
LANGBANK CHURCH – SERVICE FOR PALM SUNDAY – 5 APRIL 2020 
     
     All glory, laud and honour, 
     to you, Redeemer King 
     to whom the lips of children 
     made sweet hosannas ring! 
 
WELCOME  
Today is Palm Sunday, when Jesus and his disciples entered Jerusalem to the roaring 
accolade of the crowds.  It is greatest celebration in the Gospels, re-enacted through 
the years by Sunday School children processing into church to this hymn, and 
waving palm branches. 
 

But it is also Passion Sunday.   During the week that follows, Jesus’ enemies close in 
and, following a poignant farewell supper with his closest friends, Jesus goes out to 
the Garden of Gethsemane to pray – that what he knows has to happen, would not 
happen.  The events of these long, painful hours from the Thursday night, until his 
death on the Cross on good Friday afternoon, are known as The Passion of Christ – 
and this year the Zeitgeist seems to call us to follow this set of Readings. 
 
Reading  Matthew 26: 14 – Matthew 27 – 66 
 
  

This Reading, The Passion of Our Lord Jesus Christ according to 

Matthew presented as a Drama Reading, can be found as a separate 
document on the website. Hopefully some of us can ‘virtually’ gather 

on Good Friday and read it through together.  Watch website for info. 

 
 
The Passion according to Matthew is a complex work culminating in Jesus’ death 
and burial and today we focus on one question only – Why did Jesus have to die 
like he did?  We begin with some verses from John Nicholson Ireland’s beautiful 
hymn… 

 
My song is love unknown 
my Saviour’s love to me 

love to the loveless shown, that they might lovely be 
Oh who am I, that for my sake 
my Lord should take frail flesh and die? 

 

Sometimes they strew his way 
and his sweet praises sing 



resounding all the day hosannas to their King. 
Then ‘Crucify!’ is all their breath 
and for his death they thirst and cry. 

 

Here might I stay and sing 
no story so divine 

never was love, dear King, never was grief like thine! 
This is my friend, in whose sweet praise 
I all my days could gladly spend. 

 
One answer to the question, ‘Why?’ might be this….. 
 

Two processions entered Jerusalem on that spring day in the year 30.  It was the 
beginning of Passover, the most sacred week in the Jewish year.  One was a peasant 
procession, the other an imperial procession.  From the east, Jesus rode a donkey 
down the Mount of Olives, cheered by his followers.  Jesus was from Nazareth, a 
hundred miles to the north, and his message was about the kingdom of God. The 
final thrust of his message was to be delivered in Jerusalem at the Passover. 
 

On the opposite side of the city, from the west, Pontius Pilate, the Roman Governor 
of Idumea, Judea and Samaria, entered Jerusalem at the head of a column of 
imperial cavalry and soldiers. Jesus’s procession proclaimed the kingdom of God – 
Pilate’s proclaimed the power of empire. The two processions embody the central 
conflict of the week that led to Jesus’ crucifixion. 
 

Wealth flowed into Jerusalem for various reasons – one of which was that the 
temple was the centre of both a local and an imperial tax system, as well as the 
temple tax. The temple authorities had the responsibility of collecting and paying 
the annual tribute to Rome, and to maintain domestic peace and order. It was a fine 
balancing act for the Jewish leadership, and it is easy to understand a responsible 
official saying, as Caiaphas, the High Priest, does in John’s Gospel, “It is better to 
have one man die for the people than to have the whole nation destroyed.” Why 
Caiaphas says this can be seen from a verse from last week’s Reading, that shows a 
fear of Roman intervention: “If we let him go on like this, everyone will believe in 
him, and the Romans will come and destroy both our holy place and our nation.”  
 

One reason why Jesus died, then, is because he threatened the peace of Jerusalem 
threatened to subvert the status quo.  Everything Jesus was, cried out against the 
way Jerusalem was ‘managed’ by a Roman / Jewish collaboration. That there were 
many within Judaism who agreed with Jesus (including the Pharisees) is evident 
here and there in the Gospels, but especially in the crowds that cheered his entry 
into the city.  The scene was set, then, for a confrontation which the ‘powers that 



were’ would see they won - Jerusalem would deal with Jesus. That being the case, 
what drove Jesus to ride into Jerusalem to his certain death? 

