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Hosanna!!!  Crucify Him!!!  Hosanna!!! Crucify Him!!! It’s enough to give you whiplash!  In our first scripture we’re painted a picture of an adoring crowd shouting acclamation for Jesus as He rides into Jerusalem on a donkey. In our second scripture, depicting a scene occurring only days later the crowd has turned on a dime and is viciously screaming for blood. What?!?! In just four short days, the people went from laying down their cloaks to keep the dust off of the man they were vociferously praising, to now angrily urging the authorities to cruelly slaughter Him.
For a moment let’s try to, in our minds, become members of the crowd. 
As we waved our palm fronds during the first hymn, you may have gotten a tiny hint of the wild joy of the crowd, almost ecstatic as they cheer Jesus, as if He were a rock star or a cult leader. Have you ever been to a sporting event in which your team won, or a concert featuring a favorite musician, or a political speech in which the speaker was so right on, and articulated everything you knew to be absolutely true, you were thrilled?  You and the crowd became so excited that the cheering seemed to go on forever. It’s hard NOT to get caught up in such excitement. The raucous, jubilant emotions of a crowd can be infectious. 
After such an event, things eventually settle down. You head home, tired, but happy. The crowd who had celebrated Jesus probably headed home tired, but happy, then got a good night’s sleep and awakened the next morning to continue preparations for Passover. Jesus and His disciples also prepared for Passover and had their Passover meal in the upper room of a home. That Passover meal is the one that is so exquisitely depicted in DaVinci’s painting, which we know as “The Last Supper”, and which we regularly celebrate in our churches today. We call it Holy Communion, and perform this ritual  with grape juice and bread in remembrance of Jesus’ sacrifice on our behalf.
 At that Passover meal, Jesus told his disciples that one of them would betray Him, turning Him over to the authorities who had been gunning for Him because they were so jealous of His popularity and perceived him to be a threat to their authority. When they heard Jesus say that he would be betrayed, the disciples were horrified, all of them that is except JUDAS, who had already accepted a bribe of 30 pieces of silver from those civic and religious authorities in return for promising to turn Jesus over to them. 
Later, while the disciples whom Jesus had asked to be with Him in the Garden of Gethsemane all fell asleep, Jesus prayed alone in the dark. He asked God to save Him from the awful fate which was about to befall Him, but only if that were God’s will.  He was willing to accept God’s will, even if it meant that he had to die. 
Three times He asked his disciples to stay awake while he prayed. Each time he prayed asking God to “Take this cup from me”  but repeatedly acknowledged his willingness to do whatever God willed. Each time, after praying, he turned back to the disciples only to discover that they had again fallen sound asleep. This was not a blatant, purposeful betrayal, but surely must have left Jesus feeling abandoned by those nearest and dearest to Him.
Then appeared a large crowd of government authorities and religious leaders who, it should be noted, were in cahoots with one another. Led by Judas, they came to the Garden of Gethsemane in the dead of night,  and watched as  JUDAS  walked up to Jesus and kissed him. This was the agreed upon signal to the authorities, identifying which person was Jesus of Nazareth. They took Him into custody.
Matthew tells us that this sequence of events that we commemorate in Holy Week, events that are described in the Gospels, had to take place in order to fulfill the Old Testament scriptures, particularly those from the prophet Isaiah.
In daylight hours His captors brought Jesus to Caiaphas, the high priest to begin His trial. Caiaphas interrogated Jesus, who initially stood quietly, not responding. Prosecutors, under the aegis of Caiaphas produced multiple false witnesses against Jesus. But their testimonies didn’t hold water.  They finally found two people who were willing to say that Jesus claimed to be able to destroy the temple and rebuild it in three days. Caiaphas again tried to prod Jesus to respond but again He remained silent. Finally, in frustration Caiaphas yelled, “I demand in the name of the living God that you tell us whether you are the Messiah, the Son of God.”
Jesus finally did reply. “It is as you say. And in the future, you will see me, the Son of Man, sitting at God’s right hand in the place of power and coming back on the clouds of heaven.
Caiaphas went postal. He started ripping his clothes to show his horror. He bellowed to the crowd “Blasphemy! Why do we need other witnesses? You’ve all heard his blasphemy. What’s your verdict?”
“Guilty!” screamed the crowd. “He must die!”
Then they spit in Jesus face and hit him with their fists. And some slapped Him, saying “Prophesy to us, You Messiah! Who hit you that time?”
It would be horrible for us to imagine ourselves as members of the crowd who turned on Jesus so dramatically, so abruptly, and with no genuine provocation from Jesus Himself. The only provocation came from the nudging of His interrogators who were grasping at straws, trying to find any excuse to convict Him and get this perceived trouble maker out of their hair. One of the tactics of authoritarian leaders is to dispense with anybody they consider to be an agitator or a threat and to do so in ways that makes it appear to be legal and legitimate. 
How and why was the crowd turned so easily and so quickly from adulation of Jesus to the desire to humiliate Him and torture Him to death? Only a few days earlier, they’d been shouting “Hosanna!” and waving palm fronds to express their idolization of Jesus. Now they were delivering body blows and calling for him to die.
Did they never love Him to begin with? Had they been Faking their adoration of Him? Were they, at His entry into Jerusalem merely enjoying any opportunity for a celebration, a party, or a parade? 
Or was their belief earnest, but so fragile that the authorities could so easily whip them into a frenzy of venom and hate that they were shrieking for his crucifixion.  Maybe they were fearful of offending those authorities. Perhaps they were chronically angry about their powerless lot in life, and were lashing out at the closest available target, turning their anger into blood lust. Maybe they let the authorities gaslight them into believing that Jesus was not really the Messiah, but really was a blasphemer who deserved to suffer and die.
I don’t pretend to know the answer to all of these questions. What I do know, is that we should not allow ourselves to fall into the trap of  believing  what scripture calls “false prophets”, gaslighters, media, journalists, or corrupt authorities who would happily lead us astray, to forget the love and compassion and wisdom of Jesus and trade it for a mean-spirited, self-aggrandizing, even cruel pile of baloney. 
We’ve all, at one time or another, accepted as truth things that weren’t true at all, either because it was just so easy, or because we felt that we didn’t have the time to investigate, or because those untruths in some way served us.
Do we have the courage to look at the humiliation and pain and suffering that Jesus endured, to see that we too have contributed to that, and to acknowledge our own failure to fully live up to what God has asked of us? If we are able to do that, then we can prepare for the end of the story, to revel in the wondrous love for us that motivated Jesus to subject Himself to such suffering. We can rejoice in the resurrection, that gift that we know is for us and that we can all experience. Look forward to Easter. There are a few dark days ahead in Holy Week, but we know the end of the story.  Hallelujah!
                                                                                                                                 AMEN
