
Palm Sunday 2014 

 

Matthew 21:1-11 

Matthew 27:11-66 

 

This is the greatest story ever told.  

 

I know they say that – 

And I know, too,  

That there are many stories that make that claim: 

Rap songs about murdered girlfriends  

And sappy songs about the hands of Jesus 

And riffs by the Grateful Dead 

Where guitars morph into quasars, 

And, of course, a movie – 

Which, by the way, I have only seen 

A few minutes of,  

On a black and white tv, 

When we could get the coat hanger swung around in the right direction, 

And before the power went out, 

One holy week in Nicaragua, 

Where, strange as it might seem, 

Every evening during holy week 

The only tv station devoted all its programming 

To reruns of the greatest chestnuts ever filmed – 

The Ten Commandments, 

Ben Hur, 

The Greatest Story Ever Told.  

 

There are many claims, 

Many stories that want to be the greatest. 

But this is the one. 

The good news of Jesus, 

Of his birth, and life, 

And death, 

And the mystery that awaits  

Beyond his death, 

A place we cannot go as yet.  

 

This is the greatest story ever told. 

 

It took me an embarrassingly long time 

To understand this – 

And part of me still argues for Pride and Prejudice instead. 

For Sleeping Beauty, or Rumpelstiltskin – 

Or any fairy tale. 

The Odyssey –  

Or any epic, or adventure, 

Or romance. 

 

I like stories with ships tossed on the high seas.   



I like stories where powerful wizards turn into birds. 

I like stories of princesses in towers, 

Stories with color and music and surprises. 

 

But I have come to understand 

That this is the greatest story, 

Because this is the story with the greatest power. 

 

This story has power to turn the world upside down. 

This story has power to crack the world wide open, 

And to hold the world together. 

This story has the power to change your life.  

 

Why? 

Because this story is a story of change, 

A story of movement, 

Of possibility, 

Of opening. 

 

How? 

How could it change your life? 

By inviting you in. 

Because this story has room for you, 

Room for you to enter, 

And make it your own. 

 

This story, as we live it this week, 

Has three parts. 

The meal in the upper room, 

Death on the high and lonely hill, 

The mystery in the garden. 

 

One way to think of these stories 

Is by their shapes, 

Though that implies that they are static, 

When in fact they are dynamic, 

More patterns, perhaps, 

Than shapes.  

 

But what if, in the week to come, 

we could picture the last supper  

As a circle, 

And join that circle? 

What if we could see the twin acts  

Within that circle, 

The washing of the feet, 

And the sharing of the bread and cup, 

As gifts and invitations to us? 

 

What if we could see the shape of the cross 

And know it as the sign 



That all things 

Are held together 

By the one who stands 

Between heaven and earth? 

What if we could let ourselves 

Be drawn to that center, 

And remain there, 

Where fear turns to love? 

 

What if we could wait 

In that place of fearful love, 

Expecting nothing, 

Knowing nothing, 

Until the story, 

Beyond our hopes, 

Doesn’t end, 

But comes back to life, 

As it spirals outwards 

Into something 

We cannot yet imagine? 

 

This day, 

Palm Sunday, 

Is always a day of invitation. 

The invitation 

To step into the story space – 

Circle, cross, spiral – 

Feel the shape of it, 

Ask ourselves, 

What is it like to be here, 

When I have I been in a place like this before, 

How could it be different, 

If I stayed in this story 

And saw it through? 

 

We are shaped by many stories,  

Of disappointment and loss 

And injustice and fear. 

Those stories can define our past, 

And also our future. 

Unless we turn around, 

And enter a new space. 

Let this story be the one that changes your life.  

 

Enter this story, 

By reading it, 

Hearing it, 

Asking questions of it, 

Feeling the feelings within it, 

Connecting it to your deepest longings 

And your secret fears. 



 

What does it feel like,  

When you catch sight of someone you revere, 

And reconnect with your hopes? 

You could enter the Palm Sunday story there. 

What does it feel like, 

When you see someone you admire, 

Shamed and broken 

And in despair? 

You could enter the passion story there. 

 

These are your stories. 

Let them work on you – 

And you on them. 

Stories change as they are owned. 

Stories happen in space and time; 

They have a shape and a direction. 

They carry the past with them, 

And emerge into the now, 

And unfold into the future. 

 

If they are forgotten, 

Or even neglected, 

Their power fades. 

 

Let this story have its way with you, 

And carry it into an unknown future.  

 

That is part of its power, 

That it will give its power to you. 

 

This is what it means 

To live the story 

Of the one who is more willing to give  

Than to take, 

More willing be empty than full. 

Willing to become like us, 

So that we can become something new. 

 

This is what it means 

To live the story of God – 

the God who wants to interact with us, 

To enter into a relationship of mutuality and vulnerability.  

 

This is the greatest story ever told. 

Come and see 

Where it might lead you.  

Come and see 

How it might lead you 

To share the story  

With those who cannot hear it, 



Those who have forgotten, 

Those who cannot imagine 

That any story is for them, 

Until someone opens the circle 

Where the feast is spread, 

Or points to the cross 

Where heaven and earth stand still, 

Or waits with them  

At the stone that seals the tomb. 

 

Enter the story, 

Share the story, 

Let the story be the greatest ever told. 

 

Even without shops tossed on the high seas, 

It is a story of danger and courage. 

 

Even without a wizard changing shape 

It is a story of transformation.  

 

Even without the happily ever after, 

It is a story of peace. 

 

Without any dresses or dances 

Or princesses in towers 

It is the story of love. 

 

The love that makes and shapes 

And changes the world. 

And you,  

If you will.  

 

 

 

 


