
The Mystery and Wonder of Easter Hidden in the Details of 
Palm Sunday 

Palm Sunday is a day of colour, movement, and sound. It feels like 
celebration from the very beginning—crowds gathering, cloaks spread 
on the road, branches waving, voices shouting, “Hosanna!” Yet when 
we look closely, the wonder of Easter is already present in the smallest 
details of this day. The mystery of resurrection is quietly woven into 
what seems like a simple procession. 

 a borrowed donkey. 

Jesus does not enter Jerusalem on a war horse, as kings often did. He 
rides on a young colt, humble and gentle. This small detail speaks 
volumes. It tells us that the kingdom Jesus brings is not built on force, 
but on peace. Even before the cross, even before the empty tomb, Jesus 
shows us the nature of God’s victory. It is not loud and violent; it is 
patient and sacrificial. 

And there is mystery here too. The disciples are told that if anyone 
questions them about taking the donkey, they are simply to say, “The 
Lord needs it.” Somehow, everything falls into place. The right animal is 
there, at the right moment. The right people respond in the right way. 
Palm Sunday reminds us that God’s purposes often unfold quietly 
through ordinary things—an animal tied to a post, a conversation on a 
street, a simple act of obedience. 

 the cloaks laid on the road. 

Imagine the crowd taking what they owned—their garments, their 
coverings—and placing them under the feet of the donkey. This was not 
just excitement; it was an offering. They were giving something of 
themselves to honour Jesus. 

Here, we begin to glimpse Easter. Because Easter is about giving—God 
giving His Son, and Jesus giving Himself. The road covered with cloaks 
points forward to the cross, where everything would be laid down in 
love. What looks like a royal welcome becomes, in hindsight, the 
beginning of a journey toward sacrifice and redemption. 

 the palm branches. 



Palms were symbols of victory and celebration. The people waved them 
as if the triumph had already come. Yet the victory they expected was 
not the victory Jesus would bring. They hoped for freedom from Roman 
rule. Jesus came to bring freedom from sin and death. 

How often do we wave our own palms—celebrating what we think God 
should do—only to discover that God’s plan is deeper, richer, and more 
surprising than we imagined? The mystery of Easter is that true victory 
comes not through power, but through surrender. The branches waved 
in joy would soon be followed by a cross carried in sorrow, and then by 
an empty tomb filled with wonder. 

 the voices of the crowd. 

“Hosanna!” they cried—“Save us now!” It was a shout of praise, but also 
a plea for rescue. In that single word lies the longing of humanity. We 
all carry a quiet “Hosanna” in our hearts—a desire to be saved, restored, 
made whole. 

Palm Sunday shows us that Jesus hears those cries. But the mystery of 
Easter is that He answers them in ways we do not always expect. The 
salvation He brings is not immediate comfort, but lasting 
transformation. Not escape from hardship, but victory through it. 

Jesus does not turn back, even though He knows what lies ahead. Palm 
Sunday reminds us that the path to resurrection always passes through 
compassion and courage. ... the stones play a part in the story. When 
some ask Jesus to silence the crowd, He replies, “If they keep quiet, the 
stones will cry out.” Creation itself seems ready to join in the praise. 
There is a sense that something cosmic is unfolding, something far 
greater than a parade into a city. Palm Sunday hints that all creation is 
waiting for redemption, the redemption revealed in the empty tomb on 
Easter morning. 

So when we look at Palm Sunday closely, we see more than celebration. 
We see preparation. We see promise. We see mystery unfolding in 
humble details. 

A borrowed donkey becomes a sign of peace. 
Cloaks on the road become symbols of surrender. 
Palm branches become signs of a deeper victory. 



Shouts of “Hosanna” become prayers answered at the cross. 
Tears become the seeds of resurrection joy. 

