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If you stand on the Mount of Olives, you can see the Kidron Valley and beyond that the walls of the old city of Jerusalem.  You can see the gates which are set in those walls, some still used and some closed up.  Jesus once stood there on that hill.  The only difference now, is the absence of Herod’s temple, then the most magnificent  building in the whole Mediterranean.  6 city blocks long, the pinnacle reaching 120 feet into the sky, the sanctuary itself higher than a Gothic cathedral.  This temple represented power, authority, establishment.  It must have been with great sadness that Jesus looked out on that scene….it was a magnificent  place, but a place where so many people had lost the vision of His Father’s love.  Religion had been  deeply politicized  and crippled by an inflexible application of the law.  Standing there, the last week of his life, it was all too clear to him how difficult it was for people to reach for God’s kingdom.  Love swallowed up by Law.   He knew only too well that this system and power and authority needed to be challenged, even if it meant the ultimate cost to himself.   It was on this hillside that the drama we know only too well as Palm Sunday began. 

 He sent his disciples to go and get a donkey for him – no ornate chariot, no prancing stallion….a donkey.  The words of  Zechariah,  the prophet from old rang clear,  “Rejoice greatly, O daughter Zion! Shout aloud, O daughter Jerusalem!  Lo, your king comes to you; triumphant and victorious is he, humble and riding on a donkey, on a colt, the foal of a donkey.  He will cut off the chariot from Ephraim and the war horse from Jerusalem;  and the battle bow shall be cut off, and he shall command peace to the nations;  his dominion shall be from sea to sea, and from the River to the ends of the earth.”

I wonder what you think about  Palm Sunday.  What are your memories of Palm Sunday services you have experienced in the past?   What are the sounds and the sights?  Are there huge crowds, or  just a few of people?  Is it just his disciples, and some other followers?  Are some Pharisees there?  Are there Palm branches waving?  Can you see the brightly coloured cloaks strewn across the ground and across the backs of the donkey?  Can you hear the loud Hosannas filling the air?  Are people crowded together to catch even a glimpse of this amazing man?   Are the shouts of gladness and celebration, offered in complete abandon,  or was there some fear and trepidation tucked into those shouts as well?


The Rev. Herb O’Driscoll suggests that there were two, very  different narratives going on as Jesus entered the Holy City that day-  “When Jesus approaches that long ago city, the thunder of acclamation swells.  But deeper and distant, at other level of the city’s life, the thunder of rejection and retribution gathers.

Can you imagine Jerusalem that way?   Two very distinct camps - Herod’s temple…the bastion of power and authority…threatened by this Carpenter’s son, riding into town on a donkey.  Pharisees, gathered in clusters….this man who had upset the synagogue in so many ways by his teaching…he had to be stopped.  And then the others….those who had heard him preach and teach and who saw him heal.  Those whose hearts were opened and touched by Love.  So much opposition, and so much welcome.  That is the corporate, and the community reality.  What is the personal reality?

Rev.  O’Driscoll writes…”the Lord tries to move against the walls and the gates of our own inner city, that city which we hold so jealously against any invasion, where even familiar friends are allowed only with care, and then only into areas prepared and selected for their presence.  We too offer both welcome and warning, acceptance and distrust. “  

Can you even dare to envision that -  God trying to move against the walls and the gates or our own  hearts, longing to enter into this life changing relationship with us, longing to love us?

 Have you tried to develop a new relationship lately, have you tried to  make a new friend lately?  It is no easy task.  There is welcome, but there are limits.  There is acceptance, and there is also caution and  distrust.  Navigating the landscape of cultivating relationships with other people is not easy.

The same is true for developing a relationship with the Lord.  We offer welcome  and acceptance.  But then we get frightened and we put the  yellow caution light up all around us.  What are the expectations here?  How will any of this impact my life?  And so, to a point, we want to celebrate and wave our Palm branches and invite the Lord into our city and into our lives.  But only to a point.  And then the welcome ends, or at least is held at arm’s length.  Dare we trust?  Dare we allow ourselves to be loved like that?  Why are we so cautious to give ourselves to Love?

Having stood there on the Mount of Olives  that day, Jesus  looked down onto the Holy City, and he made a choice.  He chose to enter in.  Every day he makes more choices, to try to enter into human hearts.  He offers the kingdom of God – a way of experiencing life, a way of experiencing Love.  To each heart he comes gently, forcing nothing more than a choice which we must make -to welcome or to reject…to acknowledge  or to ignore.

On Palm Sunday we say, “Blessed is he that comes in the name of the Lord”.  “Hosanna in the highest”.  Are those just familiar words we hear and say on a familiar Sunday, or do these words really reflect the decisions we long to make every day of our lives? 

Change….do we really want anything in our lives to change?    Are there hearts that need healing?  Are there relationships that could be strengthened?   Do you really want to experience God’s love more?  Is there some caution that we want to say goodbye to?  Do you really want to allow  God’s love to touch your life and the lives of others through  you?

Where are you on this Palm Sunday – welcoming him to enter in, or wanting to just watch from a distance?  The choice is yours.

Amen 
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