
After much feedback, we decided to put Kate’s Palm Sunday message in this
month’s Messenger.  It seems a lot of people are asking “What kind of world is this?” 
Is there more to see than the danger?  More to feel than the fear?  Kate thinks so, and
she thinks Jesus did too.  The message is based on Mark 14:1-9.

Here we are, finally, in Jerusalem with
Jesus.  We have left the desert together, and
this is the place where his life seems to be
moving toward a climax.  He is entering the
city to great fanfare, the people are crying out
to him as he rides in.  The children are singing. 
Cloaks and branches are being tossed.  Yet, just
as he seems to reach the pinnacle, everything
starts to slide.  A rock here, a branch there. 
The children sing and the leadership murmurs.  
The palms are tossed and coins are changing
hands with a betrayer.  The crowd yells
“Hosanna!” and the great welcome starts to
sound a little desperate.  You know the word
means both “Welcome” and “O Save!”  It’s
beginning to sound as if Jesus is going to have
to save himself.

This is when I know I would never
make a good Buddhist – I have a hard time
watching it all with equanimity, knowing that
all of the human drama is but illusion and that
the bright eternal core is all there is.  No, I’m
sorry.  I want to scream.  “It’s not fair!  He just
got here!  And he’s been doing so much good –
for the women, and the children, and the sick
and the lost and the poor and…No…it’s just
not fair!  It isn’t right!”  

I feel pretty much the same watching
the news every night.  More young girls
kidnapped in Africa, an airplane deliberately
crashed with 150 innocent souls on board,
another shooting of a young state patrol officer
so much like my police officer nephew, Jason,
even from the same small Wisconsin town.  I
felt that way when I was looking for a website
on the Isle of Iona in Scotland where I’ve
always wanted to go and suddenly half my
screen was covered with the black and white
insignia of ISIS saying “We are Everywhere!” 
“Stop.  It’s not fair!  I don’t want any of it. 
What kind of world is this?”

The fact is that none of us want any of
it, do we?  We are tired.  We are mostly

exhausted by things we hear about but can do
nothing ourselves to fix.  We come to church
week after week lifting up the same heart-felt
prayers, but those children on the plane are still
dead, there are still human beings being carried
around in cages by terrorists and sex-
traffickers, our politicians would rather fight
each other than respond to need, and our
families are struggling more mightily than ever.

We live in what seems to be a
dangerous and out of control world.  And so
did Jesus.  Now, Jesus was a smart man.  Even
without the 24/7 news cycle, he knew that his
work, his conviction that God fully inhabits the
world and all creation, was about to face its
ultimate challenge.  He could feel the tensions
rising, the terrors coming.  He knew that the
God-awareness he preached and lived was
going to be sorely tested as it always is by the
powers of greed, rage, and hate.  For that is
what the powers of greed, rage, and hatred do –
go after anyone or anything that cannot be
controlled by them.  And Jesus, living the
fullness of God’s love, could not be controlled. 
The controlling forces just hate that.  They
want it gone.  Obliterated.  Jesus knew this.  

So, how did he go on?  I think we know
the answer.  He lived the awareness of God, he
reveled in the love of God, even amid the chaos
that whirled around him and threatened to take
his life.  How could he do this?  Because it was
his life’s practice, living in the presence, in the
embrace of the Spirit of God.  From the dawn
when he went off to the hills for prayer, to the
evening when he broke bread and blessed it as
holy, Jesus practiced the  presence of God all
around him – and named it constantly.  The
care of the sparrow and the beauty of the lilies
of the field, the blessedness of the meek and the
pure of heart, the peacemakers and even those
in sorrow, the joy of the children.  Everywhere
Jesus looked he saw the mark of God, and it
held him.



And now, sitting at table with Simon
the Leper and others, a woman enters the scene
amidst the swirling conversation of the day.  In
silence, she breaks open an alabaster jar of
perfumed nard and anoints Jesus with it. 
Notice the difference between what his fellow
diners see and what he sees.  They see an act of
waste, a foolish gesture squandering precious
resources.  They did not see what Jesus saw –
the woman’s heart.  God at work there.  Her
focused and devoted attention.  Her extravagant
gesture of care.  The others at the table see
nothing of this, but Jesus did.  He took it in. 
He celebrated it and lifted it up and insisted
that she and her offering be remembered for all
ages.

There is an important question for us
here.  What do we see?  What do we see every
day?  What kind of world are we immersed in? 
I have learned many important lessons sitting
with a family as a loved one dies.  What often
becomes clear is that though all are in the same
room, experiencing the same death, individuals
present can be in completely different worlds. 
For some, you can tell they are on sacred
ground.  They speak and act out of the love that
they have shared with the dying.  They can
laugh and they can cry, but they seem
somehow held by something that is bigger than
anyone present.  Their world, even in the
presence of death, is  full of meaning and they
are safe.

Then there are others sitting two feet
away, immersed in fear, in the unfairness of the
circumstance, in the loss looming.  Their
ground is not solid or stable, but is crumbling

beneath them.  The closeness of the
relationship does not seem to matter.  What
does matter is the kind of world the person is
living in – one in which love has been and
remains the primary reality, the other in which
mistrust colors all they see.  

There is no judgment here. 
Relationships vary and many are not raised
with the resources to trust.  But the fact
remains that human beings can practice a life
of love, a life focused on the presence of God,
if we so choose, even in a broken world, even
in the face of death.  This is the way of Jesus. 
It will not shield us from suffering, but it will
affect the character of what we see, and our
response to it.  Our souls stay safe in love’s
embrace.     

What kind of world is this?  It is a
world where in spite of danger a woman acts
out of care and courage anyway.  It is the kind
of world where in the center of a storm,
kindness, bravery, and generosity come to life. 
It is the kind of world where light can be shared
among the grieving, and the one who has lost
the most often shares the most light.  It is the
kind of world, where even as crucifixion
looms, love itself refuses to lay down and die,
for it cannot be obliterated or controlled.  It is
the kind of world where we can walk into this
week in full trust that at the end of a long, hard
winter and a dry, harsh Lent, color will return
and spring waters will once again flow in the
desert.  What kind of world is this?  What do
you see?  Amen.        




