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Everyone loves a parade, especially after weeks of Lenten gloom and gray weather.  Palm 
Sunday offers us a chance to hold a parade as we sing “All Glory, Laud and Honor” and 
wave our palm branches.  As a child, this was one of my favorite Sundays.  My brothers 
and I transformed our palm branches into swords and attacked each other.   
 
So we come to church this day because we love the music, the motion and the majesty of 
it all.  Even dull churches come alive on this day.  Church becomes a spectacle, and we 
participate in a parade.  Even if we don’t understand everything going on, we like that 
fact that a lot is going on.  It’s like the opening scene of the Broadway musical The Lion 
King when the actors dress like wild animals enter the theater singing as they parade 
down the aisles and step onto the stage. 
 
Yet, there is a juxtaposition.  The festive frenzy of waving palms, the marvelous chaos of 
Jesus entering Jerusalem, the screaming disciples and the braying donkeys will soon give 
way to the betrayal, cries of anguish, abandonment, suffering and Jesus’ death.  We who 
shout “Hosanna” will soon cry out, “Crucify Him.”  Why does Palm Sunday offer such 
mixed signals?  Why is there so much dissonance on this day?  Why are there two 
clashing moods, two differing sentiments and two varying outlooks on life? 
  
Years ago, my wife and I were invited to attend a performance of the Philadelphia 
Orchestra.  We enjoy classical music and were so looking forward to it.  But on this 
particular evening a new, atonal piece of music was performed.  It was painful to hear.  
When it was over, we did not clap.  Dissonance is difficult, because most of us long for 
harmony in our lives. 
 
But sometimes dissonance is reality.  A child is born and a grandparent dies.  Our son 
gets accepted to college but shortly after is arrested for drunk driving.  We select a gift 
and dine at a favorite restaurant, but let a silly argument ruin our wedding anniversary.  
The parade and the Passion.  Sometimes there is dissonance in our lives.  The pomp and 
circumstance are destroyed by human imperfection, suffering and loss.   
 
In the old days, it wasn’t that way – the story of the Passion and the parade of Palm 
Sunday were neatly separated.  Two Sundays before Easter, we read the story about 
Christ’s crucifixion on the Sunday of the Passion.  A week later came Palm Sunday, 
when we celebrated Jesus’ triumphant entry into Jerusalem.  It was good – one Sunday to 
acknowledge suffering and loss and another to hold a joyful parade. 
 
Then the Church combined two Sundays into one – Palm Sunday and the Sunday of the 
Passion.  The change was made around the time when Good Friday was no longer a 
national holiday.  Good Friday had been a day for going to church.  Businesses were 



closed.  We took the time to stand at the foot of the cross and recall how all get lost on 
the journey of life.  We are sinners in need a forgiveness from God and from each other. 
 
Now we combine the Sunday of the Passion and Palm Sunday.  We put the parade and 
the Passion together, but we call it “Palm Sunday,” not the Sunday of the Passion, 
because everyone loves a parade.  We get you to church by inviting you to shout, 
“Hosanna!” rather than “Crucify Him!”  The Passion doesn’t market well.  Seeing God 
vulnerable and suffering on a cross is hard for us.  We want a strong, powerful God who 
is in control of life and ready to help us, not a naked, lifeless figure on a cross. 
 
The Passion does not market well in a world where we prefer to let the palm branches 
prevail and pretend that life is a parade.  We sometimes go to great extremes to make 
others think our lives are prefect and pretty as we post photos of our vacations, successes 
and good fortune on Facebook and Instagram.  We rarely disclose the painful portions of 
our lives.  If we’re fortunate, we have a friend or two with whom we can reveal the 
reality of our lives.  Do you have one or two friends like that? 
 
The word “passion” comes from a Latin word “passio,” which means “undergoing.”  
Christ’s Passion encompasses the suffering, pain and punishment that He underwent for 
our sake before dying and being resurrected by God.  Jesus’ Passion changed our lives.  
As Christ’s people we are a “passionate” people, for we, too, have often undergone 
suffering, and suffering is the door to faith and new life.   
 
Now, I’m not a big basketball fan, but my wife and step-daughter attended the University 
of Virginia.  Go Hoos!  Last year, the University of Virginia was a number one seed in 
the NCAA basketball tournament, but shockingly lost to a number 16 seed in the first 
round.  This had never happened before in NCAA history.  It was a devastating to the 
players and their fans.  
 
