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My friends, we are getting really close to the end now. For the past five weeks we have journeyed
through this season of Lent alongside Jesus as he gradually gets closer and closer to the cross. And today, on
Palm Sunday we remember and celebrate his triumphant entry into the city of Jerusalem.

I know that for many people, Palm Sunday tends to be a day of celebration filled with waving palm
branches as the Gospel procession takes place to the joyful shouts of Hosanna, but I have to be honest with you
— each year when Palm Sunday comes, I don’t exactly feel the joy and celebration of the people who mark tells
us spread their cloaks on the road or waved palms in welcome and celebration. However, what I do feel is a
deep sense of confusion, guilt, and shame — and from the depths of my soul, a heartbreaking cry arises... Why?

I think it would be a fair to assume that you’re familiar with this question; it’s the distraught cry we
express when we’re confused by our circumstances, outraged by acts of injustice, or simply feel completely out
of control. Why did the cancer come back? Why was I chosen to be let go? Why is my child struggling so
much? Why do I feel so alone? Why don’t they love me anymore? Why can’t I shake this addiction? Why did
my loved one have to die?

Why, is the question that helps us articulate our deep desire to find meaning in meaningless events.

Why, helps us gain understanding and not feel quite so overwhelmed by circumstances beyond our control. And
it’s this very question that haunts me each year when Palm Sunday rolls around: Why does Jesus come when he
knows the opposition that awaits him? Why do the same people whose joyous shouts of Hosanna, shift to a call
for the Savior’s crucifixion only a few days later? Why must Jesus die like this? Why the mockery and abuse?
Why the nails and the cross? Why such an agonizing and shameful death? Why must it end this way?

When I come face to face with these why’s, my human sinfulness and guilt rises to the surface and I
recognize the why’s confronting my own hypocrisy: Why do I keep turning away from God? Why is my
faithfulness so weak? Why are my earthly desires so important to me? Why isn’t God enough?

Now, I’'m going to ask you to be patient and encourage you not to jump ahead just yet . . . for the time
being at least, don’t rush to get to Easter and the end of the story because it makes you feel good, or rather,
because it makes you feel uncomfortable to dwell in this part of the story for too long. You’re probably asking
yourself, why, when we know the outcome of the story — why shouldn’t we rush to get there?

Because maybe, dwelling and pondering in the midst of the tension of the Palm Sunday story is actually
good for us. Perhaps by staying here a little bit longer we might come to appreciate the true significance of the
path that Jesus takes on our behalf in order to redeem and save us.

And I wonder where you might see yourselves in this story? Because we are fortunate enough to have
the last 2000 plus years of hindsight, and it’s easy to judge the characters in the story from a distance. But are
we’re really so different from them? How quickly does our faith fade when God doesn’t deliver what we’re
expecting or when we expect it? How easily do we hesitate to follow Jesus when we realize the risks that come
with being his disciple? How often do our self-serving desires lead us to deny Jesus and his claim on our lives?

Today we begin our journey into Holy Week, and soon we will set our feet on the road to the Last
Supper, to the garden to pray, to the cross, and eventually to the tomb where the lifeless body of Jesus will lay.
We may already know the ending, but I want you to continue pretending that you don’t. The disciples didn’t,
and when Jesus died on that Friday for all they knew, that was the end. Because if death has the last word, then
Easter is no miracle and holds no significance. But we haven’t reached the end yet, so let this story do what it
intends to do. Let this story be what it has to be.
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The Palm Sunday story — in fact, the entire Holy Week story is a story of life. It is the story of our lives.
Joy. Love. Fear. Disappointment. Anger. Grief. Betrayal. Pain. Even the ordinary — eating, drinking, washing.
In the midst of the story is where we encounter joy and grief, celebration and pain. Immersed in the journey
through Holy Week is where we see our ordinary lives echoed in the life and love of Jesus. Here, we see our
imperfect lives reflected in the perfect and saving love of Christ. This is our story.

With all this in mind then, what are we supposed to do with this day? Well, for me at least, the answer
is as simple and as complex as it was on the day it occurred. I think the hardest part of this story is accepting
that we may never be able to fully understand the persistent and puzzling question of why. But maybe we can
have more success answering another question — for whom.

The key to all of this, I think, is that you and I hear that this story is for us. Jesus suffers so that when
we are suffering, we know that God understands and cares for us. Jesus is completely alone by the end of the
story so that when we feel alone, we know that God understands and is with us. Jesus cries out in despair so
that when we become convinced that the whole world is against us and feel ready to give up, we know that God
understands and holds on to us. Jesus dies so that we know God understands death and the fear of death and
reminds us that death does not have the last word.

This is the story that we hear today — the story of God’s passionate and relentless quest to redeem each
and all of us in love. Each week we are invited into a story that is not about all that went wrong in the past
week, but about what might go right in the week to come. It’s a story that isn’t about what we lack, but all that
we’ve been given. And it’s not a story that exposes our problems or shortcomings, but instead lifts up our gifts
and blessings. It’s God’s story that tells us again and again that we are loved, that we are precious, and that we
have infinite value and worth in God’s eyes.

Dear friends, I don’t exactly know what to do with all of this — but I trust that God does. I don’t
completely get it, but I don’t really know that I have to either — because I believe that God does. And I’'m not
exactly sure that I want to figure it all out, and that’s okay — because God already has.

I think this is the very mystery of Jesus’ journey to the cross. That although we may never fully
understand the “why” of God’s incomprehensible commitment to us — when we come face to face with Jesus on
the cross, we can never doubt God’s overwhelming love for us. So, while dwelling in Jesus’ journey to the
cross may be difficult for us, when we do, we are reminded that in Jesus, we have been given God’s tangible
and unrelenting promise that God is always and forever for us. And this, my dear friends makes dwelling in this
moment completely worth it. So let the shouts of Hosanna ring. Welcome to Holy Week. Thanks be to God.
Amen!



