EXTRA RESOURCE: Monologue for Palm Sunday
Read, or performed, in a light childlike voice if possible.

It was the best day in my whole life!
The sun was shining, the sky was blue, the birds were singing...
And I was walking into Jerusalem with my dad.
He said to me that this was a very special day
And I thought it was, as I held his hand and skipped along beside him.
Other people were going into the city too
And soon there was a whole crowd of us enjoying the walk.
After a while, daddy said, “There he is!”
I looked and saw a man getting on a baby donkey.
I didn’t know whether daddy mean the man or the donkey
I felt sorry for the donkey, but daddy said it didn’t mind.
He said the man’s name was ‘Jesus’.
People started getting very excited
And they clapped and sang.
They broke branches off the trees and waved them.
They took their cloaks off and put them on the ground for the donkey to walk on.
They kept shouting Hosanna!
I asked daddy, ‘What does Hosanna mean?’
‘It means, sweetheart, that people think that Jesus is the Messiah’.
‘What is the Messiah, daddy?’
‘He is the King we have all been waiting for for hundreds of years.’
Hundreds of years!  I didn’t know people were that old!
And the man didn’t look like a king..
Daddy was explaining again:
‘Anna, if Jesus is the Messiah, then this is a unique day in history
And you will remember it for the rest of your life.’
I found my own branch from a palm tree and waved it.
I shouted ‘Hosanna!’.
I tried to put my cloak down, but daddy wouldn’t let me.
I tried to get as near as I could to the donkey
And I know Jesus saw me!
I know he smiled at me!
I was very happy.
The journey into Jerusalem went very quickly and suddenly we were there.
Jesus and lots of people went into the Temple.
Daddy said that we had to go home.
He picked me up and put me on his shoulders and carried me all the way back home.

A few days later, daddy said to me that he had been wrong.
Jesus wasn’t the Messiah after all.
‘Why not, daddy?’
‘Because, sweetheart, the Romans said he was a bad man and they put him to death.’
I was very very sad and when I went to bed that night I cried and cried.
In the morning, I said to daddy, ‘I don’t think Jesus was a bad man.’
He said, ‘I don’t either, Anna.’
‘And I think he was the Messiah!’.
‘If he was the Messiah, God will have to do something very amazing to show us that he was.
But, maybe he will.  Let’s wait and see.’
‘Yes’, I said.  ‘Let’s wait and see.’
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They cried ‘Hosanna!’  (Tune: Bunessan StF 136 ‘Morning has broken’)

They cried ‘Hosanna!’				
waving their branches;				
wanting their Jesus						
hailed as a King.						
What were they hoping?					
What were their motives?					
What fired their actions?					 
What made them sing?					

They called for murder,				
raising their voices;						
wanting this upstart						
nailed to a cross.						
What were they thinking?					
What were they doing?					
What made them opt for					
suffering and loss.						

They searched the garden,
seeking his body;
wanting the dead kept
safe in the tomb.
What were they scared of?
What made them frightened?
Why did they want to
cast their own gloom?

We too are pilgrims,
on our own journey;
wanting to seek out
God’s right from wrong.
Teach us to follow
Jesus our Saviour;
we want to serve Him
our whole lives long. 
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