Who Is Coming? 						3/22/59





Scripture:  Mark 11: 1-11





Today’s worship is obviously a Palm Sunday service.  The anthems, Scripture reading, and hymns are selected in view of it.  The flower committee arranged for palms to grace our Sanctuary.  We have set our thinking toward it through the Lenten season.  We can make it a more memorable entrance to Holy Week by exercising our imagination concerning the triumphal entry of Jesus into Jerusalem.  For, of course, no one there had ever heard of “Palm Sunday,” nor had anyone called it by that name for a long time after that occasion.





For the Hebrews, it was one of the busy days in the week before the Passover.  The Jewish Sabbath was over, and pilgrims were pouring into Jerusalem on that first day of the week.  They came from Rome and Ephesus, from Babylon, from Alexandria, as well as from villages nearby.  Jerusalem was a cosmopolitan city.  Jewish residents and Palestinian beggars rubbed elbows with Greek merchants, Roman bankers, Egyptian corn-brokers.  Sadduces and Pharisees who were rivals and partners in controlling Jewish thought, walked the streets, as did Roman soldiers in very noticeable numbers.





The Roman governor, Pontius Pilate, had moved his headquarters into the city from Caearea for the occasion.  There was no use taking chances on some inflammable public uprising at a time like this.  For a time of religious excitement could be a time of political excitement.





Most of the pilgrims had come to worship their God in the great Jewish temple.





That is background for the little procession that formed outside the city and entered it that day.  A Nazarene from Galilee, named Jesus, had been receiving noticeable attention for nearly three years.  He had chosen to come, with the other pilgrims, to the holy city at this Passover season.  He sent a couple of his disciples into the city to fetch a donkey colt that they would find tied there.  They brought the colt, put some of their clothing across it, and seated their leader on it.  Then they made their way into the city, while others, seeing the procession, laid their cloaks along the way, waved branches, and shouted their “hurrahs.” (hosannas)  To outward appearance, it was in its early hours, perhaps the happiest day in the life of Jesus.





As he entered the Holy City, amid the excitement and the shouting of his followers, it wa
