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Mark 11:1-11, Philippians 2:5-11 & Mark 15:1-39 
 
Almighty God, we pray you graciously to behold this your family, for whom our Lord Jesus Christ was willing 
to be betrayed, and given into the hands of sinners, and to suffer death upon the cross; who now lives and 
reigns with you and the Holy Spirit, one God, for ever and ever.  Amen [BCP, 221] 
 
 This morning we experience liturgical whiplash as we go from cheering with the crowds proclaiming 

Jesus as the long-awaited Messiah entering triumphantly into Jerusalem to jeering with the crowds at the end of 

the week as we call to Pilate to “Crucify him! Crucify him!” And yet despite our betrayal, Jesus still forgives us 

and longs for us to accept the gift of forgiveness, to accept the gift of God’s eternal love for us. This morning 

I want to share a sonnet with you by the Anglican priest and poet Malcom Guite. It’s entitled Palm Sunday: 

 
 Palm Sunday 

Now to the gate of my Jerusalem, 

The seething holy city of my heart, 

The saviour comes. But will I welcome him? 

Oh crowds of easy feelings make a start; 

They raise their hands, get caught up in the singing, 

And think the battle won. Too soon they’ll find 

The challenge, the reversal he is bringing 

Changes their tune. I know what lies behind 

The surface flourish that so quickly fades; 

Self-interest, and fearful guardedness, 

The hardness of the heart, its barricades, 

And at the core, the dreadful emptiness 

Of a perverted temple. Jesus come 

Break my resistance and make me your home. 

[Used with permission: From Sounding the Seasons, by Malcolm Guite, CanterburyPress 2012] 

 

In his Letter to the Philippians, Paul writes about how Jesus emptied himself, not claiming any divine 

privileges in order to serve us. It is this self-emptying that Holy Week invites us to do. Not defining ourselves 

by others, by what they think or do; not defining ourselves by our sin and brokenness, our self interest and 

guardedness but seeking the mind of Christ. As we accept the gift of forgiveness, as we accept God’s love for 



us, our identity changes. We no longer have to doubt ourselves, we no longer have to seek the approval of 

others, we know we are beloved children of God. It’s easy to say that Jesus is my Lord and Savior. What’s 

harder is to follow Jesus in the way of the cross, to seek to serve God obediently and to serve and care for 

others, as Jesus cares for us.  

 

Palm Sunday 

Now to the gate of my Jerusalem, 

The seething holy city of my heart, 

The saviour comes. But will I welcome him? 

Oh crowds of easy feelings make a start; 

They raise their hands, get caught up in the singing, 

And think the battle won. Too soon they’ll find 

The challenge, the reversal he is bringing 

Changes their tune. I know what lies behind 

The surface flourish that so quickly fades; 
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The hardness of the heart, its barricades, 

And at the core, the dreadful emptiness 
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Break my resistance and make me your home.    Amen. 
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