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Palm Sunday is the beginning of Holy Week when the story of Jesus reaches its 
climax. Tonight, would have been our special evening service where we would 
have heard the whole story, told by the many different witnesses who 
experienced it first had, from Bible stories to imagined evidence. 
This morning, after the 8.30 service, I should have been racing up to Elmwood 
to meet the team about to ride down to the church with many of the younger 
members of the congregation walking along after them.  They would have been 
about to re-enact the triumphal entry of Jesus into Jerusalem, singing We have 
a King who rides a donkey. It’s something we’ve done every Palm Sunday for 
several years, and every year it has been very different but equally moving. 
Today would have been a grand day for it – with the sun shining just as it would 
have been in Jerusalem almost 2000 years ago.  
 
Elmwood 2017, ready to ride 

 



 
Palm Sunday 2017, gathered outside the church 
 
Let’s refresh our memories of what happened when  
Jesus entered into Jerusalem in Triumph, The Gospel of St Mark, 11;1-10 
 
Jesus’ Triumphal Entry into Jerusalem 
11 When they were approaching Jerusalem, at Bethphage and Bethany, near 
the Mount of Olives, he sent two of his disciples 2 and said to them, ‘Go into the 
village ahead of you, and immediately as you enter it, you will find tied there a 
colt that has never been ridden; untie it and bring it. 3 If anyone says to you, 
“Why are you doing this?” just say this, “The Lord needs it and will send it back 
here immediately.”’ 4 They went away and found a colt tied near a door, outside 
in the street. As they were untying it, 5 some of the bystanders said to them, 
‘What are you doing, untying the colt?’ 6 They told them what Jesus had said; 
and they allowed them to take it. 7 Then they brought the colt to Jesus and 
threw their cloaks on it; and he sat on it. 8 Many people spread their cloaks on 
the road, and others spread leafy branches that they had cut in the 
fields. 9 Then those who went ahead and those who followed were shouting, 
‘Hosanna! Blessed is the one who comes in the name of the Lord! 
10     Blessed is the coming kingdom of our ancestor David! 
Hosanna in the highest heaven!’ 



Just before Mark describes that first Palm Sunday in his Gospel, he tells another 
story about the time Jesus was hailed as the Son of David by a blind man, 
Bartimaeus. The disciples tried to shut him up – in their minds there were more 
important things to do. But Jesus stopped, called Bartimaeus to him, and asked 
what he wanted. The reply was simple – ‘I want to see’ – and Jesus replied just 
as simply, ‘Go, your faith has made you well’ and immediately he regained his 
sight. 
Now, it does not take a wild leap of the imagination to think of Bartimaeus, 
newly sighted, joining the group following Jesus into Jerusalem. I love leaps of 
imagination, so now can you imagine you are in church, with all the 
congregation around you, and, having sung ‘Ride on, ride on in majesty’, settling 
down to another of Vera’s stories, this time in the words of Bartimeaus.  
 

I was there. 
My children and my grandchildren have often asked me to tell them the story of 
Jesus saving my sight. And then clamoured to hear of his entry into Jerusalem, 
riding on a donkey. ‘You knew, Grandad, you knew he was the King didn’t you, 
you were the first to call him that Son of David weren’t you?’ 
What man doesn’t want to look a hero in his grandchildren’s eyes. I let them 
believe I had a special insight – having been blinded for so many years – but the 
rumours were going around long before that. Everything that the prophets had 
foretold was coming true. God had promised to restore the fortunes of Israel 
through the family of King David – and here was David’s descendant, healing 
people, feeding the five thousand, speaking of the Kingdom of God growing 
near and now riding into Jerusalem, on a donkey, just as his ancestor had.   
 
Oh, I cheered with the rest, cheered and cheered myself hoarse.  But then I 
looked around, at the top of the walls, on the rooftops of the houses. They were 
filled not with cheering crowds, not with householders, shopkeepers and their 
families, but with menace.   
From the city walls the stern faces of Rome’s Imperial Army stared down 
implacably, weighing up the risk to themselves of this hysterical mob, judging 
how to contain and constrain, how to eliminate that risk. 
 



