Hillsborough Reformed Church at Millstone

Palm Sunday                                      April 5, 2009

Isaiah 50:4-9
  Phil 2:5-11   Mark 11:1-11

“All Glory Laud and Honor”

Who is the greatest of all?
We live in a country that worships fame.  Look at all the shows on TV – American Idol.  Project Runway.  ESPN.

We love celebrities.
For one day, Jesus became a celebrity – the day he entered Jerusalem with his disciples.

King for a day!

Remember the context.  Palestine was an occupied country.  Rome ruled Israel.  The people were a subject people and they were anything but happy about it.

They dreamed of independence, as do all peoples.  

There was no chance they could ever overthrow Rome.  But you can’t blame them for dreaming, right?

The people were awaiting a Messiah – a man anointed by God to lead them to freedom.

Jesus of Nazareth might be that man.  He was a miracle worker.  He was extremely wise.  He upset the conventions of his day.  He seemed he might just be the type of man who could rally the people, form and lead an army, and throw off the yoke of Rome.

Now, here he was, riding into the city on a donkey!  Any Jew seeing that would understand the symbolism.  The Jewish king was supposed to come riding a donkey into the city gate.

Oh, wow!  Jesus might be the one.

Back in January, I accompanied the High School seniors from Hillsborough High School to the Holocaust Memorial in Washington, DC.  It was the week before the inauguration of our new president.  The place was alive with activity as the city prepared for the ceremonies and festivities.  Everywhere chairs were being set – tents put up – helicopters flying overhead.  We came within half a block of where Barack and Michelle Obama were staying and the traffic ground to a halt.  We waited as only one car made it through the intersection for each change of the traffic light.
Everywhere was excitement.  It was a city sitting on the edge of its seat.
On Palm Sunday in Jerusalem, everywhere it was excitement.  The gate into the city was maybe twenty feet wide.  That meant that the tens of thousands of people on pilgrimage to Jerusalem for the Passover were thronging it.

The noise – the din would have been like a sports stadium just before the start of the game.  People are jostling each other.  Tempers are getting a little short, nerves are getting frayed.  What’s the hold up?

Maybe we can compare it to getting into the Lincoln Tunnel at rush hour.  Nothing seems to be moving – I picked the wrong lane – I thought EasyPass was supposed to eliminate this!

But then something like electricity passes through the crowd – “What is it?”  You want to know.  What’s happening.  Then the word is passed from person to person until it finally reaches you – “It is that guy from Nazareth, the miracle worker – he’s mounted on a donkey!  He’s riding in as the king!  What do you think he’ll do?”
And the crowd goes wild!  They strip off their coats and throw them in front of him and spread palm branches and scream, “Hosanna!”

Hosanna means – “Save now!”  “Deliver us!”

Maybe like what we were hoping for from the G-20 conference in the UK this week!
In a flash, the people are showering upon Jesus their deepest hopes and dreams – Maybe he’s the liberator!  Maybe he’s the Messiah!  Maybe he’s the king!  What better time to have a rally, a revival, a revolution than right now – at Passover!
Hey, Jesus!  All glory, laud and honor!
Of course, what the people found out was the Jesus did not have the right resume to be King of the Jews.  As nice as it was to throw palm branches on the road, palm branches are not very good weapons against Romans – spears and swords are called for, but Jesus seems to have no interest in armaments – and his teachings were to turn the other cheek when stricken and to carry the enemy’s gear an extra mile when conscripted.  He would have made a crumby soldier!

But for today – for today, at any rate – let’s shout Hosanna and rip off our coats and pave the way for him with wild abandon.

Let’s offer him praise as if he is the deliverer, even though he is not.  

Later that week, Jesus would be put on trial and Pilate would ask him, “Are you the king of the Jews?”

Pilate, does he look like a king?  Think about it.

He’s a carpenter from Nazareth, for goodness sake!  His followers are fishermen with calluses on their hands.  His treasurer betrayed him to the priests – not the ruler, mind you – the priests!

A king?  I don’t think so.

But still, Pilate has to ask.

Jesus tells him – “My kingdom is not from this world.”
Pilate wonders, “What does THAT mean?”

Jesus elaborates, “You say that I am a king.  For this I was born, and for this I came into the world, to testify to the truth.  Everyone who belongs to the truth listens to my voice.”  Then comes Pilate’s famous line – his question to Jesus – the question Jesus does not answer – “What is truth?” Pilate asks.

Pilate keeps insisting Jesus is king of the Jews – but Jesus’ own people do not accept that – ironic, isn’t it?  The only one willing to accept that this poor man is king of the Jews is the Roman governor – the one who SHOULD be most threatened by Jesus, but Pilate calls him king and finds him innocent.

All glory Laud and honor to you, Jesus!

You see the question is not, was he king of the Jews?  Pilate was fine with that, Herod and the priests were not fine with it.

But the question is not, “Was he the king of the Jews?”  The question of Palm Sunday is, “Is he your king?”

Is Jesus your king?  Is he in control of your life?

We can accept as historical fact that Jesus rode into Jerusalem on a donkey, and that people shouted “Hosanna”. . .
And that they laid their coats and palm branches for him to ride over.

But the question is not do you believe that?

The question is what are you willing to lay down for Jesus?

Your monetary offering to the church?  Your time?  Your talents?

Your life?

If you had been there on Palm Sunday on the ramp to the city gate of Jerusalem, and in wild abandon and recklessness and exhilaration, if you had ripped off your coat and thrown it under the hooves of the donkey, would you have ever sent hat coat again?

Doubtful.

Because you would have been swept along with the crowd up to the gate and finally into the city.

Your destination.

And what happened there?  In a matter of a few short days, if you had left the city, you would have seen him there, crucified, dying on a cross.

For you.

And for me.

This king has a rotten resume for a rebel leader – but the perfect résumé for a savior.

He delivered his people all right, but they didn’t even know it.

He went through the city gate to accolades, “all glory, laud and honor.”  And he went back out through those gates with a cross on his bloody back to die for the sin sick, confused, mad, chaotic world that needed a king.
But the world did not need a king with a sharp iron sword and an army.  

The world needed a king of love!
And it still does today.

We are drowning in greed, and in violence, and in fear.

We need a deliverer – and not another one with military might – they are so boring – the same thing over and over – slaughter and mayhem –

We need a king of the soul – a king who brings us love and mercy and a way out of this sinful mess.

That’s the king God sent – a king who became a slave, and did not count equality with God a thing to be grasped, but emptied himself – 

And being found in human form, 
8   he humbled himself
   and became obedient to the point of death—
   even death on a cross. 


9Therefore God also highly exalted him
   and gave him the name
   that is above every name, 
10so that at the name of Jesus
   every knee should bend,
   in heaven and on earth and under the earth, 
11and every tongue should confess
   that Jesus Christ is Lord,
   to the glory of God the Father. 

So we are told – “Let the same mind be in you that we in Christ Jesus. . .”

Can we embrace his humility, can we give ourselves, as he walks up that ramp to the gates of Jerusalem, can we recklessly throw ourselves in his path – give ourselves to him – holding back nothing – saying, “All glory, laud and honor, Jesus – you are our king!”

Fred D. Mueller

� Idea from a sermon by Matthew Rogers - What are we willing to lay down in Jesus’ path?  
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