
PSALM SUNDAY 2013                      24/3/13 

 
Show clip of Adolf Hitler arriving in Vienna – to 1:18 

 

Did you hear the music right at the end?  

We sing it as a hymn ‘Glorious things of Thee are spoken’ but it’s the German national anthem. 

 
Introduction 
 
What would you have done that day in Vienna in 1938?  

Would you have known something evil was about to be visited on humanity?  

Were there believers in Jesus in the crowd that day and what did they make of it?  

In less than 7 years and after 50 million people had died the whole German Reich came tumbling down 

 

One of Emperor Tiberius’ great generals entered the city of Jerusalem in the spring of AD 30. He’d been appointed the governor of the whole Eastern 

Roman Empire, which included Judea. His grand procession took two hours to enter the Holy City. At the head of the parade were a thousand 

legionnaires followed by four hundred recent captives bound in chains as a sign of his military prowess.  

 

Then through the city gate, as drums were beating and trumpets blared, the grand commander rode on a pure white warhorse. He was arrayed in silver 

armour. He rode his horse into the heart of the city, right up the steps of Herod‘s great temple. He dismounted and made an hour-long oration, after the 

manner of Cicero, telling the Jews how fortunate they were at last to be under the just, orderly government of Rome. 

 

As the climax of the grand day, the general made a small offering at the altar of Apollo, just to show those Jews who was in charge, just to prove to them 

who was God. 

 

3 years later another man entered the city of Jerusalem – we saw one attempt to portray that earlier. Let’s read about it now. 

 

Reading: Luke 19:28-44 

28 
After Jesus had said this, he went on ahead, going up to Jerusalem. 

29 
As he approached Bethphage and Bethany at the hill called the Mount of 

Olives, he sent two of his disciples, saying to them, 
30 

‘Go to the village ahead of you, and as you enter it, you will find a colt tied there, which no one 

has ever ridden. Untie it and bring it here. 
31 

If anyone asks you, ‘Why are you untying it?’ say, ‘The Lord needs it.’’ 

32 
Those who were sent ahead went and found it just as he had told them. 

33 
As they were untying the colt, its owners asked them, ‘Why are you 

untying the colt?’ 

34 They replied, ‘The Lord needs it.’ 



35 
They brought it to Jesus, threw their cloaks on the colt and put Jesus on it. 

36 
As he went along, people spread their cloaks on the road. 

37 
When he came near the place where the road goes down the Mount of Olives, the whole crowd of disciples began joyfully to praise God in loud 

voices for all the miracles they had seen: 

38 
‘Blessed is the king who comes in the name of the Lord!’ 

‘Peace in heaven and glory in the highest!’ 

39 
Some of the Pharisees in the crowd said to Jesus, ‘Teacher, rebuke your disciples!’ 

40 
‘I tell you,’ he replied, ‘if they keep quiet, the stones will cry out.’ 

41 
As he approached Jerusalem and saw the city, he wept over it 

42 
and said, ‘If you, even you, had only known on this day what would bring you 

peace – but now it is hidden from your eyes. 
43 

The days will come upon you when your enemies will build an embankment against you and encircle 

you and hem you in on every side. 
44 

They will dash you to the ground, you and the children within your walls. They will not leave one stone on 

another, because you did not recognize the time of God’s coming to you.’ 

Prayer 

 

Lord Jesus, on this day we remember your entry into Jerusalem as the king we didn't expect, as the ruler of a kingdom we found hard to understand.  

 

Enter into our city, we pray. Come to us that your kingdom might break in upon us. Show us the way that we might follow you and walk with you down 

the narrow way of the cross so that in following you, in bending our lives to your crucified life, we might be citizens of your kingdom, recipients of your 

salvation, and sharers in your glory. Amen. 

 

In some respects Palm Sunday is the most politically charged Sundays of the church year, that is, politics as defined by Jesus the Christ.  Jesus is Lord; 

other competing ‘lords’ aren’t. Politics is about power, the power to do good, the power to change the world – not that we always see politics like that 

here. Christians claim that in Jesus Christ we’ve seen the peculiar power of God at work, the strange claim of God upon the world. Jesus Christ is actually 

God's definition of who he is, God's definition of reality, what’s happening in the world, where we’re all headed, who’s in charge. The man who enters 

the city on the back of a donkey is king. 

At last Jesus made his promised move on Jerusalem. At last the movement that began in the Galilean hinterland is coming to fruition. Jesus is making his 

move upon the holy city. 

 

And how does he make his triumphal entry; on the back of a fuzzy donkey? The crowds shout ‘Hosanna!’ — a greeting reserved for royalty. But is this any 

way for a king to make his great entry into the holy city? Jesus' entry on a donkey welcomed by supporters waving palm branches is a kind of parody of a 



royal entrance. Does he ride on an ass in order to mock worldly rulers and their fake power? Is he teaching his followers about the peculiar shape of his 

kingdom? Is he taking power, but in his own unique way? 