From the rooftops, Temple officers and guards, priests and Pharisees all 
watched, discomfort or stark fear writ large on their grey faces.   
I could understand their fear – so many mobs, so many groups of impassioned 
young men, had been trapped, caught and crucified by those very men who 
were watching from the walls.  No one knew if the Temple had been complicit 
in the arrests and trials, trying to protect the privilege they knew we had.  We 
alone of all the Roman Provinces could worship our God, the one true God – we 
could bring our sacrifices to the Temple – we were not ordered sacrifice to the 
Roman Gods – or worse their ‘divine’ emperor. Our Temple still stood free of 
blasphemy.  Were those watchers also weighing up the risk, wondering how 
they could contain and constrain the crowd, looking for a route to single out the 
shepherd from his sheep, in case this evolved into full-bloodied rebellion. 
But then the crowd swept me along with them, their joy was so great that 
nothing could contain it. One of the watchers shouted down. ‘Teacher order 
your disciples to stop’.  Jesus looked at him, slowing the donkey, so the crowd 
slowed and heard his reply ‘I tell you, if they were silent, the very stones 
themselves would cry out.’ 
At this an almighty cheer went up, voicing the joy and exuberance of the crowd 
as they bore him upwards to the very precincts of the Temple itself.  
There I found him, his face set with such a look of concern that I knew he too 
had seen the watchers on the walls and the rooftops.  
‘What do you see Bartimaeus?’ he asked.  
I told him. ‘Fear, fear in the faces of the powerful. And I am frightened for you 
Master.’… 
 

Prayers 
Collect for Palm Sunday 
 
Almighty and everlasting God, who, in your tender love towards the human 
race, sent your Son, our Saviour Jesus Christ, to take upon him our flesh  
and to suffer death upon the cross: grant that we may follow the example 
of his patience and his humility, and may also be made partakers of his 
resurrection; through Jesus Christ, your Son, our Lord, who is alive 
and reigns with you in the unity of the Holy Spirit, one God now and for ever.  
Amen 



Heavenly Father we come to you in prayer on a day when we all would want to 
be together, worshipping you in songs of praise for your great and powerful 
love. We would gather to shout hosanna with the crowd and acknowledge you 
King of kings and Lord of lords. In our own homes we worship you still, aware 
that we are held together in your love. We are gathered together Lord, and you 
have promised that where two or three are gathered together in your name 
you will be with us.  Hear our prayers for your world and its people, for our 
community, our families and our friends, and most especially those who are 
suffering and those who are caring for them. 
 
Loving God, may we and our friends in the community of All Saints, realise that 
we are loved and valued and very much cared about. May we all find ways of 
expressing our concern, showing our support and expressing interest in each 
other’s welfare. May we feel your presence each day and be prompted by your 
spirit to reach out to those we may not know well but love and care for as 
brothers and sisters in your church. 
 
We pray for those we know and love and for those known only to you yet in 
distress and in need of comfort.  
Alex, Anne & Geoff, Catherine, Derek & Val, Eileen, Frances, Harriet, Jacky, 

Michelle, Peter,  

Val Adams, Jake Agnew, Elizabeth Bailey & family; Ken Baker, Peter Black, 

Doreen Clarke, David Kloose [Close], Guy Coxeter, Jim Cromar 

Beryl Dabson, Peter Dickinson, Barry Dowsett, Jean Foster, Tom & Kylie 

Freeman & Family, Doreen Gilbert, Gillian Grafham, Eddie Gordon, Richard 

Green, Kaye Head, Kath House, Stephen Johnson, Hayden Keeling, Colin Lister,  

Rene M, Claire and Andrew MacLeod, Rhys Maples, David McNeill, Jim 

Melhuish, Carole Noble, Harriet Pearson, Cecilia Phelps, Dave Phillips, Robert 

Price, Martin Taylor and, Doug Watson, and the family and friends of David 

Fleming, Irene Brown, Jean Oyler and Mike Davies  

 



We pray for the isolated, the lonely and the separated, for the bereaved and 
the desolate. In our separation from each other give us the words to comfort 
and the spirit to pray for their needs before our own 
Gentle God pour your healing love into their lives and bless them with your 
presence. 
 
