
Reflection for Palm Sunday 

 
I was thinking this week of Palm Sundays that I remember from when I was a kid. We would all get 

dressed for Mass in good clothes, as we did every Sunday, and then plow into my Dad’s ’48 Ford or, 

later on, his ’53 Chevy…6 of us…3 in the front and 3 in the back.  As I was the youngest, I sat in the front 

between Mom and Dad…my brother and sisters in the back, no seat belts anywhere. My protection, in 

case of the need for a quick/short stop, was Dad’s outstretched arm across my chest. I understand that 

the laws of Physics tell us that Dad’s arm wasn’t effective protection…but somehow, I always felt safe. 

 

Once we got to Our Lady of Perpetual Help Church, we found a packed Church…the regular faces and 

the faces of those we didn’t see too often…for all understood in their hearts that Palm Sunday was 

special and not just for the distribution of the palm. Palm Sunday marked Jesus’ celebrated entrance 

into Jerusalem. “The children of Jerusalem welcomed Christ the King!” The processional was joyous…but 

quickly the Mass became solemn and serious as we heard the Passion of the Lord proclaimed. The story 

of Jesus willingly going to the Cross to save us all. The Cross which represents our sins and the sins of 

humankind. The Cross that Jesus died on to save us all; to defeat death, both the death of sin and our 

physical deaths; to give us the great promise of eternal life and a share in the true divinity of the Holy 

Trinity.   

 

People who are not Christian look at the Cross and our reverence for it, with confusion.  They do not 

understand that the Cross represents our hope for eternal life; our belief in that dying on the Cross, 

Jesus defeated death; defeated and forgave our sins and freed us. The Cross of Jesus is our great symbol 

of freedom! Belief in Jesus frees us; living the life Jesus calls us to, frees us. We are freed of those things 

that can bind us in this world if we cling to the Cross and Jesus…for while we reflect on the pain of the 

Cross and the pain of sin, we know that the story does not end on Friday…it begins on Sunday…Easter 

Sunday. 

 

Palm Sunday is the beginning of Holy Week. If we follow tradition, there is no recessional hymn, we 

leave the Church in silence; in contemplation…reflecting on the week to come and all that Jesus did for 

us. Holy Week brings us the Mass of the Last Supper on Holy Thursday, when the priesthood and the 

Eucharist were instituted by Jesus, to be followed by the Agony in the Garden and the prosecution, 

persecution and crucifixion of Jesus on Good Friday. In our hearts and minds, let’s hold this coming 

week holy. Spend time in prayer reflecting on a God who so loves us, that He came among us as one of 

us, and then gave His human life for us on the Cross. 

 

As my dad was ready to protect me with his arm, our God remains ready to protect us in His loving arms 

and with the promise of eternal life.  By the way, arms that are not subject to the laws of Physics!   

 

God’s Peace and Blessings be with you all. 

 

Deacon John 

 


