Gloria R. Carpeneto, Homily
Palm Sunday, April 10, 2022
Blessing of Palms, Luke 19, 28-40
Isaiah 50:4-7, Philippians 2:5-11, Luke 22:14-23:56, Psalm  22, My God, My God, why have You deserted me?

This is the day in our liturgical year when we are most like the angels. For just as the angels sang Glory to God in high heaven! on the day of Christ’s birth, today we sing  Peace in heaven, and glory in the highest!  You may have noticed that in Luke’s Gospel that we read for Palm Sunday, we lay down not palm branches, but our cloaks -- the clothes off our backs, the very fabric of our lives to honor Christ’s triumphal entry into Jerusalem. We begin this Holy Week with a joy-filled hope we have not known since Christmas -- Blessed is the One who comes in the name of Our God!

At the same time, we know how this story will unfold.  We know that once  Jesus dismounts from his colt, and all the shouting goes silent, his role will shift to Suffering Servant. And the Suffering Servant will not  turn away from the consequences of where his journey  has led him. Radical compassion, unfailing justice, unquestioning inclusion and unbounding forgiveness, have all brought him to this point; and he will not turn away from all that that entails.  He sets his face firm, trusting in the Most High. And though he is of God, he empties himself, becoming one with humanity and accepting death on a cross.


We have heard this story that winds its way from Palm Sunday joy through Good Friday sorrow every year of our lives. Our challenge is to keep it as alive in 2022 as it was the first time we heard it as children. This holy week, we celebrate the very heart of what we believe – the Paschal Mystery, the words we have sung with every Eucharist we have celebrated throughout the year – Christ has died, Christ has risen, and Christ will come again. Again this year, Holy Week invites us to witness to Christ’s  dying, his rising and his continuing to live among us. And our call this week is to see how our lives measure up to the life of that Jesus whom we claim to follow. 

Perhaps  today is a good time to remember, then,  that in Luke’s Gospel, there are only two times when he mentions anyone’s beating their breasts. One is in the parable of the Pharisee and the tax collector; in the face of the Pharisee’s pride, the tax collector stood alone in the back of the temple, beating his breast in repentance of the many ways he had failed to love. And in today’s Passion reading, we heard that the crowds that had gathered for the spectacle of a crucifixion returned home beating their breasts, weeping at their failure to recognize love when they saw it. In Luke’s Gospel, breast-beating is not a sign of shame. Rather, it’s a grace. This week, pray for the grace to  beat our breasts in sorrowful recognition of how much we are loved and how often we fail to share that love as Jesus did. 

Stick with Jesus this week. Stay very close, and allow all the elements of the story to captivate you, as though you are hearing it for the first time. Find yourself somewhere in the story, and allow the familiar to open up to new graces in your life. Who knows? This week, you might suddenly find yourself to be Peter or Judas. You might anoint the feet of Jesus in love, or fall asleep while he suffers. You might be Pilate, or Herod, or a religious leader more interested in conformity than justice. You might be a Cyrenian reluctant to carry someone else’s cross, or an embittered criminal, unable to believe in forgiveness.  We might all find points in the Holy Week story when we see ourselves. And with the tax collector in the back of the temple, and the crowds walking away from the scene of the crucifixion, we might beat our breasts for how we have so often forgotten to love as Jesus did.. 


And when that happens this week, hear Jesus. Listen as he says Forgive them, they don’t know what they are doing. We may not always love, but the Suffering Servant dies loving us. He dies showing us how to live. Once again this year, let us all journey  through a Holy Week that winds from consolation through desolation,  but always, always ends in the promise that the Christ who has died will rise and live again, in each of us and In our world.  AMEN. 
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