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Palm Sunday Sermon 2021 
March 28, 2021 
 

Hosanna! Blessed is the one who comes in the name of the Lord. Amen.  

 

Like last year, this Sunday we are focusing on the story of Palm Sunday without 

getting into the narrative of the Passion. We’ll save that for Good Friday. In years past 

we have had two gospel readings on this last Sunday of Lent -- one at the beginning 

of the service that tells of the triumphal entry of Jesus into Jerusalem and one in the 

usual place that retells the whole account of Jesus’ death, leading up to resurrection on 

Easter. But I kind of like it this way. Because this Sunday we get to stay here at the 

gates with the crowds, palm branches in hand. Somewhat oblivious to what awaits 

Jesus and us at the end of this week. Holy Week invites us into the drama of the story 

of Jesus’ death and resurrection. And this allows us to live it chronologically as it 

happened 2000 years or so ago. So, welcome again into this story that is the hook on 

which our faith hangs -- that Christ died for the Sin of the world and was raised to 

give us new life.  

 

Words matter. They do. We know this. And yet it’s amazing how often we can 

disconnect our words from the actions they incite. We have witnessed this again and 

again, most vividly a couple of months ago on Epiphany, January 6th. But also, over 

the last couple of weeks, as words that incite hate bore fruit in the killing of 8 people 
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in Atlanta, the majority of whom are of Asian descent. We say the pen is mightier 

than the sword, and yet we deny the reality of culpability when words move people to 

actions that harm and kill.  

 

There are three words that are like signposts along the Palm Sunday road. A journey 

that takes us down the Mount of Olives, through the streets of the Old City of 

Jerusalem, to the Garden of Gethsemane, and on to judgment, torture, cross and 

resurrection. The words are “Hosanna, Crucify, and Alleluia.” Of course, there are 

many other words surrounding these three, cementing them into place in the story. 

But these are the ones shouted by three different crowds, gathered in God’s name. 

And understanding them helps us understand ourselves in relationship to a gracious 

God, who remembers our sin no more.  

 

Jesus knew that faithful Jews would recognize the sign of one coming on a young 

donkey. It was a Messianic moment, setting the table for what was to come in just a 

short week’s time. Sure enough the people along the route saw this One coming and 

knew that it was in the name of the Lord, “Hosanna in the highest!” But I wondered 

what “Hosanna” really means. I have always thought of it as a celebratory word, an 

idea I based mostly on this scene. People overcome by some kind of emotion, pulling 

off their cloaks and tearing down branches to lay out like a red carpet in front of the 

One coming.  
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In doing a little research I learned that “Hosanna” is more than some syllabic 

utterance that burst forth from the lips of these folks in a fit of joyousness.  

It is actually two Hebrew words that appear in Psalm 118 and mean “Please, save us.”  

“I thank you that you have answered me 

    and have become my salvation. 

22 The stone that the builders rejected 

    has become the chief cornerstone. 

23 This is the Lord’s doing; 

    it is marvelous in our eyes. 

24 This is the day that the Lord has made; 

    let us rejoice and be glad in it.  

25 Save us, we beseech you, O Lord! 

    O Lord, we beseech you, give us success! 

26 Blessed is the one who comes in the name of the Lord. “ 

Hosanna. Please save us. The people parading with Jesus that morning on the Palm 

Sunday road sang a Psalm of deliverance. Joy that welled up out of struggle because 

for a brief moment they could really see what God was up to.   

 

But crowds dissipate and others form around different causes. Human nature is to 

want to belong. And when we see a gathered crowd there is part of us that can’t help 

but be drawn in by curiosity and not wanting to miss out on the excitement. Protests 
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and riots can look much the same. It is hard for us to discern the difference 

sometimes. And one can often be turned to another by a word uttered at the right 

moment in time. It is not hard to imagine that some of those who cried out 

“Hosanna!” found themselves standing with the crowd later in the week outside 

Pilate’s headquarters. It is unlikely that everyone came together understanding that 

they would be calling for the execution of an innocent person. Maybe it was one or 

two voices that shouted first: “Crucify!” Then another few joined in: “Crucify!” and a 

few more until all were shouting as one: “Crucify!”  

 

We have a phrase: Herd Mentality. It helps us reckon with what happens when good 

people are drawn into harmful behavior, seemingly unaware of how it happens. But 

Paul gives us the template for a different way of being in the world. Not to simply 

follow the crowd or the wave of public opinion, but to have the same mind among us 

that was in Christ Jesus.  

Perhaps the trouble is that when we in the crowd come to understand what is in the 

mind of Jesus, we can’t bear it. That kind of emptying humility is not easy for us to 

comprehend. Let alone put into practice. We think we know better than God how our 

lives should go. We know what is right and justified. We want to use power to get 

what we want, not for the sake of others before ourselves. We know how to spin it, 

even fooling ourselves into believing it’s true. It’s all in the framing.  The words we 
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choose. So that even execution is justified – “It’s better for one person to die for the 

people…” Or maybe “we were just having a bad day.”  

 

There is one last word. I haven’t forgotten. It isn’t actually written into the narrative. 

But it is the one that takes the story of Jesus crucified and risen out of the Bible and 

into the present. It is one we reserve over these 40 days. Keeping it hidden from our 

lips until the stone is rolled back and the tomb found empty. I won’t say it again; I 

already spoiled it once at the beginning of this sermon. But the crowd that gathers 

online or in person on Easter morning will find every opportunity in song and spirit 

to lift this word up among us. It’s the word that reveals our hope and trust that what 

those Palm Sunday crowds pleaded was realized. “Please, save us!”  

 

As we enter this week, waving our Palm branches, there is a hymn that reminds us of 

the expansive love of the One coming in the name of the Lord. The beginning of the 

first verse of My Song Is Love Unknown sums up the purpose of this journey to the 

cross:  

My song is love unknown, My Savior’s love to me; 

Love to the loveless shown, That they might lovely be. 

 

This Sunday our song is Hosanna, Please save. And God does. God is. Saving even 

those who utter words of hate and anger.  Who perpetrate violence, justifying any way 
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they can. All who exploit others for their own gain. Saving all of us who struggle to 

recognize the One coming in the name of the Lord.  

 

 

 