 

The answer is that Jesus identified himself as the Messiah, the one who would bring 
in the new age of God’s Rule.  It was commonly held in Jesus’ time that this figure 
would be a great king like David, a military commander who would fight power with 
power. The suspicion that Jesus might be The One would have alarmed both the 
Jews and the Romans, had they believed that it might be such a humble man as 
Jesus   
 
But Jesus’ Messianic identity was based on Isaiah’s Suffering Servant: 
 
Reading  Isaiah 50: 4-6 

  The Lord GOD has given me 

   the tongue of a teacher, 

  that I may know how to sustain 

   the weary with a word 

  Morning by morning he wakens— 

   wakens my ear 

   to listen as those who are taught. 

  The Lord GOD has opened my ear 

   and I was not rebellion 

  I did not turn backward. 

  I gave my back to those who struck me, 

   and my cheeks to those who pulled out the beard; 

  I did not hide my face 

   from insult and spitting. 

 

The suffering Servant suffered and died in obedience to God, as Jesus did.  And our 

understanding of Why? is helped, I think, by this little story: 

 

 

THE STORY OF BAMBOO 

Of all the creatures in the Master’s garden, the most beloved 

was a gracious and noble bamboo tree.  Year after year Bamboo 

grew more beautiful, conscious of her Master’s love and watchful 

delight, but always modest and gentle. 



 

And often, when the wind came to revel in the garden, Bamboo 

would cast aside her grave stateliness to dance and play merrily, 

tossing and swaying and leaping in joyous abandon, leading the 

Great Dance of the Garden, and delighting the Master.  
 

Now one day the Master sat down and looked expectantly at 

Bamboo and she - in a passion of adoration, bowed her great 

head to the ground. The Master spoke, “Bamboo, I would use 

you.” 

Bamboo flung her head to the sky in utter delight. The day for 

which she had been made had come - the day in which she would 

find her completion and her destiny. Her voice came softly: 

“Master, I am ready. Use me as you will!” 
 

“Bamboo,” the Master’s voice was grave, “I would like take you 

and cut you down.” 

“Cut … me … down! Me, whom you, Master, have made the most 

beautiful in all your garden … cut me down! Not that, not that. 

Use me for your joy, O Master, but cut me not down!” 
 

“Beloved Bamboo,” – the Master’s voice grew graver still –  

“if I do not cut you down, I cannot use you.”  
 

The garden grew still … Wind held his breath. The Sun hid his 

face.  Bamboo slowly bent her proud and glorious head. There 

came a whisper: “Master, if you cannot use me unless you cut 

me down … then … do your will and cut!” 
 

So, the Master took Bamboo and cut her down. He carried her 

gently to where there was a spring of fresh, sparkling water in 

the midst of his dry fields. Then putting one end of her broken 



body into the spring and the other end into the water channel in 

his field, the Master laid down gently his beloved Bamboo. The 

clear water raced joyously down the channel of Bamboo’s body 

into the waiting fields. Then the rice was planted and the days 

went by, and the shoots grew, and the harvest came. 
 

In that day was Bamboo, once so glorious in her stately beauty, 

yet more glorious in her humility. For in her beauty she was life 

abundant, but in her brokenness she became a channel of 

abundant life to her Master’s world! 
 

Source | Daniel O’Leary, Year of the Heart: A Spirituality for Lovers, (Paulist Press 1989), pages 85-87 

 

 

REFLECTION 

When I was a wee girl I had little bank with a key, and on it was written, ‘Great Oaks 

From Little Acorns Grow’.  This puzzled me hugely, until my Dad explained that it 

meant that by sacrificing small amounts (like pennies) I could one day have big 

amounts (like pounds).  But the analogy with Jesus’ death only really works if you 

multiply the gain by a million.  Even the number of people who gained from 

Bamboo’s self-sacrifice is tiny, compared to the effect that Jesus’ death and 

resurrection had on his world, almost immediately.  

