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‘THE HOSANNA URGE’

Luke 19:28-40

There seems to be a part of our nature that wants to shout:
‘Hosanna, blessed is he who comes in the name of the Lord.’ 

There is something in us that loves a parade. Something within us that enjoys marching in a parade or lining the streets, waving flags or maybe even palm branches.

I have only been in two parades. One was the day I marched in the Boy’s Brigade Pipe Band as part of a city wide event for all the Boy’s Brigade companies. I was a dummy piper, did not play, just simulated.

Second time was in Ohio when we were on our way to a party in honor of Jane’s parent’s 50th anniversary. We somehow ended up in the middle of a parade on our way to the reception. 

Oh, yes we may have insulated and inhibited our basic need to cry out for joy in our middle class worship. 
A lady was visiting a Presbyterian church one Sunday and she got so caught up in the words of the minister that she could not contain herself and started to respond with Hallelujahs and praise the Lord’s. An usher approached her and told her that she would have to be quiet. But she said, ‘I have got religion!’ 

‘Well,’ said the elder, ‘I can assure you that you did not get it here!’ 
Sadly we may have truly become the ‘frozen chosen’! 

After all we are educated people, we are reserved, taught from an early age that we must hide our emotions. We are not like the common people who wore their feelings on their sleeves as they welcomed Jesus into the city that day.
Yet my friends there is a longing even in our cynical hearts to believe in somebody or something. To shout: ‘Hooray! Save us! This is it! This is what we have been waiting for!’
We can all probably sympathize with the elderly gentleman who wrote:

‘I’ve sung the Psalms of David for nearly 80 years
They’ve been my staff and comfort and calmed life’s many fears‘

I’m sorry to disturb the choir, perhaps I’m doing wrong.

But when my heart is filled with praise,

I can’t keep back a song.’
In a recent magazine that I read there was an interesting article on the YMCA. In that article the writer had devised a five point program for the life enrichment of older people. The fifth point in that suggested program is Praise God!

Praise God! 
That is why we are gathered here.

Christian fellowship is important;

Christian education is critical;

Spiritual growth is imperative.

But there is that something within us that needs to praise!
In Africa I have been told of a tribe that uses a drum beat to call the people to worship. By use of the drum the drummer beats out the following words to the people.

‘It is Sunday! It is Sunday! Don’t sit down. Come to the good thing which won’t come to you. Come to the meeting everyone. Come all. Don’t sit in your town today! The words of God have arrived, come and get them. No one else can get them for you. You must come! Sunday, Sunday, Come all!

My friends if we could but unleash the hosanna urge within us!

We would come into the Sanctuary every Sunday morning with the same kind of excitement as I am sure that these Africans do. It is the same excitement that displays itself so noisily in the stands at a football game.

The good Lord probably wonders how some of us can be so animated, yelling and cheering, waving our arms, stomping our feet, slapping our neighbors on the back  and high fiving  with so much gusto on a Saturday and Sunday afternoons, and yet appear to be so listless and apathetic on a Sunday morning.
Somehow we have killed the Hosanna urge. Perhaps that is why so many people this morning are on golf courses, at the beach, out on their boat, or just lying in bed?
You’ve probably heard about the golfer named Jones, you may even know him? Well one Sunday morning he was twenty minutes late arriving at the golf course. His three friends were just about to tee off as he ran onto the first tee and informed his friends of the reason for his tardiness. ‘I agreed with my wife that this Sunday I would toss a coin to decide whether I played golf or went to church with her. And you wouldn’t believe it but I had to toss that coin 43 times before it came up heads!’
The hosanna urge, we need to praise God!
Those early followers had none of the inhibitions that seem to deter us.

‘Hosanna,’ they shouted, ‘blessed is he who comes in the name of the Lord.’
For Jesus though, this day we commemorate as Palm Sunday or Passion Sunday was certainly a day of mixed emotions.
He knew that crowds are fickle.

He knew that there were those who on this day welcomed the opportunity to crown him King, would later in the week call for his crucifixion.

He knew the sinfulness and the selfishness of this city.

It was Palm Sunday, the day that Jesus wept over Jerusalem.

In our joyful expressions on this Palm Sunday we need to be reminded of that aspect of the Gospel. The celebration of Palm Sunday is the celebration of the whole Christ event.

‘Have this mind in you,’ writes Paul, ‘which was in Jesus Christ, though he was in the form of God, did not count equality with God a thing to be grasped, but emptied himself, taking the form of a servant, being born in the likeness of a man. And being found in human form, he humbled himself and became obedient unto death, even death on a cross.’ (Phil.2:5-8).
As someone has written, ‘A keyword for the day besides celebration is anticipation.’
Yes, my friends, anticipation.

Palm Sunday points towards the cross and the empty tomb; the Last Supper, Judas betrayal, Peter’s denial; the appearance before Pilate; the mobs choice of Barabas over Jesus; the lonely trek up Calvary’s hill.

All of these are consequences of Jesus’ entry into Jerusalem.
A mature faith shouts no Pollyanna Hosanna.

A mature faith understands that there must be a cross before there can be an empty tomb.
Finding his newly arrived pastor standing at his study window in the church weeping as he looked over the inner city’s tragic conditions, an elder sought to console him.

‘Don’t worry,’ he said, ‘after you’ve been here for a while you will get use to it!’
The minister responded, ‘Yes, I know, that’s why I am crying!’

No, no Pollyanna Hosanna!

Christian Joy may be best expressed in the old spiritual:

‘Nobody knows the trouble I’ve seen,

Nobody knows but Jesus.

Nobody knows the trouble I’ve seen,

Glory hallelujah!’
‘Hosanna blessed is he who comes in the name of the Lord’.
This then is how we must understand Palm Sunday, in the light of the cross.

Sometime ago in Outlook magazine there was a wonderful article written by a young father. Let me share some of it with you, it begins:
‘I left five children at home on the evening that I went with Mary to the hospital. This would be our sixth child. When I returned home I woke our eldest girl to tell her that she had a new brother and then before her happiness became too great, I told her that her mother had died. I held her close while she cried quietly and then I went to lie in our bed and wait for the morning and the day I wished would never come. There were still four more children to tell, then my family, Mary’s family, our friends.

The man goes on to tell about the difficult adjustments he had to make as he strived to be father and mother to 6 children, including a brand new baby. He tells about the love and helpfulness of neighbors. He shares about the importance of his faith in keeping their family together and then toward the end of his story, he writes:
‘Then one day months after Mary had died, I stopped and looked around. I saw all that God had done. There hadn’t been any earth shaking miracles. His wisdom had come to me in the still small voice of his word and the loving concern of his people.’
That my friends is the faith of Palm Sunday, that man could have been bitter, depressed despondent but he writes:

‘I saw all that God had done!’

Hosanna…there are crosses in the Christian life.
 We live in an imperfect world. 
But for the believer, for the one who trusts his or her life to God, beyond every cross there is a resurrection.

‘Hosanna, blessed is he who comes in the name of the Lord!
AND TO GOD BE THE GLORY.                                                                     AMEN.
