
03 15 Palm Sunday Gospel of St Mark 

May I speak in the name of the Father, Son and Holy Spirit  

THIS IS RACHEL’S STORY 

She was sitting in her cousins’ house in Jerusalem and was really frightened. 

Her husband Samuel had gone out early that morning and she didn’t know where he 

was 

It was afternoon and the city had been dark for nearly 3 hours and he was not there 

to re-assure her. 

They’d come to Jerusalem just over a week ago – Samuel’s friend Matthew was one 

of the disciples of Jesus of Nazareth – and had travelled many miles with him since 

giving up being a tax collector. 

Matthew said it would be a great year to be in Jerusalem for Passover – and as we 

hadn’t done this since the having the children we left  them with my sister – with the 

offer to do the same for her sometime in the future – and we made our plans and set 

out.  

We arrived just as a procession was approaching the city. 

We’d heard the singing – the cheering – and - on asking what was happening – we 

were told that Jesus was entering Jerusalem and that he was riding on a donkey – 

and - as we too got nearer to the city gates –we started to tread on the leaves and 

cloaks that had been left on the ground to welcome him. 

Everyone was happy – or at least those who were not happy kept out of the way. 

They could tell the mood of the people – our mood – we were overjoyed that Jesus 

the King was coming to his rightful place. 

We were sure that the following weekend’s Passover would be a true celebration in 

the traditional way. 

WHAT WENT WRONG – HOW DID IT COME TO THIS? 

During the week Matthew sent messages to us about the amazing things that Jesus 

was saying – but that his teaching was making the Jewish authorities more and more 

wary of him and they tried to trip him up –  

to turn his listeners away from him –  

to find something they could accuse him of - and find him guilty. 

 



 And now –here we are – on the eve of the Passover – we should all be getting 

things ready for tomorrow – but we’ll have to manage without anything that is not 

already in the house. 

Everyone is frightened to go out into the city. 

We are about a 10 minute walk from the centre – and heard the noise of the crowd. 

The sound grew nearer – some cheering - some crying – some wailing – they 

passed just a couple of streets away - and Miriam said they were going in the 

direction of Golgotha – and that could only mean one thing - an ugly place for an 

ugly deed.          

This was all so different from the previous weekend when the people were cheering 

and singing Hosannas. 

3 or 4 hours ago all went silent – and we could hear the sound of nails being 

hammered into wood – then there was a great cheer – perhaps it would get better 

now. 

But soon after that all went dark – I don’t mean the clouds obscured the sun – no it 

was more than that – it was darkness like I’ve never known before – and I’m 

frightened for Samuel…….. 

He came home late – battered and bruised. 

Apparently he’d tried to pacify the people who were calling for Barabbas to be 

released and Jesus to be crucified – so then some of them had turned on him as well 

– he was in great danger until Matthew noticed what was going on and rescued him. 

Matthew told him what a bad idea it was – that even Jesus’s closest friend Peter had 

denied knowing him – so what hope did Samuel have? 

WHAT WENT WRONG – HOW DID IT COME TO THIS? 

Samuel and I went to bed – luckily the cousin we’re staying with had good beds – so 

we were able to get some sleep after talking a lot with Matthew – and trying to make 

sense of what was happening -.although my cousin was wary of having him in the 

house – knowing that he was a friend of Jesus. 

The next day we found out about Jesus’s last words and were grateful – at least – 

that he hadn’t hung on that cruel cross for long. 

How will all of this influence our lives – for the better I hope? 

If a good man can die for our sake – the least we can do is live our lives as he would 

want us to – and Samuel has resolved to be even more scrupulous in his tax 

collecting – and I have vowed to help those in need in our community. 


