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  “Were you there when they crucified my Lord?”  

This is a powerful hymn.  Usually sung on Good Friday.  Powerful if you are kneeling at the altar 

rail of any church on Good Friday and whether the cross is still behind the altar or put away 

carefully somewhere because the day before the altar was stripped.  Either way a shadow looms 

and it is cross shaped.  

Today on Palm Sunday Good Friday is several days away, but liturgically the week ahead has 

been collapsed into today with the twin readings of the Palm Sunday liturgy and the story of the 

Passion of Christ, the story of Good Friday.  This makes Palm Sunday a uniquely disturbing time 

because we are confronted with contrasting roles, a scary duality in the way we seem to relate to 

Jesus, that is if we really enter and find ourselves playing a part both in Hosanna time and 

Crucify Him time .   

You may think of Palm Sunday as a day of celebration, of procession. A day of king-happening.  

A day when a man is anointed by those greeting him as he enters Jerusalem.  Not yet marks of 

thorns on his brow, only sunbeams mixed with road dust kicked up by people anxiously waiting 

to throw down their cloaks in his path, fan him with palm fronds and Hosannas.  

We too have been waiting on a road side along the journey we call Lent.  Waiting anxiously to 

pull out our Hosannas, our Alleluias, so carefully stored away for this subdued season.  Waiting 

to pull out those Alleluias, dust them off, and let the sound of them wave in the breeze as they 

are spoken into being yet again.  

Those Hosannas so long ago?  Did they come from the heart of each person shouting them?  Or 

were they just picked up along the way?  It can be so easy to simply go along with the crowd.  

But what is disturbing about today is that within the space of barely an hour as our pre-Easter 

liturgy demands, our Hosannas are hardly out of our mouths before the sound of them changes 

and our mouths and lips twist into the sounds of  “Crucify him, crucify him!”    

So where did those sounds begin?  How deep is the place where those sounds take shape?  There 

seems to be so much passion in the shouting of the words, “Crucify him!”  Or were these words, 

like the earlier Hosannas, for some in the crowd simply stirred up by the vibrations of the crowd?  

Often it is so easy to just go along with the crowd. To stand apart from the crowd, be different?  

Well, that can draw attention too.  And, knowing how fickle, even unstable, a crowd can be, 

there’s always the possibility that a bystander can become a victim, too.  

 One of the ways to reflect on Bible passages is to enter the story and take on one of the 

characters, as if we are really there.  A way to explore the passage, to experience it, to gain new 

insights about not only the passage but one’s own twenty-first century self when standing in the 

shoes of someone who was actually present in the long-ago scene.    



There’s a process we can use to do this.  It goes like this.  Pick a character and get into that 

character’s skin, mind, body, spirit.  What do you see?  Use all of your senses.  What does the 

light look like?  What time of day is it?  Where are you standing, sitting, moving?  What are you 

thinking?  What are you hoping?  What are you afraid of?  What are you feeling?  Who are you 

standing near?  What are the smells, the sounds all around you?  Where are you in the midst of 

this story?  

There are so many characters in the story of Jesus’ entering Jerusalem on what has become 

known as Palm Sunday.  There are so many characters in the story of the Passion, Jesus’ trial and 

crucifixion.  But I’m not sure that on this day in our pre-Easter liturgy we have a real choice.  

The liturgy places us in the crowd.  As we are asked to shout “Hosanna” as we wave our palms 

and then “Crucify him!” later in the story, we experience (at least for a few moments) what it 

might be like to experience a change of heart as we shout both.  Maybe it makes us reflect on 

exactly where we stand in relation to Christ, not just then, but now.    

 Let’s enter the story line.  

 Am I in the crowd or a bystander?  How near or far away am I from this man named Jesus?  Am 

I so close that the stirred-up dust of the donkey’s hoofs and the feet of those running beside sting 

my eyes, coat my throat such that my shouting becomes hoarse and my eyes can no longer see 

clearly?  Do I feel something compelling about this man, this so-called Messiah?  Am I willing 

to drop everything and follow him?  Just where is he going?  What waits for him in the place 

where this road leads?  Can I keep up with this crowd?  Or, if a bystander attracted by the noise 

and joyful commotion, do I want to become a part of this crowd, this following, not really sure 

where it will lead after all?  

 The space today is so small between the story of Jesus’ entering Jerusalem and then his 

appearance before the various tribunals and then his crucifixion.  If we join in this parade of 

sorts, we are vulnerable to being swept along with and through the story?  If we play the “I’m a 

character in this story” game and find ourselves at the different scenes, the entry into Jerusalem, 

the arrest, the trial, the crucifixion where will each of us stand in relation to what’s happening – 

how close or far away in relation to Jesus?  

 Today you and I move with the crowd from the Hosanna/Alleluia moments, to the moments of 

anger and betrayal and finally to deep sorrow.  Are we distant spectators to a Palm and Passion 

Sunday reenactment or are we really there?  And really here now, trying to figure out how near 

or far we want to be from this man called Jesus Christ. Do we really want to live into the story 

line he offers?  Or not? Or, maybe just part of it for a part of the time? 

 The story and so many questions confront us on this Palm Sunday.  Jesus is looking at us, 

waiting for a response.  Where are we in relation to him?   How near or far, how in or out of this 

story are we?   How we answer these questions will lead to where we are on Easter Sunday and 

how we will see or not see Jesus Christ on the road ahead for us – on the way to whatever 

Emmaus waits in our future.?  Are we in that story, living into it?  Or will we be mere distant 

spectators, marveling at the flowered sanctuary, and singing familiar hymns because that’s just 



what we do once a year when the Easter story is told?   The story of you in relation to it all is 

yours to tell, one way or another.     

However, wherever you are right now, know that as you live either inside or outside of the story, 

there is One who loves you deeply.  One whose greatest passion is to wrap you in His Story and 

bring you with Him into the dawn of an Easter morning for your life, whether you are there next 

Sunday or holding back for one yet to come.  

Where will you be on Easter morning?  


