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Reflection for Palm Sunday 

March 28, 2021 
 

Peace March 
 

Many people spread their cloaks on the road, and others spread leafy 

branches that they had cut in the fields. Then those who went ahead 

and those who followed were shouting, “Hosanna! Blessed is the one 

who comes in the name of the Lord!” 

Therefore God also highly exalted [Jesus] and gave him the name that is 

above every name… 

Because his witness to love was threatening, those exercising power 

sought to silence Jesus. 

May the peace of the Lord be always with you. 

Let us pray: 

Holy Brother, you have come in God’s name and for our sake. You have 

entered our souls in moments of shouted Hosannas and waving cloaks. 

And you have come just the same to our late nights and our confused 

hearts. Come to us again, Dear One, and let us follow you. Let your 

name be on our tongues and in our hearts. Amen. 

In a fascinating article, Ivan Semeniuk, a science reporter, writes about 

“astronomers who have added a new twist to their first-ever picture of 

a black hole. A reissue of the historic image, first released in 2018, 

reveals that the giant black hole at the heart of the distant galaxy M87 

is the source of a powerful magnetic field. It is estimated to contain a 

mass equivalent to 61/2 billion suns. Avery Broderick was part of the 

team that spent two years carefully teasing the magnetic signal out of 

the 2018 data. He compared the finished product to being given a 

front-row seat to a theatrical performance after years of listening to 

snatches of dialogue at the stage door. ‘Now we can watch the drama 

unfold.’” 
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I can’t think of a more striking way to describe the drama that is about 

to unfold—Holy Week. We profess that the fullness of the God, who is  

creator of all that is, dwells in a Galilean Jew who ends up on a Roman 

cross—hard to believe! The Gospel of Mark has been giving us glimpses 

of Jesus—now he is in full view. 

I still have vivid childhood memories of Palm Sunday, cheerfully waving 

my palm branch while marching along the centre aisle in the church at 

the beginning of the worship service, relishing in the sight of green 

fronds waving throughout a packed sanctuary. It was the children’s 

parade! Who doesn’t love a parade? From Palm leaves to Easter Lilies, 

that was my experience (and understanding!). It wasn’t explained to us 

that Palm Sunday marks the beginning of “Holy Week,” the most sacred 

time in the Christian calendar, in which Christians, symbolically and 

liturgically, reenact the final days of Jesus’ life on earth, from entry to 

Jerusalem to death on a cross at Golgotha, the “Place of a Skull.” 

On Palm Sunday, more than any other Sunday of the year, we tell the 

story that is at the heart of the Christian faith. We cannot fast-forward 

to the end, for there is no end without this story. That is why this 

Sunday is designated Palm/Passion Sunday. This Sunday has two titles, 

two moods, two sentiments. In Holy Week we are meant to share in the 

Passion of Jesus that we might share in his resurrection. He gives us 

himself generously, lavishly, in love, and we are meant to fully and 

freely accept that love and to share it in fellowship and communion 

with everybody else. 

In their splendid book The Last Week, Marcus Borg and Dominic 

Crossan describe the two processions which entered Jerusalem on a 

spring day in the year 30: “It was the beginning of the week of 

Passover, the most sacred week of the Jewish year. From the west, 

Pontius Pilate, the Roman governor, entered Jerusalem at the head of a 

column of imperial cavalry and soldiers. Imagine the imperial 

procession’s arrival in the city. A visual panoply of imperial power: 

cavalry on horses, foot soldiers, leather armor, helmets, weapons, 
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banners, golden eagles mounted on poles, sun glinting on metal and 

gold. Sounds: the marching of feet, the creaking of leather, the clinking 

of bridles, the beating of drums. The swirling of dust. The eyes of the 

silent onlookers, some curious, some awed, most resentful.” 

From the east, Jesus rode a donkey down the Mount of Olives, cheered 

by his followers. No weapons; only leafy branches and cloaks. Pilate 

demonstrated power; Jesus marched for peace. In a world with its 

surplus of violence, how do we wage peace? This is the challenging 

question posed by Paul Rock: “How do we address and push back 

against the systemic violence in our nations and our cities? How do we 

address the pain and frustration caused by the larger forces that 

employ the violence of oppression, unjust laws, or racism? This is what 

the people on the streets of Jerusalem were crying out for two 

thousand years ago as Jesus came riding into town on that most 

intimidating of beasts, the foal of a donkey. Palm Sunday was a street 

demonstration. It was a rally that could easily become a riot. The air 

was buzzing with tension and energy. So Jesus on his donkey road into 

the occupying kingdom of Rome, with its wealth and military power; 

and into the kingdom of simmering violent revolution, with daggers and 

pitchforks at the ready. He rode right into the middle of it all and …did 

not join ranks with the zealots and their daggers, and he certainly didn’t 

side with religious leaders or the powers of Rome. Jesus confronted the 

assumptions inherent in our expectations and presented a different 

kind of kingdom, a different definition of power. While the Romans 

assumed Jesus might stir up another revolution, and the people on the 

streets assumed he would affirm God’s covenant with Israel by 

ushering in a new earthly Davidic kingdom, Jesus introduced another 

way, another kingdom, a deeper covenant that found its strength in 

simplicity, its wealth through generosity, its leadership through service, 

its power through sacrifice. No one’s blood runs in the streets except 

his own, and radicals and Roman republicans alike are challenged, and 

transformed. Jesus begins a revolution of grace, justice, forgiveness, 

and hope.” Sally Brown interprets the sacrificial nature of Jesus’ death 
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by seeing it as his self-donation, his self-giving. He poured his life into 

our lives, filling our lives with newness we could never imagine. 

As Andre Picard observes: “It’s hard to live our lives constantly on hold, 

but we need to keep an eye to the future. Holding off on re-openings 

even a bit could make a big difference a few weeks down the road. But 

do we have the stomach and the foresight for it? If we’re able to stifle 

the spread of variants and do a few million more vaccinations by Easter, 

that could blunt a third wave. We might even see a resurrection of real, 

lasting hope.” 

God’s love does not do away with conflict, or suffering, or tragedy; the 

cross should teach us that. God’s love does not do away with it, God’s 

love is the thing that makes it possible to bear it, to see it, to share in it, 

to understand it, and to pass through it. The great Peter Gomes 

reminds us that “that is what the Passion is, not simply to see suffering 

as in a play or a Greek tragedy, but to share in suffering, to weep as 

Jesus wept at the brokenness of what is meant to be whole, to see a 

thing as it is meant to be and to experience it broken, fractured, and 

shattered, not just the Saviour’s body but the body of the world; to 

suffer with indignity and inhumanity, to weep at injustice and violence 

and deprivation and depravity, to enter the sorrows of another as if 

they were our own, because they are our own. Jesus did not die in 

order to spare us the indignities of the wounded creation. He died that 

we might see those wounds as our own. He died that we might live, and 

live fully and hopefully—full of hope—not in some fantastic never-

never-land not yet arrived, but in ambiguous reality here and now.” 

We enter Holy Week in awe and wonder at God’s amazing love, poured 

out for us in Jesus Christ, so that each of us can declare: “at the name 

of Jesus my knee should bend, and my tongue should confess that Jesus 

Christ is Lord, to the glory of God the Father.” Thanks be to God. Amen. 

Bill Cantelon 


