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Thank you for joining us today on this 

special Sunday. We have taken to 

heart that every Sunday in Lent is a 

little Easter and we have been 

celebrating the people of our faithful 

past from the Hebrew Bible. Most 

recently we celebrated God’s desire to 

be present with us and the angels that 

God sends into the world.  Today we 

celebrate Jesus’ entry into Jerusalem 

and next week we will really 

celebrate. Between today and next 

week a lot will happen in the life of 

the church as we remember Jesus’ 

path to the cross and tomb. 

 

In our weekly newsletter this week I 

talked a little bit about pilgrimage 

being a Christian tradition. It was also 

a Jewish tradition and today we find 

Jesus participating in the pilgrimage 

to Jerusalem for Passover. Military, 

wealthy, and rulers will make 

appearances here in Jerusalem as a 

show of power. It is a parade with an 

audience. It is a who’s who of a show. 

And Jesus plans on attending, not as a 

pilgrim on foot, but as someone 

mounted and riding through town, as 

someone important. His time of 

hushing the disciples and those he 

heals is over. The time for hiding is 

over. Jesus has made careful plans 

and enlists the help of his disciples to 

carry it out. They retrieve a colt. In 

Matthew, it is mentioned that this is a 

donkey, referencing prophets who say 

that the king will come riding a 

donkey (Zechariah 9:9) 

 

It is clear from this gospel that Jesus 

is establishing his Lordship anyway 

by riding from the Mount of Olives, 

again referencing a prophecy of 

Zechariah’s that in the end, the Lord 

would stand on the mount of olives 

and split it in two. (And here we recall 

what will happen to the veil in the 

temple when Jesus dies, and it is torn 

in two.) 

Already, the jovial parade that Jesus 

has entered into with people shouting 

Hosanna, has undertones of death and 

destruction.  

 

Recently I was watching a TV show I 

had gotten into about English 

midwives in the 1950s and 1960s. The 

episode was going fine until one of 

the nurses ran into a child with who 

had run into the middle of the street 

her car. I paused the show and turned 

off the screen. I was not ready for 

tragedy. I was not ready to sit with the 

characters in their pain. I did not want 

to see how things would turn out. I 

wanted to pretend I hadn’t watched 

that at all. It worked for a while. 

Although a part of me wanted to 

disavow the whole TV show to never 

watch it again.  

 

Many of us may be of the mind that 

we will focus this next week only on 

the positive; we will celebrate today, 



and we will return to celebrate next 

week in person or online. But we will 

not read the texts of what happens 

between, we will not attend to the 

stations of the cross or remember the 

Last Supper. Even I have used Lent to 

remember humor and celebration 

instead of death and separation. But I 

will not ignore the events that happen 

in the life of Jesus between this 

comical parade and the revealing of 

the resurrection of our Lord. 

Because in our tradition Sunday’s 

palms are Wednesday’s ashes. 

Besides being poetic, it is true. The 

palms we traditionally wave and 

parade about today are dried and 

burned to make the ashes that we 

place on foreheads, hands and even 

sack cloth. The phrase Sunday’s 

palms are Wednesday’s ashes is the 

title of a hymn by Rae Whitney and it 

goes like this: 

   

Sunday’s palms are 

Wednesday’s ashes as another 

Lent begins; 

thus we kneel before our Maker 

in contrition for our sins. 

We have marred baptismal 

pledges, in rebellion gone 

astray; 

now, returning, seek 

forgiveness; grant us pardon, 

God, this day! 

We have failed to love our 

neighbors, their offenses to 

forgive, 

have not listened to their 

troubles, nor have cared just 

how they live, 

we are jealous, proud, 

impatient, loving overmuch our 

things; 

may the yielding of our failings 

be our Lenten offerings. 

We are hasty to judge others, 

blind to proof of human need; 

and our lack of understanding 

demonstrates our inner greed; 

we have wasted earth’s 

resources; want and suffering 

we’ve ignored; 

come and cleanse us, then 

restore us; make new hearts 

within us, Lord! (Rae E. 

Whitney, 1991) 

 

It is time to see Jesus mounted on the 

colt. It is time to face our own 

failings, our own grieving. We do not 

recognize the pain of this time for no 

reason. Margaret Farley from the 

Feasting on the Word commentary 

writes this about recognizing the 

coming suffering of Jesus: 

 

“Just as we do not adequately 

understand the suffering of 

Jesus Christ unless we see it as 

it reaches down through the 

centuries to the suffering of 

individuals and groups today, 

so we do not adequately 

understand the humiliations of 

Jesus, and the truth of dignity 

within indignity, unless we see 

them in the lives who are 



otherwise judged among the 

humiliated today. We know 

them well- those upon whom 

we impose humiliation because 

we find them “different” from 

ourselves; those on whom we 

turn our suspicious stares, our 

demeaning glances; those who 

are shamed in the name of 

order in society, pushed to the 

“outside” so that we may stand 

tall and pure; those we abandon 

and no longer want to see and 

those we stigmatize with our 

self-righteous judgments. 

(FoTW 154) 

 

When we recognize the pain of this 

week, we see more clearly not only 

our own pains, but the pains of those 

in our communities. When we think 

on the attention and humiliation that 

Jesus will experience, we have new 

eyes for those we have humiliated or 

that society humiliates. This is the 

reason so many people dig into their 

own painful behaviors of racism, or 

our complicity in systems that 

continue to keep the poor, poor; 

criminals, criminals; the ill, ill. And 

this is the reason so many people 

avoid those things. Because it is 

painful to do so. We cannot make 

necessary changes in our communities 

without dealing with the painful 

realities that exist. We cannot care for 

one another without seeing each other 

as worthy of care and in need. Jesus 

does not get up on a colt to parade 

through Jerusalem for his own 

glorification, but to point to the one 

who sent him. He raises attention to 

the events of today and keeps the 

people’s eyes on him as he is tried as 

a criminal and dies a death not worthy 

of the son of God.  

 

Eventually, that part of me that 

relaxed by watching a TV show 

turned, ready to watch again the show 

I had once not been ready for. I was 

ready for the pain. And as I watched 

and as I sat with the characters in their 

pain, I saw hope as the root of the 

problems were solved, amends were 

made, relationships and bodies were 

healed.  

 

There is no joy of resurrection 

without travelling the painful road of 

Jesus’ death. And it starts here and 

now. So. take a deep breath. Pick up 

your cross. Open your eyes. Today we 

celebrate and recognize that today’s 

palms are Wednesday’s ashes. Go in 

peace and know that the Lord walks 

with you. Amen. 

 