And this is where the wonder touches us today. Because the same God 
who worked through those small details is still at work in the details of 
our lives. The unnoticed moments, the simple acts of faith, the quiet 
steps of obedience—these are often where resurrection begins. Palm 
Sunday invites us to pay attention. To notice the small things. To trust 
that even when the road ahead seems uncertain, God is weaving Easter 
hope into every step. And so we walk with Jesus into Jerusalem—not 
just as spectators, but as followers. We carry our own palms of praise, 
our own cloaks of surrender, our own whispered “Hosannas.” And we 
do so knowing this: 

Hidden in the details of Palm Sunday is the promise of Easter morning— 
that sorrow will not have the last word, that love will overcome death, 
and that God’s greatest wonders often begin in the smallest things. 
 

***************************************** 

The Mystery and Wonder of Christ’s Death Seen Through Judas 
Iscariot’s Betrayal 

Few parts of the Easter story feel as troubling—or as mysterious—as the 
betrayal by Judas Iscariot. It is one of the darkest moments in the Gospels: a 
trusted disciple turning against his teacher, a friend becoming a betrayer. Yet 
even here, in this shadowed moment, we glimpse something of the wonder 
and depth of Christ’s death. Judas was not an outsider. He was one of the 
Twelve. He walked the dusty roads with Jesus. He listened to the parables, 
witnessed the miracles, and shared meals with the others. He had been 
chosen, trusted, and included. That alone makes the betrayal feel shocking. It 
reminds us that evil does not always come from distant enemies—it can arise 
close at hand, even among those who have seen the goodness of God. 

And yet, here is the first mystery: Jesus knew. The Gospels tell us that Jesus 
was not surprised. At the Last Supper, He spoke openly about the coming 
betrayal. He dipped bread and gave it to Judas. In John’s Gospel, we sense 
that Jesus looked directly into the reality of what was coming, yet did not 
resist it. That moment holds deep wonder. Jesus shared bread—an act of 
friendship—with the very one who would betray Him. There was no anger, no 
sudden rejection, no attempt to humiliate Judas before the others. Instead, 
there was a quiet dignity, even tenderness. It is as if Christ was showing us 



something essential about His death: it would not be forced upon Him. It 
would be received. He would walk toward the cross with open eyes and an 
open heart. 

The kiss in the garden. A kiss is normally a sign of affection, friendship, and 
respect. Judas used it as a signal to identify Jesus to the soldiers. It was 
betrayal wrapped in the language of love. And yet, when Judas approached, 
Jesus addressed him as “friend.” 

What astonishing grace is revealed in that word. Even in the act of betrayal, 
Jesus did not abandon the language of relationship. He did not strike Judas 
down or call for revenge. Instead, He met treachery with calm and courage. 
Here we see the wonder of Christ’s death beginning to unfold. The cross 
would not be about retaliation, but reconciliation. Not about punishment 
alone, but about redemption. Even the betrayer was not beyond the reach of 
Christ’s compassion. 

 God’s purposes were not defeated by betrayal—they were carried forward 
through it. 

Judas intended harm. The religious leaders intended control. The soldiers 
intended arrest. Yet through all these actions, God was weaving something 
greater than human intentions. The betrayal became the pathway to the 
cross, and the cross became the doorway to resurrection. It does not mean 
betrayal was good. It was tragic and painful. But it shows us that God’s love is 
strong enough to work even through the darkest actions of humanity. 

Yet the cross stands as God’s declaration that no failure, no betrayal, no 
brokenness is beyond redemption. In Judas we see the darkness of human 
choice. In Christ we see the brightness of divine mercy. The mystery of Christ’s 
death is not simply that He suffered, but that He suffered willingly in the face 
of betrayal. He absorbed hatred without returning it. He carried the burden of 
sin without abandoning love. 

And the wonder is this: that through betrayal came salvation. 

A kiss led to arrest. 
An arrest led to trial. 
A trial led to the cross. 
And the cross led to an empty tomb. 

So as we reflect on Judas and his betrayal, we do not look only with sorrow—
we look with awe. Because even in humanity’s darkest moment, God was at 
work bringing light. 



Christ’s death shows us that love is stronger than treachery, grace deeper 
than guilt, and mercy wider than our worst failures. 

And perhaps the greatest wonder of all is this: 
that the One who was betrayed still offers friendship— 
to us, to the broken, to the uncertain— 
inviting us not into despair, but into forgiveness, hope, and new life. 

 


