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Palm Sunday—Year C 
Luke 19:28-40 
Isaiah 50:4-9a 
Psalm 31:9-16 
Philippians 2:5-11 
Luke 22:14-23:56 
 
There is no way around it. This day leaves us with a very bad case of whiplash. It starts in triumph, 
palm branches waving, singing loud “hosanna’s”, dancing to the beat, and it leaves us in silence, 
nothing to say, only vigil to keep, burial spices and ointments to be prepared. 
 
And between those palm branches and ointments, a thousand choices have been considered, and 
made.  
 
The choice to betray—with a kiss no less, the choice to jockey to be the greatest, the choice to sleep, 
the choice to retaliate, the choice to deny.  

 
The choice to do as ordered, to hold in suspicion, to interrogate, to pass the buck, to wash one’s 
hands of the whole matter.  
 
The choice to mock, to insult, to belittle, to let one’s basest instincts run riot and join in the violent 
game of dehumanizing a human being.  

 
The choice to join the mob and go along with the crowd and throw one’s conscience to the winds.  

 
The choice to beg for a get-out-of-suffering-free card and a pass on the crucifixion at hand. 
 
There are other choices, too. 
 
The choice to remember.  
 
The choice to hear the hard truth that you will indeed blow it, and to file away what you will one day 
have to do—confront just how deeply you have missed the mark, and after you have confronted 
that, to know that you will need to turn back and strengthen others.  

 
The choice to help shoulder a heavy, heavy burden.  

 
The choice to weep.  

 
The choice to stand fast, to stay present, to look, to entrust your memory to another knowing you 
have gone as far as you can.  

 
The choice to have your heart and soul ripped open and to see the truth that you couldn’t see 
before.  
 
The choice to risk your position because the dignity of another compels you to.  
 
The choice to do the rituals that must be done, even when your heart is breaking, because love 
demands this of you. 
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And the choice to rest, because it’s the sabbath, and such rest is commanded. 
 
And in that sabbath rest, in that sacred silence, in this space where there is nothing to do, nothing to 
say, to simply sit with all of these choices before us. TO LET WHAT MUST DIE IN US, DIE, SO 
THAT WHAT GOD WILL RAISE MAY BE RAISED. 
 
Holy Week is hard. It obliterates us, so that God may remake us.  
 
It calls every single aspect of our False Self out into the light, and crucifies it.  

 
It takes every twisted, violent impulse of our world, and nails it to the cross.  

 
It is crystal clear about the depth of sin and suffering that we human beings undergo, and inflict.  
 
Tears are shed, wrenching cries shatter well-constructed defenses, hearts are broken from heaven 
to earth.  
 
WE ARE EMPTIED OF EVERYTHING. IT’S THE ONLY WAY TO THE LIFE THAT IS 
BEYOND THE REACH OF DEATH. 
 
Don’t shy away from all that you must confront this week. Choose to live this week, fully. Choose to 
drink it in, to the last drop. Choose ALL OF IT that you may know the depth of Jesus’ love AND 
the power of God to raise us from the dead. Amen. 
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