
Sermon for Palm Sunday – Matthew 27:11-54 
 

In the Name of the Father and of the Son  and of the Holy Spirit.  Amen 
     
On this day of hosannas and palms strewn in homage to Jesus, we also join in to acclaim the Son 

of David as our king.  He surely is a king, yet in a strange and unworldly way.  All He has to ride on is 
a donkey.  There is no grand chariot.  There is no flashing swords.  There is no pomp and circumstance.  
This is not Prince Ali coming into Agrabah.  From all looks of it, this is an ordinary man on a donkey 
who is being cheered on by children.  He is a strange king indeed.  The world has no way of explaining 
Him.  Yet there was a lot of excitement in Jerusalem on that first Palm Sunday and lots of wonder.  Was 
He the One? Would this Jesus rally the people to rise up above Roman tyranny? What was His plan? 
Curious questions like these filled the hearts the crowd. 

And while the crowd that day had their immediate concerns and needs at heart, the strangeness 
of this strange king is revealed in this: He is a king who came for eternal redemption and to overthrow 
this world’s tyrant who enslaves all.  He came to free us from sin and death’s unbreakable chains.  But 
the fact is that we are in many instances not merely passive subjects, but active participants in sin by 
thought, word, and deed.   

Yet this King, instead of making an end of sheep who love to wander and citizens who love to 
revolt, even trying to put an end to their King, to us He gives the promised way out of death.  His way 
was a way through death that could not be avoided.  And this was not just a physical death, but 
spiritual as well.  For just as surely as taking a poison gives your body over to physical death (your 
heart stops beating), so also does sin give your soul over to death (you are cut off from God).  The 
wages of sin is death and God can’t contradict Himself.  There is no way around this death.  Yet so 
great was the love of God, though it cost Him dearly, He found the way by which this debt of death 
might be paid so we might be set free from death.  There’s no way of explaining this except that God, 
in His unspeakable love, saw that it must be so if we are to have life.  Another must die in our place.  
Eve was promised that a son of hers would conquer sin.  The promise of a sacrifice in our place was set 
long before the children of Israel sacrificed lambs and goats.  Sin means death.  Man sinned.  That 
means death was coming to him.  The only hope of being saved from death was the death of One 
worthy to take their place.  Lambs and goats were merely prophetic—they had no real substitutionary 
power.  The real sacrifice would come when God sent our King. 

How much of this was grasped by the crowds in Jerusalem that first Palm Sunday, we can’t say.  
They shared the hope that the Messiah would bring some form of earthly deliverance and set up an 
earthly kingdom, so they could have some sort of earthly glory.  Even the disciples on Maundy 
Thursday were still squabbling about who were going to be the highest ranking among them when 
Christ was King. 

For sure, Christ is the Messiah.  He tells them as much.  Then He declares that the hour of His 
glory has come.  Liturgically, on this Palm Sunday we have both.  “Blessed is He who comes in the 
name of the Lord,” and the epic story of how His glory is revealed through His passion, His death on 
the cross.  But for His disciples, earthly glory filled their minds: palms and hosannas—this was the real 
Jesus, the royal Jesus, the one they’ve been waiting for.  This was Jesus coming into His own.  The 
kingdom could now be established.  All the people were rallying to His cause.  The crowd had named 
Him King and He is ready to enter into His glory.   

But this glory of Christ is unimaginably greater than any of earth’s death-bound glory.  Christ 
knows how earthbound we are.  Our hearts and our hopes are imprisoned in the momentary, earthly 



things of food, drink, clothing, money, and reputation.  So He frees us from our deathly slavery to these 
things, lifts us above them, so we can then see their proper value and purpose.  He frees us from the 
worship of created things to find real life in Him alone, the Creator of all things. 

The hour of Christ’s glory is the hour of His death when He takes our sins upon Himself.  Jesus 
suffered death for our sins, the death of being cut off from God.  He was forsaken by God.  He endured 
all the hell that was coming to you for your sins.  He suffered your death so He answers for your sins.  
He cried, “It is finished.”  The victory over physical death had yet to be accomplished, but the victory 
over sin’s death was achieved.  This was Christ’s glory—that through His death there is freedom from 
death; that through His death there is life.  This is the real life of those who are God’s own.   

This fact of Christ’s death to life is true not only of the work of God’s Son, but it is vitally true 
for you.  Only if you die, can you live.  The life that Christ made possible is only yours if you go with 
Him through His death to life with Him.  His dying must be your dying. 

Making Christ’s death our own is ours through Holy Baptism.  All that we are is drowned and 
dies in the water so that what rises from the water is a new creature, made alive by being bound to 
Christ.  In Baptism we are a new creation.  We are bound to Christ and pass with Him through death 
to life.  His dying is our dying.  His life is our life. 

Make Holy Week your own this year.  On Good Friday, when you hear Christ dying on the 
cross, being cut off from God for sin, say, “That’s my death.”  When Christ rises out of the 
overwhelming waters of death to life, say, “That’s my resurrection.”  “I am crucified with Christ: 
nevertheless I live; yet not I, but Christ liveth in me: and the life which I now live in the flesh I live by 
faith in the Son of God, who loved me, and gave Himself for me.” 

This passing from death to life with Christ is not something that happens once in our lives.  Daily 
we relive the Holy Baptism experience of passing through death to life with Christ.  St. Paul, our 
example, says, “I die daily.”  Every day is soil in which to plant the seed of yourself.  So hate everything 
that separates you from God, whether it be some earthly thing or some part of yourself.  That must die.  
Everything that imprisons you to this worldly life must end.  If you love what you call your life—“my 
life is my own” sort of thing—then you have no part in the life that is eternal with the love of God.  You 
are unplanted seed.  But if you surrender this earthbound life, if you plant the seed, if you die, if you 
make an end of your selfishness, if you confess: “Not I, but Christ lives in me,” then you shall have life.  
Then I die and become something new, bearing much fruit. 

What is this new life? It’s being bound to Christ, serving Him, and following Him so that where 
He is, you are.  Where you live, He lives.  What Christ did then becomes yours.  His dying is counted 
for your dying.  His rising is counted for your rising.  Life is not what I have done, what I am doing, or 
what I will do.  Not I, but Christ lives in me.  The life we live is the life of Christ.  The life we live is no 
longer ours, but Christ’s life in us.  We are one with Christ in joys and in sufferings. 

Our temporal life joined to God’s eternal life seems absurd.  Yet Christ does it for us.  He died 
to make it happen.  This Holy Week, go with your King into death, repent, surrender all, plant the seed, 
lose your life and all that you are, and die to self.  Christ will bring us out of death to life in His 
resurrection.  Not I, but Christ lives in me.  “Dying and behold we live.”  “For if we die with Him, we 
shall also live with Him: if we suffer we shall also reign with Him.”  “Hosanna, blessed is He who 
comes in the name of the Lord—Hosanna in the highest.”  Amen. 

 
The Peace of God which passes all understanding keep your hearts and minds in Christ Jesus. 

Amen.  BJF 