 

Perhaps Jesus is doing all of this for his purposes. He comes into the city as ‘king,’ but not the kind of king we expect. Once again he overturns 

expectations and definitions of God and God’s salvation. Here Jesus comes as a rabbi, followed by dozens of his bedraggled, country bumpkin followers, 

welcomed not by joyful throngs but only by a gang of outsiders who wave palm branches and shout, ‘Hosanna!’ He rides not on a fine charger but rather 

bounces in on the back of a donkey. He is an unemployed, homeless young man who has no army and no captives to show off his power. His name is 

Jesus of Nazareth. 

 

Jesus parades into Jerusalem just to prove to them who is God. 

 

Israel always wanted, desperately needed, a king – from way back – remember Samuel’s agony, remember Saul. ‘Lord, give us a great king,’ Israel prayed, 

‘someone like David who can come in here, run our terrible Gentile oppressors out of town, and set us up as the great nation we are meant to be.’ 

 

At last the prophets proclaim, ‘Behold your king!’  At last we’re going to get what we deserve from God. Our king is coming to save us! Hosanna! Then 

this!  

 

Later, in what we’ve come to call Holy Week, we’ll watch powerful Pontius Pilate, the stern, strict, governor of Judea stare down at this bedraggled, 

whipped, tortured near-to-death Jew and say with a sneer, ‘So? You! You are a King?’ 

 

Jesus was crucified, in great part, because he wasn't the king people wanted, the king they thought they deserved. ‘King of the Jews,’ was the mocking 

sign that was placed over his cross as he bled to death in agony. 

 

They wanted a king, someone who could take charge, in the only way we understand - by taking charge: you know like they do in politics selling assets, 

changing definitions, punishing the less fortunate. What they got was a non-descript, a man riding in on the back of a donkey. 

 

It's hard for us to think of Jesus as in any way ‘political.’ Tell me your politics and I’ll tell you what sort of world you think we live in and what sort of God 

exists. Christians are those who look at this man on the back of a donkey and say, ‘That's God.’ 

 

A woman runs a clinic for impoverished patients in downtown Birmingham, Alabama. She trained at one of the finest medical schools in the US. She 

could’ve gone anywhere she wanted to practice lucrative medicine. But she said, ‘I felt called to work among those who were inadequately served by the 

present health care system.’ 

 

By the time she gets most of her patients, they’re so badly diseased, so malnourished, that they’re terminal and don't have long to live. She works ten-

hour days, has been assaulted twice during her nearly twenty years as a doctor working in these circumstances. In spite of her hard work and long hours, 

there are many she must turn away, many who continue to be inadequately served by health care in the city. 

 

‘Why does she do it?’ 



She does it because she understands the politics of Palm Sunday. She actually believes that the unemployed, unarmed, homeless rabbi who rode a 

donkey into Jerusalem that day is none other than the truth about God, the key to what’s going on in the world, the Son of God. 

 

Kerry and Annie Hilton and the team they’ve put together in South Asia work with desperate people in utterly demeaning situations. They tackle the 

powers of darkness and the evil that is in the hearts of men and they tackle this head on. They work to change the world of the people in their care. 

They’re not popular; they’ve been threatened with prison and other more imaginative consequences. Their future is continually under threat 

 

Why do they do it? 

 

They do it because they understand the politics of Palm Sunday. They actually believe that the unemployed, unarmed, homeless rabbi who rode a donkey 

into Jerusalem that day is none other than the truth about God, the key to what’s going on in the world, the Son of God. 

 

We know another couple working in South Asia. In their own quiet way they seek to make a difference to communities through education, sanitation, 

micro-enterprises, health and women’s rights. They face difficulties at every turn; they live in a country where War Crime trials have resulted in key 

political leaders being sentenced to death for crimes against humanity. Responses have included - violent protests, strikes, shut-downs, car-bus-train-

property burnings and train derailments. 67 people died in the 1
st
 week of March alone.  

 

Why do they do it? Why do they stay there? 

 

 

 

And how about you? Why do you serve people in the name of Jesus? Why do you pray? Why do you seek to bear witness to the life-giving story of Jesus? 

Why are there people downstairs telling in one way or another this story? 

 

You do it, they do it because they understand the politics of Palm Sunday. They actually believe that the unemployed, unarmed, homeless rabbi who rode 

a donkey into Jerusalem that day is none other than the truth about God, the key to what’s going on in the world, the Son of God. 

 

Palm Sunday marked the beginning of the end for Jesus – three years of loving, healing, restoring, and delivering met with torture, pain and death. But it 

also marked the end of the beginning - the very act of entering Jerusalem as king was a glimpse of final victory. 

 

TO CONCLUDE 

‘The God of life summons us to life; more, to be life-givers, especially toward those who lie under the heel of the powers.’ 

Daniel Berrigan, Jesuit priest, poet, and peace activist 

 

 

 



 

 

 


