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2020.04.05   Palm/Passion Sunday  Sermon  ©Gyllian Davies+ 
 
Paradox. Creation is full of it. Everywhere we look we can see contradictions, 
impossibilities, rules bent, broken, and twisted out of shape. And I’m not talking 
about what we humans do. I’m looking at what the Creator has woven throughout our 
world. And therefore also through us. We are full of contradictions. And that is where 
we find ourselves this Sunday. Right in the thick of contradiction and paradox.  
 
Like the crowds of ancient Jerusalem we celebrate with joy, exhilaration, even 
giddiness the procession of the Messiah into Jerusalem. We wave our palm branches 
and shout Hosanna, Hosanna. In other years we’d be singing ‘All Glory Laud and 
Honour’ or ‘Into Jerusalem Jesus Rode’ with great gusto as we processed into the 
church waving our own palm branches.  
 
And then… other years  and this year too – we’d listen in silence to the story of the 
Passion, a story of love and betrayal, of generosity and fear, of God’s justice versus 
the world’s justice. If we can bear it… we hold that joy and exhilaration in one hand 
as we open our other hand to grab hold of one the most painful experiences in the 
Bible.  If we can bear it… we listen with our hearts open, reaching into how it would 
have been, coming from that joyful procession to standing there at Golgotha to watch 
Jesus be killed. If we can bear it… we can encompass this paradox of joy and grief, 
love and betrayal, hope and despair. If we can bear it.  And then we might find 
ourselves open to the radical generosity and limitless love that God has for us 
humans. 
 
Doesn’t it echo what we’re experiencing now? On the one hand the beauty of Spring, 
the lengthening of the days, the warming of the air. It feels soooo good. And then, on 
the other hand there’s the dark threat of this virus, the closing of businesses, the 
stopping of pay cheques, and all the consequences that come with that. It feels so not 
good!  
 
On the one hand there’s the daily increase in numbers of people dying, of medical 
staff weeping, of families separated, grieving. And on the other hand there’s the 
dedication of the medical teams, the kindness of strangers reaching out to help each 
other, the ever-increasing expressions of love and gratitude, ….  exchanged through 
phones and computers with family and friends. We are truly in a time where light and 
dark weave together, two powerful forces dancing with each other all around us… 
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It’s tempting to simply turn our gaze towards next Sunday, to the celebration of 
Jesus’ resurrection, to the return of life, to the loveliness of our identity as an Easter 
people. Tempting… but why would we short-change ourselves that way? Why would 
we skip over the grief and fear, the pain and sorrow, which is a powerful pathway into 
deeper understanding, into fresh insight about our life, into more profound 
relationship with the Holy of Holies?  
 
Here’s something I know from my friends who’ve walked the cancer journey. They tell 
me they would never choose to remove that experience from their lives – with all its 
terror, pain, and unpleasant medical experiences. Because they all found ultimately it 
enriched them. It gave them a deeper appreciation for reality however it shows up.  
It honed their sensitivity to suffering in others. And it carved out a deep pool of 
reception for grace to dance in their lives. 
 
So this coming week, I invite you – step into the hard places of this time  with 
courage, with willingness, with all that you are.  
And ask God – what is it you are wanting to show me?  
 
You just might find you discover a new kind of love that,  
 to quote Kahlil Gibran, your desire becomes  
   “to melt and be like a running brook that sings its melody to the night.  
To know the pain of too much tenderness.  
 To be wounded by your own understanding of love;  
  And to bleed willingly and joyfully.”    
 Amen. 


