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Sunday, April 5th, 2020 
Trinity United Church, Beamsville 

Palm Sunday 
 

Loving Our Neighbours: 
This Time and Place 

 


 
“I dwell in Possibility – “ 

(Emily Dickinson, 1830-1886) 

 




Gathering Music                                              Andrew Poaps   
 
Welcome                                    Kassandra Matthews, Student Minister 
       
Let us prepare our hearts and minds for worship…. 
 
Lighting the Christ Candle                (Kassandra)  
“Come and Find the Quiet Centre” (Voices United 374) 
 
Call to Worship                           (Kassandra)  

We join with the crowd  
that eagerly awaited the coming of Jesus. 

Blessed is the One who comes in the name of the Lord! 

Hosanna in the highest! 

Fulfilling prophecy, Jesus entered the city riding humbly on a donkey.  
(louder)  Blessed is the One who comes in the name of the Lord! 
Hosanna in the highest! 

Jesus’ followers were excited, filled with anticipation.  
Yet within a few short days, they were scattered, disillusioned, frightened;  

unwilling to follow as far as Jesus would have them go. 

(softer) Blessed is the One who comes in the name of the Lord!  
Hosanna in the highest! 

We, too, long to join the triumphal procession,  
only to find ourselves burdened by the past,  

fearful of the future, reluctant to accept and follow the Way of Jesus. 

(softer) Blessed is the One who comes in the name of the Lord!  
Hosanna in the highest! 
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Yet this Palm Sunday, we lift our voices and wave our arms  

in awe and adoration,  
a reminder of the welcome offered to Jesus as he travelled toward the cross. 

(louder) Blessed is the One who comes in the name of the Lord! 
Hosanna in the highest! 
Like the crowd in Jerusalem, two thousand years ago,  

we greet Jesus, shouting: 
(very loudly) Blessed is the One who comes in the name of the Lord! 
Hosanna in the highest! 
 
Hymn & Palm Processional   “Hosanna, Loud Hosanna” (Voices United 123) 
 

A Lenten Liturgy                                     (Heather) 
The wreath that accompanied us through Advent   
is now here with us in Lent.   
It reminds us that, while each season  
is its own sacred journey,  
each draws us down a road of preparation for new life.   
The promised child for whom we waited in Bethlehem  
is the same Holy One who travels with us to Jerusalem.   
His voice now calls us forward,  
into spaces of renewal and restoration.   
His courage inspires our own,  
to lift up prayers of confession and longing.   
His merciful assurance reminds us  
this is a Way we can follow with confidence.   
This light, the light of Jesus, leads us on through Lent.        
(six purple candles are lit) 
 
Opening Prayer                          (Heather)    
(adapted from a prayer by Joanna Harader, spaciousfaith.com) 
& The Prayer of Jesus   (VU 916, A Paraphrase by Jim Cotter) 
God of the cross, tottering down the streets of Jerusalem on a donkey, 
You are not the saviour we expect. 
Your power doesn’t look like the power we want our God to have. 
So much of this does not make sense to us. 
 
We are happy to join the crowd, waving our welcome, 
but not so sure we want to follow you through this Holy Week: 
into the temple courts 
into the upper room 
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into the Garden of Gethsemane 
to the high priest’s house, 
to the assembly of elders, 
to Pilate, 
to Herod, 
to the place of The Skull, 
to the foot of the cross. 
We need you to go with us on this journey. 
Grant us clear vision, 
Courageous hearts, 
Persistent steps. 
Grant us patience with ourselves, in this time and place,  
as you lead us on, in the Way that brings us truest life. 
 
All these prayers we lift up to you, O God, in the name of your precious and 
ever-enduring Son, who taught us to find shelter in your presence as a child in 
the arms of a mother, and to do so in praying together: 
 
Eternal Spirit, 
Earth-maker, Pain-bearer, Life-giver, 
Source of all that is and that shall be. 
Father and Mother of us all, 
Loving God in whom is heaven: 
 
The hallowing of your name echo through the universe! 
The way of your justice be followed by peoples of the world! 
Your heavenly will be done by all created beings! 
Your commonwealth of peace and freedom sustain our hope and come 
on earth. 
 
With the bread we need for today, feed us. 
In the hurts we absorb from one another, forgive us. 
In times of temptation and test, strengthen us. 

