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“A Bittersweet Journey: Consistency” 

Text: Luke 19:28-40 

 

Former Bishop Robert Raines has a little poem that I find meaningful in this season.  It is called, 

“The True Ease of Yourself” and it goes like this: 

 

I am seeking a time 

of personal congruence 

when my inside and outside 

will come into focus 

when that which is happening inside me 

will be truly and warmly 

reflected in my roles and relationships. 

 

When I will be in phase 

with my journey. 

I long for the imperishable quiet 

at the heart of form. 

 

Are you seeking 

a time of personal congruence? 

 

There is a time 

to move again 

in your natural rhythm 

a time of seasoning  

and quiet ripening. 

 

A time to come upon 

the true sense of yourself. 

 

I like the sentiment of this poem.  It is about becoming consistent with our true selves.  A 

matching of the things we believe and stand for and value to our daily actions.  It is a lifelong 

striving.  There are times when I am proud to say that I act from those convictions.  And there 

are times I fall short.  At the core, I believe this is what Palm Sunday is about.  Just as we are 

coming to the conclusion of our Lenten journey, so too is Jesus finishing his work.  But he will 

do this in a manner that is consistent with all that he has taught.  He will be consistent to the end.  

As we examine this together, let’s start with a prayer by Zeta Perez: 

 



Dear God, open our eyes to the depth of your sacrifice, our ears to hear your call, our 

hearts to your will and our hands to the work that you would have us do for your honor 

and glory.  Amen. 

 

Stephen Bauman has a story that makes me smile every time I read it.  He was riding on the 

Long Island Railroad for his morning commute when two passengers got into a heated argument.  

As things escalated, one of the men reached to the rack above his seat and swiftly banged the 

other man on the head with an item.  It took a moment to realize what the weapon of choice had 

been, but when he saw it, there was a moment of delicious irony.  The man had struck his riding 

companion with a copy of Steven Covey’s book, “The Seven Habits of Highly Effective People.” 

 

Stephen Bauman’s essay is about the hilarious inconsistency of striking someone with a book 

written about personal improvement.  Although it has been years since I read the book, I don’t 

recall any of the seven habits being about striking one’s neighbor with a self-help book. 

 

Before I laugh too much, let me share a similar instance from my own life.  In seminary I took a 

class at another seminary in the western suburbs of Chicago.  The class was about Martin Luther 

King, Jr., the Civil Rights movement, and the teachings of nonviolence.  One evening coming 

home, my car broke down.  It took a while for a tow truck to arrive.  While towing the car, he 

dropped me off at a bus stop where I was about to make my journey home.  I waited at this dark 

bus stop until the bus arrived and then got off to transfer to a second bus.  At this point it was 

early morning and I was in an unfamiliar neighborhood waiting for a bus. 

 

I saw a man approaching me in the darkness and feared for the worst.  Based upon his unsteady 

walk, I presumed that he had just exited one of the nearby bars that was closing for the night.  As 

he got closer, I realized I had no exit.  My mind began to imagine how to react.  My first thought 

was that if he tried to start anything, I would swing my heavy backpack and hit him.  And then 

the irony of this idea struck me.  Hitting a man with a book bag filled with books about the 

teachings of nonviolence!  How utterly foolish and absurd.   

 

It turned out that when the man got to me, he asked if I was waiting for a particular bus.  And 

when I told him which one, he kindly informed me that it didn’t stop there on the late nights and 

I would need to walk a few more blocks.  I foresaw the worst when it turned out the man was 

trying to help. 

 

What do these stories have to do with Palm Sunday?  They each beg the question, is there a 

consistency between who we say we are and how we live day to day? 