 

Did Jesus know this would happen?  I think he did – because he, himself, said, 

“Unless a grain of wheat falls into the earth and dies, it remains just a single grain; 

but if it dies, it bears much fruit.“  And he goes through the motion of his trials 

without a word in his defence, as though his death here in Jerusalem must be. 

 

Yet, if Jesus goes to the Cross obediently, it is hardly willingly. In Gethsemane on the 

Thursday night he prays to be excused the ordeal ahead, before reluctantly 

accepting his fate, “My Father, if this cannot pass unless I drink it, your will be 

done.”  Paul, writing later, has no doubt that his self-sacrifice is proof that he is the 

Christ, the Messiah, who would not be tempted to exploit his divine origins, but 

http://www.amazon.co.uk/Year-Heart-Spirituality-D-J-OLeary/dp/0809130815


“humbled himself and became obedient to the point of death, even death on a 

cross.”  

 
Very suddenly this year, we have found ourselves living in a time of self-sacrifice.  
Coronavirus is such a virulent enemy to human life, that no country is adequately 
prepared.  Frontline medical staff and carers have abruptly found themselves in life-
threatening situations. How many, I wonder, have had a Gethsemane moment 
when they have prayed to be exempt from duty – yet have carried on.  All over the 
country, doors and windows were opened again this Thursday at 8pm to clap for the 
NHS workers, who are prepared to take the risk for us.   And they do so, humbly, 
visible signs of God’s kingdom still among us. The same may be said of teachers, still 
working in schools, and volunteers, and any who physically serve the public.   
 
The road from Palm Sunday to Good Friday is all downhill – or so it appears.  And 
yet, on the cross, within the sacrifice itself, everything changes.  God is at work even 
there. And on the third day He raises Jesus.  A single life, a single death brings a new 
way of life for millions….   There is mystery here, that cannot be explained – but was 
a miracle, and is…. and therein lies our hope….. but that is next week’s message. 
 
    Let us pray, 
 
    Loving Father,  
    We thank you for the example of Jesus in the last week of his life. 
    We praise you for his courage,  
     his quiet determination to play his part, however much it cost 
    And we praise you that, despite his fear, despite being tempted, 
     he did not run away. 
    We thank you, above all, for the trust he showed in you 
     a trust that proved to be so well founded…. 
     for you never left him in his hour of need, 
     and you raised him on the third day 
     to bless the world as Christ, forever. 
 
    Lord God, 
    As you understand our fear just now, 
     give courage to all who fear for their personal safety 
     and strength to those who must make hard decisions. 
    Give peace to those who fear for loved ones 
     especially if they are parted from them 
     and help us to put our trust in you 



     for you never fail us. 
 
    We pray now for all who have been affected economically 
     by the closing of factories and offices,  
     and help us to be resourceful and generous 
     in the distribution of food. 
    We pray for all who work at home just now, 
     and find it hard to adjust, hard to stop working and relax. 
    We pray for families,  
     for tired mums and dads, keeping children amused 
     and everyone safe …  
     and we think especially of expectant mothers 
     who carry an extra risk. 
    We pray for those who live alone and find the days are long 
     and thank you for everyone who helps them. 
 
    Be with all who have lost loved ones recently 
     for to their loss is the added difficulty 
     of gathering to say goodbye, 
     and the comfort of physical contact with friends. 
      
    Lord, Give us oil in our lamps this week, 
     that, even in this time of sickness 
     we might walk in your footsteps 
     and be a light to others. 
    Give us faith in our hearts 
     that the brightest dawn 
     follows the darkest night. 
    Give us hope for a world  
     that works together at all times 
     for the good of all 
    Give us love in our hearts 
     for family, friend and neighbour. 
     
    We ask these things in Jesus’ name..  
     
    And may God bless you and keep you 
     and those whom you love,  
     now and always,  
       Amen  
 


