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Palm Sunday 2019            Three Versions of the Same Story 

                                                 Revs. Vaagenes, Chatelaine-Samsen, & Murray 

 

First Account – A Mother       John 12:12-16 

  

Hosanna! Hosanna! Hosanna! Blessed are you who come in the name of the Lord! Please 

Lord, see me, Lord. See my family. I am a good person, a good person. You are very 

great! Please heal my son, he is very ill at home. I know you can help me, Lord.  

 

I know you can. You healed my neighbor’s cousin’s legs; I know you can help me. My 

son is sick, sir, and my husband is in prison. We couldn’t pay the state taxes and the 

temple taxes, so we chose God! We are good people! And now my husband was arrested 

and I am alone and we need your help—I—I need your help! 

 

At the synagogue back home, I heard stories of you, that you could heal the sick, that you 

could feed, that you saved people from the burdens of the empire. And I believed, I do 

believe! 

 

I’m tired, Lord, I’m so tired. I’m trying to keep my family together and I just want things 

to go back to the way they were. My Benjamin, healthy and laughing, and my Eli strong 

and proud. We work hard, we are good people I know you can save us, son of David. 

 

I just don’t know what else I can do. I had almost given up, but then I heard about you. I 

heard about a man who could put food on the table and make people whole again. So 

many are praying for a new king, but I think we have had enough kings. You are here to 

heal, to set right. People even say that you are God’s son, and I believe it! Of course God 

would bring a healer to wipe away our tears, end our pain, set things right again. Things 

are so hard, sir. But now you’re here! 

 

Of course you are in Jerusalem for the Passover. So many people to help, all gathered in 

one place! Should we gather at the temple, Lord? How will you be able to fix so many 

people? Are the priests helping you with your arrangements?  

 

Oh I’m sorry, listen to me doubt. I’m sure you have a plan. You’ve done so much for so 

many, sir, and now you’re here. You are truly a son of David. I’ll see you in the city, 

Lord!  

 

Did you see? He looked at me! It was him! I put my cloak on the road for him. I won’t 

need it now. I just know he will make everything right. I think when he gets to Jerusalem, 

they’re going to love him.  

 

 

Second Account – A Pharisee       Luke 19:36-40 

 

I’m always cast as the villain. The way people talk about Pharisees makes it sound as if 

we’re just bad guys - all rules, no heart. You should have seen how they looked at me 
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when I told them to keep it down while Jesus of Nazareth was coming into town - sneers 

and anger. So much for deference to authority! And when I told Jesus, he said there’s 

nothing he could do - said some nonsense about the rocks crying out. But they don’t 

understand that they’re playing with fire here. I’ve seen this before. Almost every year on 

the Passover, one of these so-called “messiahs” rides into town proclaiming to be ready 

to liberate the people. They’re all the same. This one’s a little more personable, he’s got a 

track record, and he’s got more followers than most, but it’s really no different. You see 

all these Roman soldiers stationed here? They’re not usually here, just here every year for 

the Passover to put down an uprising. And if we really get into it, if there’s really a 

problem, they couldn’t care less - they’ll destroy us. The temple. The city. The whole 

thing. 

 

I get why he’s popular, though. I’ve heard what he has to say, and even though none of 

the other Pharisees will admit it, we know he’s not wrong. He tells us that we’re not 

caring for the people. He tells us that there’s a higher righteousness than just following 

the letter of the law, that it all points to something far, far greater. He tells us that we hob-

knob with the elite, and forget the folks sitting at the gate hoping for a coin or a piece of 

bread. He’s not wrong, and maybe that’s why we’re all so mad. There’s nothing worse 

than somebody seeing you for who you really are - a hypocrite. 

 

But he also forgets that our job is to keep things running smoothly, and to not make the 

Romans regret the autonomy they’ve given us. But Jesus isn’t stupid. He should know as 

well as anybody that it’s not enough to be right. Sometimes you have to play the game, 

and he’s not playing it at all, and there are consequences for that. 

 

They say he’s a prophet. I won’t argue. To be honest, there’s part of me that’s inspired by 

what he says. Some days when I wish I didn’t have to toe the line. Some days I wish I 

could follow him too. But trouble’s brewing, and something has to be done to keep the 

peace. 

 

I think when he gets into Jerusalem, we’re going to have to drive him out of town. 

 

 

Third Account – A Follower       Matthew 21:6-11 

 

I have always been accused of being a glass half empty kind of person.  My mother tells 

me it started young; I was always looking for problems, seeing the worst-case scenarios, 

and finding flaws in the world around me.  I will admit, it isn’t a very becoming trait but I 

haven’t really been able to change this about myself. That’s part of what has made 

following Jesus difficult for me.  I understand the enthusiasm, he has done amazing 

things – I saw him heal the poor little girl of that man Jairus, and I was there when he fed 

seemingly hundreds, even thousands of people with bread and fish until we could eat no 

more, I even heard him preach a sermon about who is truly blessed in this world to a 

crowd rapt by his every word.  He is incredible and inspiring.   
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But I have also seen the wake of disruption he causes; every town we enter grinds to an 

immediate halt as people leave their homes and shops to catch a glimpse of him.  The 

powers that be immediately try to usher him out, the enthusiasts try to get him to stay, 

and the skeptics just try to get close enough to see for themselves.  I was one of these 

skeptics wanting some validation for my own doubts about him being possibly, maybe, 

perhaps the Savior.  I started to follow him around - I was even baptized and count 

myself as his disciple even if I am not quite sure just what that means.  Most people don’t 

know quite what he means - even his first disciples seem confused and puzzled by Jesus 

from time to time.   

 

Today’s parade into Jerusalem was not surprising for those of us who have been traveling 

with him.  The crowds throwing their cloaks on the ground and shouting Hosanna with 

palm branches waving - the energy was palpable.  But it wasn’t hard to spot the guards, 

the Pharisees, and the dissenters - all looking anxious, looking angry.   

  

I have been proud to be following Jesus and I have learned a great deal from him.  He is a 

healer and he is prophet.  And I want to be ‘all in’ on the excitement but that ‘glass half 

empty’ part of me says this is not going to end well.  I really want this guy to be the 

savior, and for all of us to be swept up in his greatness and love, but it is hard for me to 

really believe it.  I just don’t think things are not going to go well for Jesus in the city 

walls.  There is too much at stake.  He’s too much of a threat.  The Pharisee’s might think 

they can control this but I think it’s too big.  I think he’s too big.  I want him to get his 

day in glory - he deserves his day in glory but... 

  

I think when he gets into Jerusalem they are going to kill him. 

 