From trials too great to endure, spare us. 
From the grip of all that is evil, free us. 
 
For you reign in the glory of the power that is love, 
now and for ever.  Amen. 
 
Singing for April Birthdays           (Heather) 
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Growing Together   “If Jesus Came to My House” by Joan Gail Thomas   
(Heather) 

 
 Although sometimes I almost forget that I haven’t been here with you 
forever, there have been other church families that God has called me and my 
family to serve.  The one right before we came here was a congregation in 
Hamilton called Olivet United Church.  Olivet is the name of a small ridge or 
mountain called the Mount of Olives, which is just outside the city of Jerusalem, 
where Jesus was headed on the first Palm Sunday.  The Olivet United Church I 
knew was a small community on the mountain in Hamilton, and that is the 
church where I started to bring out a blanket for gathering together like this, at 
the front of the sanctuary. 
 When it was time for me to leave Olivet and begin our time here at Trinity, 
Beamsville, there were a lot of sad farewells, and lots of wonderful gifts, too.  
One of those was this blanket right here, given to me by a woman at Olivet 
whose name was June, but we all called her Grandma June.  I think the whole 
neighbourhood did.  Grandma June wanted me to have a new blanket to share 
with the new children I would meet, and for you to know that she already loves 
you, too. 
 Grandma June also gave me this book to keep.  Maybe you can tell, this 
book has been read many, many times before.  It’s much older than me, but also 
very wise.  It’s written by a woman named Joan Gail Thomas, and is all about 
what might happen if Jesus came to my house.  It asks us to think about how 
we would get ready to welcome the most wonderful house guest we could ever 
imagine. 
 The story goes like this… 
 
If Jesus came to my house, he would see how much I miss you, but he would 
also see my hope and trust that we will be together again soon.   
So let’s prepare to welcome Jesus, to our homes and to our hearts. 
 
Let’s pray together. 
‘This is a repeat after me prayer…’ 

 
Wonderful God, 
Thank you for this brand new day. 
Thank you for welcoming us and walking with us 
every moment of every day. 
We pray for hearts that welcome,nfor words that love, 
for ways that help to make others strong. 
We ask all this in Jesus’ name.  Amen. 
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Hymn  “Tell Me the Stories of Jesus” (verses 1-4, Voices United 357) 
 
Scripture  Matthew 21: 1-11 (New Revised Standard Version) 

Rosemary Addison   

 

When they had come near Jerusalem and had reached Bethphage, at the Mount 

of Olives, Jesus sent two disciples, 2 saying to them, “Go into the village ahead of 

you, and immediately you will find a donkey tied, and a colt with her; untie them 

and bring them to me. 3 If anyone says anything to you, just say this, ‘The Lord 

needs them.’ And he will send them immediately.” 4 This took place to fulfill what 

had been spoken through the prophet, saying, 

5 “Tell the daughter of Zion, 

Look, your king is coming to you, 

    humble, and mounted on a donkey, 

        and on a colt, the foal of a donkey.” 
6 The disciples went and did as Jesus had directed them; 7 they brought the 

donkey and the colt, and put their cloaks on them, and he sat on them. 8 A very 

large crowd spread their cloaks on the road, and others cut branches from the 

trees and spread them on the road. 9 The crowds that went ahead of him and 

that followed were shouting,  “Hosanna to the Son of David! 

Blessed is the one who comes in the name of the Lord!  Hosanna in the highest 

heaven!”  10 When he entered Jerusalem, the whole city was in turmoil, asking, 

“Who is this?” 11 The crowds were saying, “This is the prophet Jesus from 

Nazareth in Galilee.” 

 

Message  ‘A fairer House than Prose’         
   The Rev. Heather Weaver-Orosz 
 
 If you’ve been able to follow along through our Lenten series, you’ll know 
we’ve been working with the theme of ‘Loving Our Neighbours’, and getting 
there each week by focusing on the Scripture alongside one of Eric Lam’s Holy 
Currencies.  The Holy Currencies are ways to guide our thinking about who we 
are and how we live as a people of faith.  Suddenly here at Palm Sunday, this 
week we’re paying attention to Jesus’ entry to Jerusalem, alongside the Currency 
of Time and Place.  Generally speaking, the Currency of Time and Place is a way 
of orienting our congregational existence to be both mindful and intentional of 
sharing time, and sharing space, with each other and with the community 
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around us. That feels a painful irony, at this time of social distancing, but the 
core concepts remain, in the sense of receiving God’s generous welcome and 
then opening ourselves to offer that out, in concrete and faithful ways. 
 The time and place that we’re reflecting on today is grounded in 
recognizing and responding to the one who longs to be welcomed in to our 
lives… and then accompanies us as we prepare to welcome all God’s people 
home, in mercy, peace, and grace.   
 
