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Hosanna! Hosanna! Blessed is the One who comes in the name of the Lord! Hosanna in the 

highest! 

 

There is nothing like the excitement of a good parade. Among the top events in our lives that 

many have missed this past year has been a parade. While I’m so thankful that America’s 

Thanksgiving Day Parade still happened in November, it was quite different watching it on 

television than actually being present on the streets. 

 

I missed the thrill of being out there where the action was happening, celebrating with others, 

anxiously anticipating the next float. There’s nothing like freezing your toes off and having to 

huddle close under a blanket to keep warm even though you are dressed in seven layers as you 

wait for Santa to come by. 

 

While the St. Patrick’s Day Parade was cancelled in Chicago this year, the city made a change at 

the last minute and dyed the Chicago River green to continue the age-old tradition there. Perhaps 

not the same as being right on the river when it was happening, but still a welcome sight that 

there is hope and we will move beyond this time. In addition to anticipation of long honored 

traditions, parades and celebrations bring with them a certain set of expectations, don’t they? 

 

I must confess that one of my favorite parades is the fourth of July parade in Marquette, 

Michigan. People come from all over the Upper Peninsula to join in a huge festival that day.  

Everyone sets out their chairs along the streets very early in the morning. When the parade 

finally starts, it’s almost two hours of every civic, church, and community group that you can 

imagine throughout the area. Even several fire departments from around the Marquette region 

participate. It is a community event for the whole Upper Peninsula. The parade is only 

preparation for what’s to come later in the day. The evening fireworks that they light off of the 

old ore docks down in the Lower Harbor off of Lake Superior are truly one of the most 

spectacular displays I’ve ever seen. I tell everyone that’s going to up there for that weekend not 

to miss the fireworks. 
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A few years ago, we had some friends visiting us for the holiday. After spending the afternoon at 

the parade, that evening we went to the fireworks. As the sky grew dark, the sky lit up as the 

display began. Only a couple of minutes into the fireworks that year, however, they stopped.  

Everyone sat on the lawn searching the sky. We knew what to expect, but there was nothing 

more. 

 

Eventually, there was a bright light from the dock. For a moment, we thought it was part of the 

display. Everyone waiting in the harbor knew how massive the display would be and there was 

always a surprise of some sort each year. We waited for almost an hour, but no more fireworks 

were going off, except one or two from time to time. We all knew what to expect, but it seemed 

so odd that it had stopped so quickly with an occasional burst going off. 

 

Around the hour mark, word began to spread throughout the harbor that there was a fire on the 

barge itself and the display was destroyed. Thanks be to God no one was injured, but the display 

never really happened that night. Our friends jokingly said, “So this was the greatest fireworks 

display that you brag about?” 

 

Today is Palm Sunday, the day when we celebrate Jesus’ triumphal entry into Jerusalem. At 

Birmingham First, it’s a day of great excitement and anticipation. We wave our palm branches 

and shout, “Hosanna!” Our children are normally processing throughout the Sanctuary. We know 

what to expect on this day, at least as we retell the story. 

 

As Jesus rode into Jerusalem some two thousand years ago, I wonder what people expected as 

they cried out, “Hosanna, save us, Lord.” Coming in on the back of young colt, or the foal of a 

donkey as some of the gospel writers describe the experience, doesn’t seem to be so triumphant.  

Isn’t this the “King of Kings”? Where is the big horse that proclaims the victory? This certainly 

is a different kind of king. 

 

For those gathered on the hillside, however, Jesus’ chosen entrance was quite bold and perhaps 

almost confrontational to the established powers. Jesus was travelling down from the Mount of 

Olives towards the Eastern Gate of Jerusalem. Today, that gate is sealed shut because of its 

significance. You see, the Eastern Gate, or the Golden Gate, is the gate of the holy city that the 

Messiah, who comes from King David’s line, is said to use to enter the city. It has been walled 

up since the Middle Ages because of a fear that the Messiah would still come and ride through it. 

 

Certainly, anyone entering Jerusalem in any kind of royal fashion would have been a threat to 

Herod, who didn’t like to be threatened at the loss of power. Do you remember what happened to 

John the Baptist? Herod had John beheaded. 

 

As Jesus entered, some of those standing by spread their cloaks on the road while others placed 

leafy branches in his path as they cried out. This certainly would have left Herod and the Romans 

a little uneasy. If this was a political statement, the soldiers would suppress the revolt quickly. 

