
Talkin’ Bout a Revolution 
Sarah Klockowski 

Palm Sunday 2021 
Opening Words, by Rev. Daniel Chesney Kanter 
Today we begin the walk to Jerusalem 
The holy week 
The demand that we face the darkness, the broken path, the abuse of power. 
Today we walk toward the dayspring breaking through, 
The Easter day of joy. 
So let us prepare the way, 
Let us join together this morning in worship 
To see what holiness resides within and about us 
To welcome in the day 
And make straight the path for the work of God. 
Let us worship together. 

 
Invocation, adapted from UCC 
Come. Come O Holy Liberating One. 
Come through the streets. 
Come into the house. 
Come to find a space beside us at the table. 
Come to challenge our answers about 
Why tragedy comes 
Why poverty increases 
Why we are afraid. 
Come O Holy Liberating One. 
Speak to us in the silence 
With wisdom greater than ours 
With love deeper than ours 
With change wider than ours. 
We cry “Hosanna!”  
With joy and expectation. 
Come. Come O Holy Liberating One. 
Show us the way. 
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The Poet thinks about the Donkey, by Mary Oliver 
On the outskirts of Jerusalem 
the donkey waited. 
Not especially brave, or filled with understanding, 
he stood and waited. 

How horses, turned out into the meadow, 
   leap with delight! 
How doves, released from their cages, 
   clatter away, splashed with sunlight. 
 
But the donkey, tied to a tree as usual, waited. 
Then he let himself be led away. 
Then he let the stranger mount. 

Never had he seen such crowds! 
And I wonder if he at all imagined what was to happen. 
Still, he was what he had always been: small, dark, obedient. 

I hope, finally, he felt brave. 
I hope, finally, he loved the man who rode so lightly upon him, 
as he lifted one dusty hoof and stepped, as he had to, forward. 

Mark 11:1-11 
When they were approaching Jerusalem, at Bethphage and Bethany, near the Mount of Olives, 
he sent two of his disciples and said to them, “Go into the village ahead of you, and 
immediately as you enter it, you will find tied there a colt that has never been ridden; untie it 
and bring it. If anyone says to you, ‘Why are you doing this?’ just say this, ‘The Lord needs it and 
will send it back here immediately.’” They went away and found a colt tied near a door, outside 
in the street. As they were untying it, some of the bystanders said to them, “What are you 
doing, untying the colt?” They told them what Jesus had said; and they allowed them to take 
it. Then they brought the colt to Jesus and threw their cloaks on it; and he sat on it. Many 
people spread their cloaks on the road, and others spread leafy branches that they had cut in 
the fields. Then those who went ahead and those who followed were shouting, 

“Hosanna! 
    Blessed is the one who comes in the name of the Lord! 
    Blessed is the coming kingdom of our ancestor David! 
Hosanna in the highest heaven!” 

Then he entered Jerusalem and went into the temple; and when he had looked around at 
everything, as it was already late, he went out to Bethany with the twelve.  
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Good morning, First Parish, and Happy Palm Sunday. Some of you may know that I was away 
last week with family, and I want to thank you for your prayers and messages. My father was 
unexpectedly hospitalized for several days, but he is home now, recovering very well and sends 
his thanks for your prayers.  
 
These past couple weeks have been an emotional roller coaster. So often we think we are 
prepared for certain events, that we know what to expect, and we forget to leave space for all 
of the emotions that come with the twists and turns of life. This year has been a constant 
reminder to leave space for the unexpected, for the roller coasters of emotions that come from 
life not turning out as you planned.  
 
And this week that we are stepping into yet another such reminder and invitation.  
 
Holy Week is a disorienting season that begins with a joyous procession through the streets of 
Jerusalem but takes a sharp turn down the Via Dolorosa up the hill to Golgotha, through the 
tomb to new life.  
 
But let’s not get ahead of ourselves. We begin today with a celebration, as we just heard about 
in our text. 
 
What’s going on here? It’s an odd scene. Jesus sends his disciples to commandeer a young 
donkey, so he can ride through the streets while people wave branches and lay down garments 
in front of him as he makes his way to the temple, only to turn around and leave the city. 
 
The story is strange to our modern ears, but those people in Jerusalem who gathered that day 
knew what was going on. This text is packed with ancient images that would have been 
unmistakable to the people who were witnessing such an event.  
 
In the ancient world it was common for elite men to be welcomed into a city that they were 
visiting with a procession in many ways like this one. Emperors and military leaders would 
arrive outside of a city on their war horse, while the elites of the area would come out to greet 
them, line the streets with carefully organized fanfare, until the visitor arrived at the religious 
center of the city. There would then be speeches fawning over the esteemed guest, who would 
then offer a religious sacrifice and prayers in the temple.  
 