May all those who are serving us in so many ways be blessed by the comfort of 
knowing your support and care, may they feel your loving arms around them.  
Our doctors and nurses, paramedics and ambulance crews who combat their 
own fears and the needs of their families to offer themselves to care for the sick 
and dying. 
Those who are producing our food, distributing it and serving in our shops 
Those who are maintaining the fabric of society, still doing their jobs as key 
workers, from the teachers to the bin men – all doing their bit  
And to those who have to help the bereaved, to arrange funerals and to 
conduct them 
Lord of love be with them in your power to comfort and sustain them in their 
many different tasks on which we depend. Help us to show our gratitude for 
their sacrificial giving by respecting the rules that make life safer for all. 
Gracious God, thank you for the blessings you pour on us each day, the beauty 
of the view from the window, the blueness of the sky, whiteness of cloud, the 
sound of bird song, thank you for hearing us, and knowing our thoughts and 
prayers even when we find it difficult to speak. 
 
Merciful Father  
accept these prayers  
for the sake of your Son,  
our Saviour Jesus Christ. Amen 
 
 
From Don and Ro, with love 
 
We have just enjoyed our audience with the King of all kings! What a privilege 
we so often take for granted. If you required an audience with Queen Elizabeth 
there would be so many hurdles to get over, being vetted for who you are and 
with restrictions on length of audience and rules of how to approach and leave 
her majesty!!  



With our Father it is just ‘be still and know I am God’. He can audience millions 
of us together and hear and act on every prayer!!  
We are sooo privileged to be accepted in Jesus righteousness and be raised to 
Father’s right hand in Jesus. Here on this planet for such a time as this to live His 
life by the power of His wonderful Holy Spirit.  
Oh wow! Such great thoughts of joy. His love and care is amazing. 
Rejoice the Lord is King your Lord and King adore. 
Love D & R x 
 
 

This year we won’t be able to hold up our palm crosses, in 
one of the many services of the day, to have them blessed – 
and then take them home to grace our kitchen, study, living 
room or even car. But we can have a virtual palm cross 
 

Blessing of the Palms 
Dear Friends in Christ, during Lent we have been preparing 
by works of love and self-sacrifice for the celebration of our 
lord’s death and resurrection.  To-day we have begun this 
solemn celebration in union with the church throughout the 
world.  We have heard in this service how Jesus entered his 

own city, in the coming week we will remember how he was betrayed and 
rejected, tried and condemned to death.  As we meditate on these events, we 
are brought closer to Christ, travelling with him the long journey of faith to 
Calvary, knowing ourselves to be loved and forgiven, so that united with him in 
his suffering we may share his risen life.  
 
God our Saviour, whose son Jesus Christ entered Jerusalem as Messiah to suffer 
and die, let these palms be for us signs of his victory; and grant that we who 
bear them in his name may hail him as our King and follow him in the way that 
leads to eternal life; who lives and reigns with you and the Holy Spirit, now and 
forever Amen 
 
 
 
 



 
https://youtu.be/XODaTctCjvQ 
 
 
Such Love 
 
Such love pure as the whitest snow 
Such love weeps for the shame I know 
Such love paying the debt I owe 
O Jesus such love 
 
 
Such love stilling my restlessness 
Such love filling my emptiness 
Such love showing me holiness 
O Jesus such love 
 
 
Such love springs from eternity 
Such love streaming through history 
Such love fountain of life to me 
O Jesus such love 
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