PALM SUNDAY
March 25, 2018
Mark 11: 1-11

When I first moved here I was told that Palm Sunday was a celebration time and that I should stick to
the happy part of it. Waving of palms, singing of hosannas…..let us have this Sunday as a celebration,
they said. Do you remember that? To those people, for today, for this Palm Sunday, I just need to
say…sorry.
This sermon will begin and end with scenes from the news this week.

Last Tuesday I think, I turned on the news and they were in the middle of a story
And at first I thought I had tuned into something else…what WAS this? a comedy show? an episode of
this is that, or SNL or really bad sketch comedy.
No, it was the news, and it was a story about teachers being trained in the use of firearms in the
classroom
And I felt….despair, I think, and fear, and I asked myself is this what we’ve become
And then I thought no, this is not new… this is what we’ve always been
At least in part.
AND there is another part of us too
And there is choice. We still have a choice. To become….that…..or something else.
Does it seem too political to you for me to say that arming teachers in classrooms is the tip of an
iceberg and represents a mammoth failure on our part: failure of nerve, of intellect, of ethics and of
moral imagination, and frankly, common sense?
SURELY we can do better than that. Surely we ARE better than that. Than this.
Hold that thought and let’s move to the reading for the day. We’ll be back.
We chose the theme of the heart for Lent this year. We have discovered that in the Hebrew world
view, the heart means so much more than it does for us: we use the heart to mean the feelings; the
emotions. In the Hebrew language and culture the heart means the centre of a person; the intellect,
the will, the emotions too. The core of you. A unity.

And we approached the scriptures asking that our hearts be renewed: formed and reformed in the
light of the texts. Create in us a clean heart O God, we’ve prayed. And renew a right spirit within us.
If ever anyone is tempted to think that these readings are .....quaint little stories for children,
Or dusty antiquated accounts of events that no longer matter
If ever anyone was tempted to think that....I'm asking you – think again. This reading goes straight to the
heart of us. Calls for a renewal of heart: of mind, and soul and strength and intent. This stuff is as real
and contemporary, at the heart of it, as it gets.
At one level it IS a lovely story. It is. On the surface, if we didn't know otherwise, it would be a nice
break from the readings these past few weeks. And we could smile as the children wave their
branches....maybe wave a few ourselves.....and it would be ...lovely. But we DO know what’s coming.
If this were a series of paintings we'd have been, these past few weeks, in the ...jewel tones, I think.
Plums, burgundies, midnight blues, rich golds and the earthy browns of sun ripened figs.
Now though, a change. Now, with this painting, in a way that almost makes us blink and turn away we're in a riot of yellow and bright green – the full light of a Jerusalem mid day with palm branches
waving and children laughing
splashing one another with the water toys the way kids do in the unbearable heat...splashing each other
and aiming for the donkey...
the drops of water catching the sun... glowing red in the air briefly, like drops of wine
or blood
There's a harsh light to this scene. A light that you just know won't last; that hurts the eyes and brings
out detail we'd rather not see.
And there he is....on that donkey. Matthew adds a colt as well. Riding along, laughing with the children
as he always does, as that donkey moves slowly, deliberately, toward the city gates.