Katy Fitzgerald watched in misery as her basketball star son Kyle Guy went to his knees 
in shattered desolation as the game ended.  Virginia’s coach Tony Bennet recently called 
that unexpected loss “our painful gift.  Bennett is a very spiritual coach and a committed 
Christian.  He took his team on a rafting trip as part of their healing and rebuilding.  As 
he lay on the raft and looked up, he recalls, “I remember saying to myself, ‘OK, all right 
Lord, what’s this year going to bring?  I remember…it was the most beautiful setting, just 
floating down the river with these guys...” 
 
On Monday, Virginia had their redemption.  They were crowned national champions.  
They won it all.  Coach Bennett notes, “You have scars, right?  You have a scar and it 
reminds you of that, but it’s a memory.  Does it go away completely?  No… Now I say, it 
bought us a ticket here.”  The painful gift proved to be what was needed to go from their 
Passion to their parade.   
 
How is it in your life?  Have you had a painful experience that God can transform into a 
great gift?  Is there a time where you were broken and brought to your knees on the court 
of life – a moment when you felt completely defeated and hurt?  That might be your 



painful gift, which God can transform to be the seed of your redemption and your tool for 
healing others. 
 
My parents went through a painful divorce.  I never talked about it with my friends, not 
unless someone else told me that their parents were also divorced.  In the first church that 
I served after being ordained, there were many children and youth whose parents were 
divorced or separated.  So, I started a divorce support group.  I knew what it felt like to 
have parents divorcing and your family falling apart.  I would merely ask a question like, 
“Do you parents ever try to buy your affection?” or “Do your parents ever use you 
against the other?”  The kids immediately chimed in with their thoughts and experiences.  
They knew that I understood.  My painful gift became a tool for helping others.  
 
I have a relative who was a seminary dean.  He wrote a book about Charles Brent, the 
great missionary to the Philippines in the early part of the 20th century.  Brent said, 
“There is a law as deep as God that glory of ultimate success can be reached only through 
suffering…However inexplicable the mystery may be, human life, in order to progress, 
must have suffering or suffering’s equivalent…The world’s work has always been done 
by persons who have suffered pains or taken pains.”  It is the passion, not the parades, 
that craft our character, give substance to our lives and transform us into wounded 
healers. 
  
So we need to keep waving the palm branches and singing “All Glory, Laud and Honor,” 
recalling that sweet hosannas fill the world along with many crucifying events in life.  
Sorrow and joy mingle together.  The mixed signals of Palm Sunday and the Sunday of 
the Passion reflect reality.  They remind us that sin, fear and evil mingle with courage, 
heroism and hope.  Our lives are complicated.  This day reminds us that life is not a 
perfect parade, but God’s love can transform human suffering, conflict and tragedy.   
 
God’s love doesn’t explain it all away; it just makes those things more possible to bear 
and to see the hand of God reaching out to redeem us and make us whole.  We all love a 
parade, but there are moments in life that cut us to the bone.  Yet, our lives are not a 
relentless cycle of “Hosannas” and shouts of “Crucify Him.”  The final words are 
“Hallelujah.  He is Risen.”  We can live with hope. 
 
I close with a story.  The British author Graham Greene once waited two and a half years 
for a 15-minute appointment with Padre Pio, a famous monk and mystic who resided in 
an Italian monastery.  Padre Pio was reputed to be “a living saint.”  He bore on his body 
the “stigmata” or the wounds of Christ.  On the day Greene was due to meet him, Greene 
attended a mass where Padre Pio officiated.  Their appointment was to begin immediately 
after the mass, but Greene left the church, headed to the airport and flew back to London.   
 
When asked why he broke the appointment that he had waited for over two years to take 
place, Greene said, “I was not ready for the manner in which that man could change my 
life.”  Perhaps the same could be said for us.  We want to focus on the parade and the 
festivities of life, because we are not ready for the way in which Jesus can transform our 
pain and suffering and make us wounded healers.  Are you prepared for how that man 



who hung upon the cross can change your life forever?  During this Holy Week, I urge 
you bring your painful gift to him to see what he can do with it?  Amen. 
 
 


