
Palm Sunday -2020 Matthew 26 

 

 

   Caravan is the word for a group of travelers on a journey through a hostile region.  In its 

original use, it included the idea of pack animals carrying supplies.  The tribes of Israel were a 

caravan.  These past few weeks, I have watched, amazed, as cars swing into our parking 

lot, surround the statue of Our Lady of Lourdes, and people within the cars pray the rosary, in 

unison, for the safety and protection of our parishioners and all people in danger of 

infection.  They are acting out what history has taught us: Human beings recognize that only God’s 

intervention can prevent major disasters.  And that in times like this, when our equilibrium is 

threatened, we join together to beg for that intervention.   

   Today we find ourselves at Holy Week. The Great Week.  Throughout His ministry, Jesus has 

been suggesting its arrival.  He frequently said: My hour has not come.  Today on Palm Sunday 

that hour begins to toll.  The shadow of a Cross has always fallen over the life of Jesus. 

   Last week, I shared with you the impact of a 19th century fresco depicting a funeral procession 

during a cholera epidemic.  A representation of death coexisting with the beauty of unified prayer 

and hope.  Today we recall another procession.  Jesus enters Jerusalem in a rowdy group 

celebration.  Jerusalem, the Holy City.  A city where the awareness of the holy has often been 

intertwined with violence.  In today’s reading of Matthew’s Passion, we notice that the plotting 

high priests are conscious of a troubled atmosphere in the city.   Jerusalem is a place of intense 

religious beliefs, a place of dark political conspiracies, a place of group enthusiasms and mob 

denunciations.  And when (Jesus) entered Jerusalem the whole city was shaken.   
For most of this Lent, we here in our parish have been shaken.  Every Holy Week, we evaluate our 

personal success in prayer, fasting, and almsgiving.   We try, but we often find the spirit is 

willing but the flesh is weak.  Like the apostles in Gethsemane, we fail to display a consistency 

of purpose. This year Lent was a very hard time.   

   Nevertheless, we have discovered a beautiful unity of concern and hope for one another.  The 

Rosary caravan is one example.  I am grateful.  Many continue to honor their commitment to Eva’s 

Kitchen bringing their bags of groceries to the empty church.  Parishioners continue to support the 

upkeep of the parish with their mailed envelopes or online contributions.  Our Youth Ministry and 

Religious Education Office continues to reach out to our youth, giving them a sense of 

connection.  You have made efforts to “stay in touch” through your response to social media.  I 

have been gratified by your many messages of concern for me, personally, and for the well-being 

of the parish.  Annunciation Parish is here; it is working to remain true to our mission.   

   We enter Holy Week with heavy hearts, but hearts reaching in hope and faith to the mercy of 

God the Father.  We come to the Feast of Absolute Love, the Paschal Mystery, determined to love 

more fully than ever. 

   Behold, the hour is at hand, when the Son of Man is to be handed over to 

sinners.  Get up, let us go. 

   Get up, let us go.  We have heard this before at the beginning of Jesus’ preaching of the 

Kingdom.  Get up, let us go.  No matter what our failures have been.  Get up, let us go.  No 

matter what trials we fear to face, what crosses we want to avoid.  Get up, let us go.  The Lord 

is with us.  GET UP, LET US GO! into the divine life that Jesus Christ has won for us in 

His Hour.   


