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The last week of  Jesus’ life…  And it’s framed by two processions: one on Sunday, 
and one on Friday.  People and Jesus get swept up in each of  them, although each is 
quite different from the other.  The first procession is like a campaign parade. The 
crowd is cheering.  The candidate of  such promise is being welcomed with smiles, 
applause, and hope.  This is the one to bring “hope and change,” and the people 
think that’s what they’ve wanted.  Palms are waved like banners. Garments are tossed 
like streamers.  The shouts are “hosanna!”  And on a wave of  adulation, Jesus is 
ushered into town to face all the fantastic expectations and impossible dreams of  
fickle people like me and you.  On Palm Sunday, the deceptive runway of  flirtatious 
fame…  And so it begins. 
 
A promising candidate’s parade and campaign rally.   
 And then the facing of  opponents in the deft sparring and skillful debates that 
   capture national attention. 
 
By Thursday, there’s a holiday supper. 
 While close associates are tasting victory, they suddenly have to digest strange  
  words of  foreboding…or was it promise?   
  “This is…my body, given for you. …My blood shed for you.” 
 
 
And then “your hour and the power of  darkness…” 
 A gloomy garden for lonely fitful prayer.   

   A rattling in the night shadows! 
         A kiss…of  whoring betrayal. 
 
A brief  scuffle. 
 The steel grip of  the relentless foe. 
   Manhandling by the guards. 
     A hastily arranged trial. 
      Unsubstantiated accusations. 
       The court for the already damned. 
 
The spit of  derision now splattering his face. 
 The lashes of  cruelty tearing his bared flesh. 

            The crown of  mockery raked down his furrowed brow. 
                       The shame of  being so…helpless. 

 
A pawn now in the “big game.” 

The chief  priests’ opening bid for blood. 
  Governor Pilate’s brief  indecision as whether to play along. 

     The crowd’s love for the mean sport of  it all.  
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The chief  priests play their trump card –  “Caesar!” 
  Pilate folds, realizing that expediency always has to win. 
       The sentence: “Death.” 
        The death: “Crucifixion.” 
 
And now the second parade, very different from the first.  Holy Week’s second 
procession, and his last.  The crowd that once cheered… now jeers.  The candidate 
of  such promise is now the pretender of  such farce.  The hands that waved palms are 
clinched fists shaken in rage.  Spit is hurled as vile streamers of  disdain.  And the 
shouts are now “Crucify!”   
 
Through a gauntlet of  scorn, Jesus is driven out of  town to a stony hill of  trashed 
hopes, pathetic attempts, and ruined lives – there to bear the consequences of  having 
failed all those fantastic expectations and impossible dreams that we still harbor.  On 
Good Friday, the death march… 
 
And so it ends. 
 
Its weight is crushing. 
 It’s so heavy he cannot carry it. 
  It’s so rough he can hardly bear it. 
   But no matter… Soon it’s going to bear him. 
 
The searing pangs of  being nailed…to it. 

The gasp of  unimagined pain at being left hanging…on it. 
 

The laughing jeers, the snide taunts it makes him face.  

    The glee of  the devil dancing on its arms and hooting at its sign: 
    

 “This is the King…” 
It’s too much. 
 As it takes it all away from him, 
     his last cry from it… 
 
The Cross of  Jesus.  The parades of  our impossible hopes and the marches of  our 
bitter indignation, they all end at the Cross of  Jesus.  The Cross… This is where both 
parades have been leading and taking Jesus all along.  And we have joined in that 
parade of  humanity, sometimes as the riotously enthusiastic over what Jesus could 
mean for us, and sometimes as the seething angry at how God could disappoint us so.   
 
The Cross – that’s what Jesus knew he had to face…at the end.  But now – now that 
he’s dead – that’s what we are left facing: the Cross of  Jesus.  And only then does it 
hit us.   



3 

Rev. Chris Price        April 10, 2022: Palm/Passion Sunday 
Lutheran Church of  Our Saviour (North Chesterfield, VA)                Luke 22-23 

We chose to judge the innocent as guilty,  
   rather than to face the guilt of  being judged by such innocence. 
 
We chose to label the Truth a lie,  

  rather than to face the truth about our Lies. 
 
We chose to take a life, 
   rather than to face being taken to a new life. 
 
We chose to have the Love of  God die, 
    rather than to face dying to our love of  self. 
 
But now we are left facing it all in…the Cross of  Jesus.  And only then does it hit us.   
 
Even if  it kills God,  
 
God chooses to love us as we really are, 
    rather than to be loved as the idol we’d really like. 
 
God chooses to die utterly vulnerable to our sin, 
           rather than to live sublimely invincible to our terrible need. 
 
God chooses to be beaten down by all our hate, 
      rather than to beat up all the hateful. 
 
God chooses to suffer shame, 
    rather than to shame the insufferable. 
 
God chooses to just take it and take it and take it, 
     until we get it and see it and believe it! 
 
“Were you there when they crucified my Lord?” 
     Yeah, you were there alright… 

 
  I was there… 

We were there when they crucified the Lord! 
 
Sometimes it causes 

me to tremble… 
   

 tremble… 
   

  tremble… 