Let’s begin with prayer: 
Holy One, Holy Three, we open our hearts to all the possibilities that rest in and 
through your Love.  May we hear you, know you, and walk with you, now and 
always.  In the name of Jesus I pray.  Amen.  
 
  

As I suspect is also true for you, these days far more than usual my head 
and heart have been quite jumbled with thoughts and images.  It can be hard to 
stop the wheels turning so fast, from one idea, one wondering, one worry to 
another.  Having Scripture passages like today’s, for worship like today’s, are an 
enormous help in that regard, calling me to slow down and focus; to refocus on 
who and what matters most… in this time and place, always, but especially now. 
 In this week of preparing for Holy Week, for the most holy week of 
preparation, one of the images that helps me to focus is remembering what it 
was like to prepare for house guests, and particularly dinner guests, in all my 
years at home.  As it was in many households of that era, and certainly of our 
extended family culture, Sunday dinner was a significant and planned event, 
which became that much more significant and planned when it involved folks 
beyond our immediate family.  My mother was extremely organized, in both meal 
preparation and house preparation, and she worked ahead.  That meant the 
dining room table was usually set out on Saturday night, beginning with the 
silencer cloth, then the table cloth.  All the pre-determined serving dishes were in 
their appropriate places, and serving utensils laid in place beside them.  Each 
place setting, in the blue and grey tones of Wedgwood Ice Rose, was prepared 
and ready, with silverware and napkin accordingly, and glasses were set in order.  

Dessert dishes, cups and saucers, and milk and sugar service were on a side 
trolley or the kitchen back counter.  Emily Post and Martha Stewart, eat your 
hearts out.  With exquisite care and design, it was a coordinated series of empty 
vessels, waiting to be filled and offered to treasured guests the next day.  The 
only exception to the Saturday night state of emptiness was the sugar bowl, 
already full of requisite sugar cubes (reserved for guests), and then covered in 
plastic wrap to stay fresh, with the serving tongs laid on top of said plastic wrap.   
 Wouldn’t everything else just get dusty overnight, you ask?  It would in my 
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present-day house, or it might catch any manner of floating cat hair; but in my 
parents’ home, that possibility was covered, too, with table covers.  I don’t 
remember whether they came over from Scotland or were a gift along the way, 
but the last piece of the pre-setting involved the careful covering of it all, with 
beautifully stitched layers of sheer fabric.  Overlapped and draped just so, these 
delicate cloths lay across the waiting table, until the moment of unveiling just 
before folks arrived.  The feast of gathering was ready, and needed only for 
beloved guests to arrive, and for dishes to be filled.   
 Even in describing all of that, I have some emotional churning going on.  I 
have a swirl of wonderful memories, right alongside a swirl of longing to be able 
to host someone, anyone in our home right now.  We are far from the 
entertaining household, in the sense that some of our friends and family could be 
described.  We live in a modest, smallish house that fills up quickly, so a large 
dinner party requires lots of furniture displacement – but more pointedly, I also 
live in an emotional space where hosting can be both joyful and nerve-wracking.  
I worry about having everything just so, with or without embroidered table 
covers – and my worries can prevent me from seeing the gift of gathering 
together.  Left unchecked, they become the veiled covers that limit relationship, 
and my quest for perfection becomes the unfilled, unfillable vessel underneath.  
 When Jesus began his formal, so-called triumphal entry to Jerusalem, on 
the edge of events that we now call Holy Week, he had his sights set clearly on 
all that mattered most; on all who mattered most.  As recorded by the Gospel 
writer Matthew in today’s reading, there were very prescribed, very particular 
actions that Jesus called for along the way.  There were specifics about the colt, 
about what and whom would be found where, and why.  Matthew’s chronicling is 
in direct alignment with the prophecy of Zechariah 14, heralding a great and 
pivotal moment when God would arrive among God’s cherished people, from the 
Mount of Olives, for the marking of a new dawn and a new reign over all the 
earth, in fulfillment of ancient promise.   
 The notion, the imagery, the pageantry of a triumphal entry is well known 
across time and space, with similar trappings in contemporary and historical 
contexts.    As Katie Hines-Shah points out, we need only to think of “leadership 
displays” in dictatorships and empires across time to know that there are core 