 

On the other hand, some have said that this wasn’t the only parade that happened around that 

time. As Jesus came to town, so, too, did Pontius Pilate, the Roman governor, come to the holy 



3 

 

city. He lived at Caesarea by the Sea most of the time because Romans and other Gentiles 

weren’t so well received in the area. Life was easier by the Mediterranean Sea. 

 

Yet, Pilate had responsibility to keep the Pax Romana, the forced Roman “peace.” To do this, he 

would have to make the trip to Jerusalem, especially during Passover. Pilate, however, would 

have entered from the other side of the city, riding a grand stallion and bringing the strength of 

the Roman army with him. He was coming from the west (by the sea) while Jesus was coming 

down from the Mount of Olives on the eastern side of the holy city. 

 

During Passover, Jews from all over the area flocked to Jerusalem to make an offering at the 

temple. And what does the celebration of Passover represent? That’s right. Passover 

commemorates God’s deliverance of the Hebrew people from slavery in Egypt. The story is 

centered on how God delivered the people of God from the hand of their oppressor, Pharaoh. 

Rome knew this. Pilate knew this. 

 

As the Roman governor, Pilate came into town to hold the peace; to prevent any uprisings; to 

tamp down any revolts that might arise from the excitement of this celebration. So Rome showed 

up in full force just in case there was any rebellion that might threaten the empire and its 

established order. 

 

Jesus’ presence and, in fact, his entry through the Golden Gate, was a direct confrontation with 

the empire and its authority, just not what we might expect. But the week won’t play out how we 

might expect for a king who should be victorious. 

 

Pilate’s regal entry is more of what we might expect from a king or someone in power. Pilate’s 

parade was certainly much more grand. Pilate wanted everyone to know the strength of Rome.  

Jesus’ parade doesn’t seem to impress much, but it still threatens to upset the status quo. 

 

“Hosanna, save us, Lord,” they cry on the side of the road. But what power did he have? 

 

Last year around this time, we were still trying to figure out what this virus was and how it might 

impact our lives. With a world in lockdown in the hopes of getting it under some sort of control, 

we experienced life in ways we had never anticipated. My mom and dad were over for dinner the 

other day. My mom was sharing just the other day how they had waved at their grandchildren 

through glass windows. My brother and his family dropped off Easter baskets for them. 

 

Last year at our home, many of us were preparing the celebrate Easter alone. One day, our 

doorbell rang as Ann and Zeno, our neighbors and friends, were out for a walk and dropped off a 

chocolate Easter bunny at our door. On another day, Kelly Gorman stopped by with a card and 

some chocolate reminding us that we were in this together. On Palm Sunday, I didn’t even have 

a palm branch to wave, so I cut some forsythia and forced it to bloom. Then, Bob from Tiffany 

Florist called us and offered to bring a palm tree that he had ordered to go on our altar. He 

thought we might enjoy it as we worshipped from our home. Lisa Wells dropped off some potted 

daffodils at my home that are growing again in our kitchen window this spring. In so many ways, 

we figured out how to keep hope alive for one another. 
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I don’t know if anyone really understood what it meant for Jesus to make his triumphal entry into 

Jerusalem as Pilate came into the other side of town that day. I don’t know if they saw the signs 

that we can see looking back. On the other hand, they came out into the streets that day, crying, 

“Hosanna, save us, Lord,” as if somehow they, too, knew that God was at work. As he entered 

Jerusalem, he stirred within them a hope. While he wasn’t the warrior King that Judas and others 

might have expected, he gave them a glimpse of a different kind of kingdom: the kin-dom of 

God, the blessed community, where love would reign. 

 

I don’t know if you really understood all that you shared with so many over this past year, 

including your pastor. I don’t know if you saw how impactful your acts of generosity and love 

were for others. As our world struggled in fear, you were out there sharing signs of hope. When 

some weren’t sure where their next meal would come from, you helped to provide it. When 

others weren’t sure what to expect, you witnessed God’s very presence that is always enough. 

 

You see, we have come to know the God who faces holy week and a cross, knowing that struggle 

and death do not have the last say. But life is ours in Jesus Christ. We know that when we cry, 

“Hosanna,” God is already at work. For the foundation of our faith is found in resurrection even 

as we await it with the eager anticipation of a parade. Easter is God’s promise to us. Easter is 

God’s plan for us. The worst things are never the last things when Easter life is on the way! 

 

 