This ancient world would have recognized Jesus’ entrance as a parody of this ritual. Mimicking 
the ways of the empire, while turning it on its head. This triumphant entrance doesn’t feature 
the elites of the city, it’s a peoples’ movement. Jesus blocks traffic with this beautiful, loud 
grassroots uprising that is a repudiation of the ways of imperialism and militarism. No march 
permit, no partisan speeches by local government leaders, rather the people are leading the 
chants, calling out the words of their ancestors from the Psalms:  
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“Hosanna! 
    Blessed is the one who comes in the name of the Lord! 
    Blessed is the coming kingdom of our ancestor David! 
Hosanna in the highest heaven!” 
 
These lines are ancient cries and prayers for liberation from another oppressive regime – 
Babylon. A collective hope reverberated in their chants now, that the God who rescued them 
from slavery in Egypt, from Exile in Babylon, who heard the cries of their ancestors was coming 
to liberate them once again. The chants rippled through the crowd “Hosanna,” meaning “Save 
us now,” or “Liberate Now.” No Justice, No peace. Ain’t gonna let nobody turn us ‘round.  
 
This was a cry for a material change to their circumstances as a colonized and oppressed people 
– no wonder Rome killed Jesus just days later; any resistance, no matter how non-violent, is a 
threat to systems of domination. 
 
Jesus enters this sacred disruption to the status quo, further repudiating the militarism of the 
oppressors by riding on a young donkey—not a war horse. In fact, he goes out of his way to 
make sure that is his mode of transportation. What kind of king rides a donkey for his victorious 
arrival?  
 
Again, the people witnessing this would have caught his meaning. Jesus is acting out an ancient 
script of liberation from the Hebrew prophet Zechariah, who spoke of the Day of the Lord, 
when God would bring liberation to the people and justice would reign. This would be marked 
by a procession into Jerusalem from the Mt. of Olives, where incidentally Jesus chooses to 
begin his triumphal entry. Zechariah 9:9-10 describes this moment: 

Zechariah 9:9-10 
Rejoice greatly, O daughter Zion! 
    Shout aloud, O daughter Jerusalem! 
Lo, your king comes to you; 
    triumphant and victorious is he, 
humble and riding on a donkey, 
    on a colt, the foal of a donkey. 
He will cut off the chariot from Ephraim 
    and the war-horse from Jerusalem; 
and the battle bow shall be cut off, 
    and he shall command peace to the nations; 
his dominion shall be from sea to sea, 
    and from the River to the ends of the earth. 
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Jesus acts out this ancient text in his anti-imperial procession. Repudiating symbols of power 
like the chariot and war-horse, calling for a non-violent movement for peace and justice. This is 
an act of political street theater; because in a world defined by domination and discrimination – 
joy and celebration are revolutionary. In a system characterized by violence, peace and love are 
political acts. And they can be deeply uncomfortable. But as Dr. Cornel West says, “Justice is 
what love looks like in public.” 
 
I wonder what it would have felt like in that crowd, energized by a collective feeling of the 
nearness of salvation, that their long-held hopes were finally being fulfilled. That they were on 
the cusp of a new world being born. I wonder if it felt something like the waves of hope and 
longing that we feel today. Longing for an end to pandemic. Hope for healing and justice in our 
communities.  
 
Of course, we know how their story goes. Their hopes and expectations are soon disappointed, 
and hopes are dashed. But sometimes Revolution sounds like joy and celebration and hopeful 
anticipation. And sometimes Revolution sounds like a whisper. A breathless prayer when hope 
seems lost. 
 
Jesus planned for their disappointment too. Shortly after this procession which began with two 
disciples on a mission for a donkey, Jesus sends them on another mission, this time to find a 
venue – the upper room where he will institute communion. He grounds them in the practice of 
community before he leaves, because he knows that in order for them to get through the 
valleys of this Holy Week, they will need to commit to one another. And they will need to 
commit to keep making space at that table until the cries of Hosanna find their fulfillment.  
 
Entering the Temple in victorious humility, Jesus’s street theater reminds the people of God’s 
ancient promise of liberation and invites them to act out that promise in their own day. Each 
year when we enter this rhythm of Holy Week, we are invited to do the same. We are reminded 
to bring these patterns of love and liberation to life; with every wave of our branch, we cry:  
 
Hosanna! Let justice roll down like waters, let peace spread across the nations, let brutality 
cease, let the captives go free, let the hungry be filled, let the sick receive health care, let those 
who cannot breathe live. Blessed is the coming kingdom of our holy and liberating God. 
 
Amen. 
 
Benediction, from enfleshed 
Moving through the gentle and angry, 
the humble and bold, 
the hopeful and resolute, 
Jesus makes known the love and power of God. 
It does not trickle down from on high but rises up among us: In the streets. From deep within. 
Among all the creatures of the earth. Let us go, declaring, Hosanna! Salvation is among us.  


