerant rabbi from a no-name town, riding 

a donkey, alone but for twelve disciples, and eventually withdrawing from Jerusalem for the 

night, unable to find accommodation from any great household within the city walls.  

Despite the welcome with palm branches, Jesus ultimately fails to measure up to expectations of 

the people. Because they could not find the courage they needed to look within themselves for 

the strength God had given them to face the world they were in, they wanted a messiah to do it 

all for them.  

Sometimes we find ourselves falling to the temptation that we can be that kind of messiah for 

people, the strong one who can handle all burdens, the one who can manage the pain and trouble 

of others and take care of everything people need, the person who can be called on to lend a 

hand, even when we don’t think we have much energy left. But when we’re stressed out, when 

we need a friend to talk to, when we are worried how things will turn out, I wonder how often we 

actually turn to our neighbor and ask for help.  

Because it’s tiring, keeping up appearances. It’s lonely, too.  

Thankfully, God sees past our false bravado, our veneer of placid content, and God names our 

insecurities. The Creator knows your name, your worries, your critical self-assessment. God 

knows you – all you are capable of, all you were created for, all you will accomplish as you walk 

from one stage of life to the next. And I don’t think we need to be anything other than who we 

already are. We are creatures of light, the light of God, shining into every corner of our world, 

and eventually we come up against issues and complications we cannot comprehend, and when 

we do, we cry out, “hosanna: save us, we pray.”  



Whatever you’re coming up against, you are wholly adequate: God wants you just as you are. 

Jesus presents himself just as he is. Jesus doesn’t promise that he can win a war. Jesus rides into 

Jerusalem on an unruly colt, one that’s never been ridden before! Have you seen someone try to 

ride a green horse? I can imagine Jesus, on his path into the city, having to dismount 

periodically, reassure the donkey that it’s alright, and then try to continue on his way.  

It’s a miracle that he made it all the way into the city! A miracle: an act of God. Jesus’ demeanor 

as he rides on a foal is one of dependence on God, dependence on something other than himself.  

Palm Sunday is a reminder that we rely on God, too. In the actions of Jesus Christ, we see that 

it’s okay to approach and enter the Temple without having to project an image of complete 

control. And that is good news. We don’t have to posture, to front, to present an appearance of 

stability or tranquility, vitality or superiority, to come off as having everything together and not 

needing any help from anyone. Because that just leaves everyone feeling inadequate, and no one 

knows that they can rely on their neighbor for support, and everyone just comes to church to sit 

stone-still (with every hair in place), all the while feeling all alone.  

So this final, Holy Week of Lent, instead of pursuing fasts and devotionals, I beseech you with 

all my pastoral authority, to please reach out to a loved one or trusted friend, to tell them this 

story of Jesus’ honesty about who he is and how God fills in the gaps, and to be vulnerable 

yourself, and maybe to discover that you can be accepted for who you are, exactly who you are. 

Because God’s love is so enduring, so complete, so immutable that it will never be suppressed. 

May we all be amazed, because, as Jesus declares, even “the stones would shout out.”  

Thanks be to God. Amen. 

 


