Sermon Palm Sunday 2015 Year B Walk Through Holy Week

“I am a worm not a man, all my bones are loose.”  His form, disfigured lost all the likeness of a man.  He was despised.”  This is an excerpt from psalm 22 which we read when striping the altar on Maundy Thursday and again on Good Friday known as a penitential psalm of the Suffering Servant.  I want to share a story that fits with this psalm.

A water bearer in china had two large pots that hung on an end of a pole, carried across the neck.  One pot had a crack in it, while the other pot was perfect.  At the end of the long walk from the stream to the house, the pot that was cracked arrived only half full.  For two years this went on daily, with the bearer delivering only one-and-a-half pots full of water to his house.


The perfect pot was proud of its accomplishments—perfect for that which it was made.  The poor pot with the crack was ashamed of its own imperfection…it was miserable that it was able to accomplish only half of what it had been made to do.


After two years of what it perceived to be a bitter failure, it spoke to the water bearer one day by the stream.  “I am ashamed of myself, because this crack in my side causes water to leak out all the way back to your house.”  The bearer said to the pot, “Did you notice that there were flowers on you side of the path, but not on the other pot’s side?  That’s because I have always known about your flaw, and I planted flower seeds on your side of the path.  Everyday while we walked back you watered them.  For two years I have been able to pick beautiful flowers to decorate the table.  Without you being just the way you are, there would not be this beauty to grace the house.”

Again from psalm 22…we despised him, a thing from which men turn away their eyes…My God, why have you forsaken me?

We don’t like things broken.  We don’t like when people are broken.  We tend to look away from disfigurement, illness, poverty, and confusion.  When I was a chaplain in a senior retirement community, I learned the average time that most people can maintain active support of someone who is suffering is about six weeks.  After that most us look away and cannot endure the reality of someone else’s pain.  (T)  After more than 10 years of war, I want to look away from the pain and devastation.  I yearn for images of joyful liberation.  Instead we are witnessing new conflicts around the globe that are demanding some sort of response and we are compelled to not look away.


The story of Palm Sunday takes us on a Journey from the triumphal entry of Jesus into Jerusalem…through the last meal he shares with his friends….to his agony in the garden of Gethsemane when Jesus wants out of what is coming…through his arrest, torture, trial, carrying the cross and ultimate death/  This story compels us to come face-to-face with the reality of brokenness, pain, death, and abandonment.  We confront the finitude of the human condition, the emptiness, the cracks in our world and our own lives.  Today of all days, we cannot look away.


And yet we claim this Holiest of Weeks as a time of hope.  For we are reminded in these stark stories of Jesus last days, how time and time again throughout human history, God chooses and uses brokenness, imperfection and weakness for God’s purpose.

We discover that somehow…it is IN brokenness….it is IN emptiness…it is IN abandonment….the very place God seems NOT to be, IS (T)…the very place where God is most fully encountered.  It is in the cracks of our own lives…at the places where we are poured out, emptied on the path of life…it is in our being rejected, in our illness, our aging, our loss, our pain…that…indeed God is most fully present to us and we are used by God for his larger purpose.


On my way to church this Friday I heard a story on NPR that reminded me again, how pain and suffering can be turned omtp something transformative….On Fridays they share stories from StoryCorp…a program of the Library of Congress of ordinary Americans and their encounters with each other.  It was a story of a man when he was young hit a young girl who was a classmate of his with his car when they were teenagers.  He spoke of how he didn’t know what had happened at first and saw a person fly over the hood of his car over the roof and onto the street behind his car.  He spoke of the pain and guilt he felt in the situation.  He said he called the family of the girl he hit to simply apologize to the parents.  Rather than get a scolding from the girl’s father….the father explained that he too had a hit a child with his car when he was young and felt terrible guilt.  He ended up comforting the young man who hit his daughter.  The daughter lived and went off to a full life and career.  
The story picks up when the girl who was hit emails the young man some 20 years later to let him know how her life turned out.  It seems this young girl became a stunt woman for movies and is well known for her ability to get hit by cars in her work.  In an odd kind of way she credited the young man who hit her with what turned out to be a life changing and defining moment in which she used the accident to become a stunt person placing herself if repeated car accident situations.  For his part the young man is a health care professional who works to mend broken bones and bodies of people often coming in as a result of accidents.  So something as painful as a car accident ultimately transformed the lives of these two people who used it for something good.

The hope we cling to this day as we go into Holy Week, is that….somehow…in God’s time, the water of our life poured on dry ground….in God’s time….the accidents and misforturnes of life that bring us pain…can bring forth new life.  In the midst of death, God creates a new thing.  We are made a new thing through the life, death and resurrection of Jesus Christ.


The very human cry, My God, my God, why have you abandoned me”…ultimately doesn’t have a lasting claim on us.  For we come here today and dare to claim that in the places of desolation, in the places of brokenness, where God seems NOT to be, is the very place where God IS most fully with us…carrying us….as a water bearer carries a broken pot daily home.
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