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Sermon, Palm Sunday, March 28, 2021, Jane A. Beebe 
 
“But as for me, I have trusted in you, O Lord. * 
I have said, "You are my God.” (Psalm 31:14) 
 
 The Ignatian way of praying Scripture invites us to put ourselves into the 

story. We are meant to immerse ourselves in all the sensory elements of the scene 

depicted. In this way, the meaning of the Scripture passage can come alive for us in 

our present experience. This morning we have heard the Passion story as it is told 

in the Gospel of Mark. As you listened or participated, perhaps the experience of 

one of the disciples or other onlookers drew you in. Were you the woman with the 

alabaster jar? Alabaster is a nearly white, translucent mineral that is easily carved. 

A jar carved from this substance would be particularly lovely. The nard inside is 

described as very costly. She proceeds to pour all of it on Jesus’ head. 

 Maybe you are drawn into the Last Supper, the mysterious man with a water 

jar leading you into that upper room. Are you there among the disciples when Jesus 

takes the loaf of bread, blesses it, and says, “Take; this is my body” or the cup of 

wine saying, “This is my blood of the covenant…?”  

I have said before that Peter is my favorite disciple. His enthusiasm leads 

him into such trouble. I identify with that. This is often where the story becomes 

real for me. When Jesus invites him along with the other disciples to sit with him 

while he prays in the Garden of Gethsemane, Peter cannot stay awake even one 

hour. The other disciples do not know what to say. Later in the courtyard of the 
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high priest we see Peter’s real heartbreak at having denied his beloved teacher 

when he meant to do so much more. And all this happened with Jesus’ full 

knowledge, searing Peter’s heart. Yet this was not the end of Peter’s discipleship. 

When we stumble, when we don’t know what to say, it need not be the end of ours.  

 There are several more important persons in this great story: the Passion that 

gives us our faith. There is Simon of Cyrene who is compelled to carry Jesus’ 

cross. Simon later became a bishop. I once heard the abbot of a Benedictine 

community describe his being clothed as abbot. When the liturgical vestments 

were placed on his shoulders, he said he experienced them as a great weight. It 

brought home to him the reality of the responsibility he had taken on for the souls 

of his community. What might the weight of the cross have taught Simon? What 

could it teach us about bearing each other’s burdens? 

 Then there are the women “looking on from a distance:” Mary Magdalene, 

Mary mother of James and Joses, and Salome. Perhaps watching and waiting from 

a distance is all we can manage in our sorrow. We can stand together. I have 

witnessed this, and experienced this at many gravesides. Finally there is Joseph of 

Arimathea who boldly asks for the body of Jesus from Pilate, wraps it in linen, and 

places it in a tomb hewn out of the rock. In Mark, it is he who rolls the stone 

against the opening of the tomb. We learn that the women saw where the body was 
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laid, ending the narrative. As that great spiritual asks, “Were you there when they 

crucified my Lord?” 

 There are so many ways to enter into the depiction of Jesus’ last hours. For 

me, it is Jesus’ silence at two key moments that strikes me. (Mark 14:36) Yet when 

questioned by both the high priest and later Pilate when they ask, “Are you the 

Messiah? Are you the king of the Jews?” Jesus’ answers are terse. Then he refuses 

to answer any more. We learn something of his inner anguish while he prays in the 

Garden of Gethsemane. In his extremity he says, ‘“Abba, Father, for you all things 

are possible; remove this cup from me; yet, not what I want, but what you want.”’ 

(Mark 14:36) Perhaps there is no response on our part that can really honor what 

Jesus is undergoing. Jesus’ silence speaks volumes.  

 Jesus refers to verses from the Psalms many times. This tells me that they 

were a deep part of his daily prayer. At his crucifixion he is able to give voice to 

his pain and abandonment through the words of the Psalms. When there are no 

words, these are the only possible words. In Matthew and John, Jesus refers to 

Psalm 69: “They gave me poison for food, and for my thirst they gave me vinegar 

to drink.” (Psalm 69:21) Jesus’ last words at his crucifixion in Mark are words 

from a Psalm: Psalm 22. “My God, my God, why have you forsaken me?” (Psalm 

22:1) In Luke he says, “Into your hands I commend my spirit.” It is verse 5 of 

Psalm 31, part of which we hear today. 
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 This Psalms form a kind of interior Stations of the Cross that allow us, if we 

are willing, to enter even more deeply into this journey of love and trust that Jesus 

undertakes. That is the lovely thing about these Psalms, these songs, of lament. 

They are not about sorrow only. Psalm 69 has: “I sink in deep mire where there is 

no foothold.” It also has: “I will praise the name of the Lord with a song; I will 

magnify him with thanksgiving.” Psalm 22 has: “I am poured out like water, and 

all my bones are out of joint…” It also has: “For he did not despise or abhor the 

affliction of the afflicted…” Psalm 31 has: “…My strength fails because of my 

misery, and my bones waste away.” It also has: ‘…I trust in you, O Lord; I say, 

“You are my God.”’ There is no step of this extraordinary path that God in Christ 

has taken on our behalf that has occurred apart from God’s steadfast love.   

 

 

  


