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I. The Politics of Palm Sunday and Passover 

Last Friday, I had the pleasure of sharing a delightful meal with Rabbi Ruhi from Temple Beth 

Israel. During our time together, we made a rather curious transaction. In exchange for one 

dollar, she handed me a list of people in her congregation—including their names, addresses, 

and the precise locations where they store their Chametz—that is, any food made from grain 

that has been leavened. 

During Passover, possessing Chametz is strictly forbidden. This tradition recalls the Exodus 

from Egypt, when the Hebrew slaves fled in such haste that there was no time for their bread 

to rise. In remembrance of their liberation, Jews remove all Chametz from their homes and 

consume only unleavened Matzah during the holiday. 

Of course, throwing out perfectly good food would be wasteful. And gathering it all up to store 

elsewhere would be a hassle. So instead, members of Rabbi Ruhi’s congregation "leased" their 

Chametz to me for a dollar. Theoretically, this gives me the legal right to enter their homes to 

inspect my leased leaven anytime before the lease expires—at sundown when Passover ends. 

This ritual may sound quirky, but it’s a playful and meaningful way of keeping a profound 

memory alive: the time when Yahweh liberated the Jewish people from imperial oppression in 

Egypt. 

While most Christians don’t ritually remove leaven from their homes in preparation for 

Passover, one could say that Palm Sunday functions as our own spiritual preparation for 

Maundy Thursday—the evening of Jesus’s Last Supper. Though the Gospel of John places the 

Last Supper on a different timeline, the synoptic Gospels—Matthew, Mark, and Luke—all say it 

took place "on the first day of Unleavened Bread, when the Passover lamb was being sacrificed." 

The implication is that the Last Supper was a Passover Seder. 

While some question whether the Last Supper was a Seder, what’s clear is that Jesus entered 

Jerusalem during the days of preparation for Passover—when the city’s population swelled to 

three or four times its usual size. His timing was no accident. All evidence suggests it was 

intentional and carefully orchestrated. Jesus rode into Jerusalem on the back of a donkey to 

fulfill an ancient prophecy many believed foretold the coming of the Messiah (Zechariah 9:9). 

And all the arrangements were made in secret, so the authorities would remain unaware until it 

was too late to stop him. 
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Some scholars suggest Jesus chose this moment precisely because the authorities were 

distracted. According to Marcus Borg and John Dominic Crossan, at the same time Jesus and 

his disciples were parading down the Mount of Olives, Pontius Pilate—the Roman governor of 

Judea—was entering Jerusalem from the opposite side of the city, flanked by battalions of 

soldiers. His annual display of imperial power was meant to remind the Jewish people who was 

in charge and what would happen if anyone dared incite rebellion during a politically volatile 

holiday like Passover. 

Passover reminded the Jews that Yahweh liberates the faithful from imperial oppression. Many 

saw the parallels between the oppression in their own day and that of their ancestors. It was, 

historically, a season of high tension and heightened hope. 

It’s unfortunate that Palm Sunday is so often treated as a mere prelude to Easter—or worse, to 

the arrival of the Easter Bunny. Palm Sunday, like the Jewish Passover, is charged with political 

meaning. If scholars like Crossan and Borg are correct, Jesus’s entry into Jerusalem wasn’t just a 

spiritual moment—it was a political demonstration. By timing his parade to coincide with the 

Roman military procession across town, Jesus made his message crystal clear: Whose kingdom 

do you choose—mine or Caesar’s? 

That question is as urgent today as it was 2,000 years ago: Whose authority do you recognize? 

To whom do you bow? 

II. The Gift of Disappearing 

In a poem titled Tobar Phadraic—Gaelic for "Patrick’s Well"—poet David Whyte offers a 

striking piece of advice: 

Turn sideways into the light as they say 

the old ones did and disappear into the originality 

of it all. Be impatient with explanations 

and discipline the mind not to begin 

questions it cannot answer. 

Whyte references a mythological people from Irish lore known as the Tuatha Dé Danann—

small, gentle, magical beings who lived in Ireland long before the arrival of humans. According to 

legend, when humans came with their violent and coarse ways, the Tuatha Dé Danann chose 

not to resist. Instead, they "turned sideways into the light and disappeared," seeking to live 

freely elsewhere. 

Whyte uses this myth to caution against submitting to any power—or narrative about 

ourselves—that imposes an identity too small for the soul. Don’t wait for permission. Don’t 

wait for explanations. Disappear from the story before it casts a spell that diminishes your life. 

Some of us are trapped in childhood stories that say we’re no good … that we’ll never measure 

up … that we’re flawed beyond repair. Others are bound by societal stories that say their race, 

religion, gender identity, or orientation makes them lesser. Still others, shaped by the privileges 
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of the majority culture, are told that "the way it is" is "the way it will always be," and resistance 

is futile. 

Have you ever longed to "turn sideways into the light and disappear"? In the midst of the chaos 

in which we now find ourselves, that kind of vanishing act can be tempting—especially if we’ve 

come under the spell of another story: that we can’t rest, rejoice, or even breathe until the 

whole world is set right. 

But the disappearing Whyte speaks of isn’t about escape. It’s about resistance—the holy refusal 

to live inside a narrative too small for love, grace, or hope to inhabit. Palm Sunday and Holy 

Week offer us an alternative story to find a home in.  

Jesus invites us to disappear before the belief that we are only worthy if we succeed, achieve, 

or keep it all together, and reappear within his story, which tells us we are loved — not for 

what we do, but for who we are and whose we are. 

Jesus invites us to disappear before the shame-laced story that says we must be spotless to be 

worthy — untouched by failure, free from doubt — and reappear within his story, which tells 

us that grace lives precisely where our wounds are, and holiness often wears a scar. 

Jesus invites us to disappear before the assumption that pain means God is absent — that 

suffering is a punishment, a sign we’ve lost our way — and reappear within his story, which 

tells us that God is closest in the valley of our shadows, that the cross is not the end, and that 

nothing — not even death — can separate us from love. 

Jesus invites us to disappear before the story that reduces people to their politics, their past, 

or their ignorance — that names them as threats instead of neighbors — and reappear within 

his story, which tells us that every person is a child of God, and that even enemies can become 

kin at the table of love. 

Jesus invites us to disappear before the belief that those we oppose are irredeemable — that 

their worst moment is the whole of who they are — and reappear within his story, which 

tells us that no one is beyond grace — not the oppressor, not the outcast, not even us. 

Jesus invites us to disappear before the assumption that power looks like dominance, 

spectacle, or control — and reappear within his story, which tells us that true power rides a 

borrowed donkey, kneels to wash feet, and bleeds for the sake of the world. 

Jesus invites us to disappear before the assumption that joy must wait until justice arrives, that 

rest is a betrayal while others still suffer — and reappear within his story, which tells us that 

joy is resistance, laughter is sacred, and sabbath is how we remember we’re not God. 

Jesus invites us to disappear before the story that says the grave is the end — that what is 

broken will stay broken, that what is lost cannot be restored — and reappear within his story, 

which tells us the stone rolls away, that endings are only thresholds, and resurrection is already 

among us. 
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Turn sideways into the light. Turn sideways into the light and disappear from any story, belief, 

or assumption that cannot contain the majesty of Palm Sunday and Holy Week or the mystery 

of God’s love and grace. Reappear in Christ’s story, where even dust dances and every death 

holds the seed of new creation. 