elements to set for the crowds.  “The latest in military machinery is on display, 
whether it be horses and chariots or missiles, tanks, and large-capacity rifles.  
The people respond with accolades, whether because they are paid in denarii 
and circus games or because they are threatened by their party leader and the 
secret police.  The leader is an undisputed strongman… and is known throughout 
the land.  He uses his parade to bolster his own power and position and that of a 
select ruling class.  The religious establishment quickly falls in line.  The 
triumphal entry displays the might of empire, simultaneously encouraging the 
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few in power while frightening the masses into subservience.”   
 But, Katie Hines-Shah says, “Jesus does it all wrong.”  “Jesus uses [the 
equivalent of] a tractor.  Neither an army nor the rich and famous accompany 
Jesus on his march.  Instead his disciples, a ragtag group of fishermen, common 
folk, and at least one disreputable tax collector, make up the entourage.”  
(Christian Century, ‘Living Word’ for April 5, 2020) 

Jesus does it all wrong – or at least he does not hold to the expected 
formula.  He upsets the norms.  He rips the tablecloth out from underneath it all, 
and resets expectations.  He defies conventions and assumptions with every 
word and every choice.  He chooses to enter Jerusalem and our lives from an 
entirely different way of being.  Jesus enters the city against all wisdom, 
preparing for direct confrontation with the empire.  He does not fall in line with 
the establishment, but approaches in humility and wholly aware of what is at 
stake.  He does not come seeking power or position, but for the sake of the 
frightened, the disempowered, the set aside.  Jesus pays no mind to the call of 
the classes.  He hears one voice and one voice only, calling him forward to a 
place of upending all that oppresses and represses.   

From this Palm Sunday perspective, we must resist the urge to race 
ahead.  This story with an ending we’ve heard already is one that requires a 
deliberate and paced telling.  We may know the feast and the glory still to come, 
but we cannot get there yet.  We cannot even allow ourselves to race down the 
road toward Jesus, to warn him of the devastation and suffering.  Our job, our 
calling in this moment, in this time and place, is to join our hearts with the 
crowds who welcome.  Without worries of perfection or meeting expectations, 
the holy invitation is for us to prepare our hearts for this most extraordinary 
arrival.  The dwelling that Jesus seeks is the space of our primary existence; 
where we follow the holy example to dwell in possibility. 

To dwell in possibility is a simple phrase.  It is captured exquisitely in the 
poetry of Emily Dickinson, where she speaks of ‘a fairer House than Prose – More 
numerous of Windows – Superior – for Doors - ’.  It is captured masterfully in the 
poetics of artists across the centuries, who have longed for language that breaks 
us out of our limiting social constructs.  To dwell in possibility is a cross-cultural 
seeking, and for our Christian culture, in all of its diversity and complexity, it is 

traced back definitively to the choices of Jesus.  It was through him that God 
chose to dwell among us.  It was in and through him that God chooses to remain 
among us.  It will always be because of him that we know the Spirit to move 
within us.   

We are in this strange time of waiting… waiting to throw wide the doors of 
our beloved homes, that all might know themselves welcome and adored.  We 
are waiting to hear the rest of the story, through Holy Week and on through 
Easter.  We are waiting, even as we trust the ending of the story to be real and 
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true, all over again.  The holy guest for whom we lay down our cloaks and 
prepare the path of arrival is the holy One who is coming to set the table 
himself:  a table like no other, with a feast like no other, where there is room for 
all, and most especially the frightened, the disempowered, the set aside.  Jesus 
enters this city and sets a table with no mind to the call of the classes.  He hears 
one voice and one voice only, calling him forward to a table defined by radical 
welcome, breaking open all that oppresses and represses.  His arrival fills us with 
strength and purpose, in the times and places we feel most empty.  His arrival is 
imminent, even as he is already here. 

