
      I still remember being in that hallway 
behind the sanctuary during my younger years. 
All of us children of the congregation had to 
line up a certain way with our palm branches in-
hand. We would be coached up on what we 
must do as all the adults sang, “All Glory, Laud 
and Honor” to start the annual Palm Sunday 
procession to begin worship that Sabbath 
celebration-day before Easter. We, evidently, 
had to wave those palms a certain way, and, 
basically, march around the sanctuary two to 

three times (that part I can’t remember, exactly). It’s almost as if…if we did not do those things 
perfectly so, Jesus wasn’t gonna come! If we didn’t wave those green branches just right, or complete 
the trek around the pews in an orderly and timely fashion, it wasn’t going to be Palm Sunday at all! As if 
Jesus was/is going to decide to just turn around altogether, and not process into that meant-to-be sacred 
space or even into our very hearts.  
     Now, I doubt that’s what our Sunday school teachers and higher-up’s in church leadership intended 
when they were instructing us what to do years ago. After all, we were just like most youth: if those 
adults did not give us specific instructions (and repeat it a few times for good measure with our 
wondering ears, of course), we were just going to do whatever we wanted with those palm branches, and 
even sneak out the side door, or just get into a random pew, with a few of our friends. But I, also, doubt 
they were under the impression that if certain rituals were not followed in a precise manner, it was going 
to somehow break off the divine deal Jesus already made with us, with the world: “I am with you always 
to the end of the age” (Matthew 28:20), for starters. Nevertheless, it’s nice from our earthly perspective. 
We like the palms. We don’t mind shouting at the top of our lungs, “Hosanna!” just to make us feel as if 
we’re there, in Jerusalem, as if the story is coming to life, yet again, in our own mortal midst. 
     Suffice it to say, there will not be any children processing around the sanctuary, where I grew up 
through many Sabbaths of my younger years. There won’t be many palms being waved at all inside 
church buildings across the country today. It almost feels as if there will not be any parade of Jesus’ 
triumphal entry. There’s too much COVID-19 for him to deal with anyway, too much of a pandemic and 
the surrounding chaos, for the holy/pure Him to want to traverse such infested terrain. And yet, oddly 
enough, as the story of the original parade route so goes: “the whole city was in turmoil” (Matthew 
21:10). And you know what? He came in anyway!  
     Yes, we have our fair share of turmoil going on far too close to home, in surrounding areas, 
throughout this country, and in many places all over the world. Turmoil would be putting it mildly for 
far too many of God’s precious children. And you know what? Jesus isn’t coming in. He’s already there! 
There will be parts of this what’s-meant-to-be Holy Week with the most emotionally-charged worships 
inside sanctuaries that will not be anywhere near the same as many of us remained confined to our 
respective homes, instead. It will almost feel as if Jesus isn’t processing in at all: if we can’t wave the 
palm branches and shout “Hosanna!” or if we can’t relive the Last Supper on Maundy Thursday or can’t 
put a nail through a cross on Good Friday or sing out “A-----ia!” with the organ pipes ready to burst; but 
you know what? He’s already here anyway! Jesus is not waiting around for certain rituals to be done 
precisely right before he decides we’re worthy of a parade or a cross or an empty tomb. It’s already been 
done. The parade happened. And you know what? He’s already decided to throw the biggest parade of 
all in our hearts each and every day all the way through eternity. No virus, no turmoil, nothing in this 
life can ever take that away from us. And for that Greatest News of all, we most certainly give thanks to 
God, indeed! Amen! 
           In Christ, 
           Pastor Brad  


