
Palm Sunday 2021 
 
Palm Sunday and Holy Week is a time of such contradictions.  We have these two scenes 
in our readings today that clash and collide with each other.   First, Jesus comes into 
Jerusalem in triumph with the people shouting “Hosanna to the son of David.”  Then, the 
next moment, Jesus is brought to the authorities and the people shouting, “Crucify!  
Crucify him!”   As we move through the service today and the services of Holy Week, we 
are caught up in this clash of mighty opposites, this clash of passions and emotions.  
 
And this clash of emotions is a microcosm of the world we live in each day.  The whole 
world around us is a clash of love and anger, of care and attack. One minute, people are 
wonderfully generous and helpful to each other.  The next minute, people are caught up 
in insults and fist fights and armed violence and warfare. That’s true in our personal lives, 
our families, our nation and the whole world.  Hosanna and Crucify!  And, so, we ask 
today, what will free us, who will save us from this constant pattern of pain and conflict 
and uncertainty that we find ourselves in? 
 
A number or years ago, when our son, Nick, was about 8, my wife, Satya, Nick and I 
were traveling in our car north from Vancouver along I-5 on our way to Seattle.  It’s 
when we were living in Vancouver, WA, and we were driving just beyond Longview 
headed toward Chehalis.  As we drove along, Satya and I were having an argument about 
something.  I can’t remember what the argument was about.  It’s been too long.  Most of 
the time in marriages, arguments are about money, or about a decision being made and 
who gets to decide and what feels fair and what doesn’t seem fair.  Those are issues that 
are always challenging to work out in relationships. Even in the best of marriages, 
partners find themselves in different places at times about money and the power to decide 
and fairness.  So, we were driving along arguing about something like that.  Nick was in 
the back seat being very quiet, as kids get when their parents are having a fight.    It was 
not a good start to our trip to Seattle. 
 
Then all of a sudden on the other side of the median strip, in the lanes going south, we 
saw all the traffic stopped and backed up as far as you could see.  There were police cars 
and ambulances, probably twelve of them, with lights flashing, parked every which way.  
We saw four passenger cars that had been terribly twisted and crushed.   And, just for a 
moment as we were passing by, we saw human forms under sheets being lifted onto 
stretchers.  We knew that lives had been lost.  People, maybe members of a family just 
like ours, had suddenly died.  
 
Our argument stopped.  Satya and I instinctively reached for each other’s hands.  Almost 
at the same time, we said to each other that we were just thankful that we were safe and 
that we were together and that had each other as mates and that counted more than 
anything else.  It wasn’t that our arguing had been wrong, or that we wouldn’t in the 
future have come back to what we had been talking about to work things out.  As I said 
before, onflicts and negotiation and sorting things out are all part of healthy relationships. 
 
It’s just that when you see lights and blood and lives lost, you suddenly wake up to what 
really counts.  When you see how suddenly life can be taken away, you let go of what is 
secondary and you begin to see what’s really important. 
 



Holy Week is like that. Holy Week is coming upon the scene of a wreck.   We come 
marching into church with palm crosses and singing a joyful hymn.  But then suddenly 
we see flashing lights and blood and an innocent life lost.  We see Jesus bloody and 
broken, being taken away, covered by sheets.   
 
Holy Week is a kind of tragic, cosmic wreck.   It is the moment when all of God’s hopes 
for the world collide with all of our fears and indifference and violence.  It is the 
climactic moment when Jesus crashes into Herod and Pontius Pilate.  Jesus, who comes 
to bring life, collides with the Roman empire and the religious authorities who were 
trying to take away life.  When they meet in Jerusalem, that is the moment when grace 
collides with destructive judgment and justice collides with fear and power grabbing and 
violence.  
 
The purpose of Holy Week is this: that when we come upon the scene of this wreck, we 
will be shocked awake.  Like Satya and me driving on I-5, when we see the collision of 
Holy Week, when we see the body and the blood, we let go of what ever is consuming us 
in the moment and we grab each other’s hands.  We hold onto each other and above all 
we hold on to God.  Because that is finally what counts.  That is finally what is most 
important.  To be together, to be joined to God, to have each other as family, to be filled 
with the life and peace of God.  That is what the collision of Holy Week wants to awaken 
and make happen in us. 
 
The ancient prophets prayed to God, “Tear us, that we may live.”  
St. Mark’s Gospel begins and ends with God tearing something apart.  In the beginning 
of the Gospel, at the baptism of Jesus, God tears apart the sky so that the Holy Spirit can 
come down as a dove, and God says, “This is my son.  Listen to him.”  And then at the 
end of the Gospel, on Good Friday, at the moment that Jesus dies, God tears apart the 
curtain in the temple, the curtain which separated people from the very presence of God.  
God tears the barrier, tears the curtain, so that God can come into our lives and so that we 
can connect with God.  
 
Therefore today, on this Palm Sunday, as we enter Jerusalem and begin our journey 
through Holy Week, we say with the ancient ones, “Tear us, that we might live.”    
 
Tear open our eyes, O God, so that we might see again your deep love for us.  
 
Tear open our hearts, O God, that we might learn to love one another.  
 
Tear open our world, O God.  Like a surgeon, cut through the old ways, cut through the 
old fears, cut through anything that wraps us in our hatreds and fear, so that we might 
begin to live more deeply as your people; so that we might open ourselves to You and 
learn your ways of grace and justice. 
 
Today we begin our week-long journey.  We are not going to just hop ahead to Easter.  
We are going on a holy journey in order to witness the cosmic wreck happen and let God 
startle us awake to the love and life that God wants for us. 
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We will go first to Maundy Thursday, where we discover again that Jesus welcomes us to 
the table and nourishes us with heavenly food.  We go to the foot of the cross on Good 
Friday to see Jesus pour out his life, in order to fill us with life. 
 
Then, finally, we will arrive at Easter.  
 
It is a holy journey we make this week.  It is a soul-changing process.  And, through it all, 
God is working to open our eyes, to open our souls, to open the whole world, to gives us 
life once again, to fill us with the blessing and joy that God has wanted for us from the 
very beginning. 
 
God bless you, God bless all of us as we make this holy journey.  Amen.   
 