I say all this, I feel all this, knowing and feeling keenly that you may be 
hearing all this, watching all this, sitting at a table of one, or two; maybe a few 
more, but not more than five.  We are in this strange time of waiting, our hearts 
are growing lonely, and you are being asked like never before to resist the urge 
to run into the crowds.  Ours is a collective ache, to welcome and embrace.  But 
there is a welcome that does not have to wait.  There is a time of preparation 
that requires the simplest of things, right where you are.  You are all that is 
required, right where you are.  You are enough.  You will be filled once more.  
You are already who God needs you to be:  one who dwells in possibility, in a 
house Fairer than Prose; a house built on faith, to shelter and share and grow, in 
and through all that is still to come.  

To God alone be the glory!  Amen.  
 
Prayer & Personal Reflection  

Hymn  “O God, Our Help in Ages Past” (Voices United 806) 

The Life & Work of Our Faith Community                               

    
Offering                     Kassandra 
 Invitation 

Song of Thanksgiving (VU 541, lyrics by E. Law) 
  Praise God from whom all blessings flow 
  Circling through earth so all may grow 

  Vanquishing fear so all may give 
  Widening grace so all may live 
 Prayer of Thanksgiving 
 
Prayers for Ourselves and Others               Kassandra 
 

Great and holy and amazing God,  
On this Holy day of Palm Sunday and Passion,  
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we have so many mixed feelings inside of us. 

We remember your son’s triumphant entrance into Jerusalem  
with the people shouting praises and waving Palm Branches. 

And we join them with our own praises and yet…. 
we remember too that this wonderful parade for your son, becomes 

another kind of parade;  before officials and booing crowds. 

  
Things can change so quickly. Things have changed so quickly for us lately,  
and for many of us there may be a sense that things will not get easier, anytime 
soon.  
 

How shall we pray God, during this time of pandemic, when we are closed off 

and sheltered in place? 

How shall we pray God, when we are unable to grieve collectively with those 

who are bereaved? 

How shall we pray God, when our health care systems are short on beds, staff 

and supplies?  

When fear and anxiety grow hour by hour 

when the unknown looms large and threatening, 

when our faith is pushed beyond its usual horizons. 

 

  

We lean into the truth that you are with us,  
our refuge and our strength,  
an ever-present help in times of trouble.  

  
We pray for all who are most affected by the effects of the COVId-19 pandemic.  
For those on the front lines.  
For all who are lonely, overwhelmed, or ill.  
For all who continue to endure difficult realities, which do not turn off because of 
the pandemic.  

  

We turn to your beloved scriptures this holy week   
We recall the path Jesus took on Palm Sunday,  
and where that path would lead him.  
But most especially, what was on the other side of it all:  

Enduring hope, grace, peace, and love for all. 
  

Today, there are still countless in need of hope in our world. 
There are still countless in need of your grace in our world. 
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There are still countless in need of your love, your peace, in our world. 

  
Yet Your hope, God, is not cancelled.  
Your peace is not postponed.  
Your grace and love will not run out; but are  constant, plentiful and available to 
us.  

  

Holy One, we pray enter our homes,  
our lives, our churches, our cities, our countries 

  

Transform us by your hope and grace,  

Renew us with your love and peace.  

Draw us closer to you in this time, in this journey of Holy Week, 
empower us with strength and courage  
to hold one another up, to express words that heal and soothe,  
to be like the crowds on Palm Sunday, greeting passersby with encouragement,  
to pray boldly and with confidence,  
and to live with the assurance that you are with us, always,  
intimately and infinitely, world without end. Amen. 

  
~ Adapted - written by Rev Abi, and posted on her Long and Winding Road 
blog.  
 
Closing Hymn “He Came Riding on a Donkey” (Voices United 124) 
 
Blessing                             Heather 
The week that lies before us is one that we cannot predict, 
and yet we can trust this to be true: 
God is with us.  God is taking each step with us. 
God’s Love guides and strengthens, and fills us with peace and hope. 
May we welcome Jesus into our homes and hearts once more. 
Trusting that from Jerusalem to where you are, right now,  
Jesus chooses to be your life’s companion. 
This day, and always, we are so blessed by this truth. 
Go with the blessing of God, this day and always. 
Amen! 
 
Sung Blessing “God Be with You Till We Meet Again”  
   (Voices United 422) 
 
Postlude 