 

Palm Sunday is the beginning of Holy Week.  It provides a glimpse of the kind of Messiah Jesus 

is.  It is an image that is consistent with the things he has been teaching all along.  Truth is, Jesus 

doesn’t so much tell us what kind of Messiah he will be.  In fact, he doesn’t say a word.  He just 

lives it.  You have to watch him, pay attention to the details, to get a glimpse of what it means to 

say that he is the Messiah.  It can be so subtle that it is easy to overlook.  Maybe it is the reason 

Jesus frequently said, “Let those with eyes see and those with ears hear.”  Only by paying 

attention do we understand the power of what he has been teaching. 

 



It is easy to miss the signs because Palm Sunday is about energy, enthusiasm and excitement.  

The people are so excited about Jesus entering Jerusalem, that they put together a wonderful 

parade on short notice.  This is the triumphant entry.  It’s about waving palm branches, people 

throwing their cloaks on the ground ahead of his arrival.  They are singing and shouting 

“Hosanna!”  It is a time of great joy and chaos.  In all that excitement, we might miss the subtle 

but significant signs Jesus is trying to convey. 

 

At a previous church I served, one of the parishioners had a donkey which he would bring to the 

church every Palm Sunday.  We would gather about 15 minutes before the service began with 

children and families and march around the city block waving palm branches.  Upon arriving at 

the church, it would be time for the opening hymn and the children would march down the center 

aisle still waving their branches and on to their Sunday School rooms.  But I noticed that one 

year there were a few latecomers that would get so caught up in the excitement that they would 

join the procession down the center aisle, out the sanctuary doors and then leave!  They got the 

parade and excitement but missed the worship service. 

 

Let us not get so swept up in the energy and enthusiasm of the parade that we miss the message. 

 

The Palm Sunday crowds have come to proclaim Jesus as king, but he sets before them a 

different image of what a leader is to be.  He has come to proclaim a kingdom in which those 

who want to be greatest, those who want to be leaders among us, must first be humble servants.  

Jesus’ enters Jerusalem on a humble colt, a symbol consistent with who he is.  Think about the 

stories we have heard throughout this season.  Jesus exhibits a quiet humility in all that he does.  

He doesn’t request the best seat at the table, even when he is the guest of honor.  He is humble in 

his relationships, treating all people with respect and dignity. 

 

Henri Nouwen was a respected teacher, author and theologian.  He was a man of enough stature 

that he could have done anything he wanted in his retirement.  Any university or seminary would 

have been excited to have him teach there.  But when he retired, he chose to work at L’Arche, a 

home for people with mental, physical and emotional disabilities.  Some of his friends 

questioned this decision, saying that he was wasting his talents.  But it was what he wanted to do. 

 

One day a writer from a prominent magazine came to interview him.  The writer searched 

throughout the building.  Finally, he saw a man on his hands and knees cleaning the bathroom 

tiles.  He asked where he might find Dr. Henri Nouwen, the renowned theologian.  The janitor 

rose to his feet, extended his right hand and said, “You have found who you are looking for.” 

 

What a wonderful story of humility.  This is someone who understood what Jesus was teaching 

on Palm Sunday.  Nouwen was a man who understood that we are not just called to welcome 

Jesus into Jerusalem, but to follow his example in our daily lives. 

 

By paying attention to how Jesus enters Jerusalem, we get a glimpse of what it will mean to be a 

disciple of Jesus.  He was not the typical leader.  He hung out with the sick and lonely.  He spent 

time caring for those in need.  He welcomed children.  He embraced those who were excluded.  

By watching this example we can be guided less by what is popular, less concerned about what 



the “in crowd” is doing and more by what we know to be right in our hearts.  It is always within 

our power to take that stand and to be the kind of people who blaze a trail and sets an example.   

 

Watch the signs this week. He will be consistent to the end.  On Thursday he will make room at 

the table for his friends and he will humble himself by washing their feet.  He called us to serve 

and he will lead by example.  He will include around the table one who will betray him, one who 

will deny him, some who still don’t understand him.  He was constantly including 

others…sinners, tax collectors, Samaritans, the sick, the poor, the excluded, the overlooked.  He 

was consistent to welcome and include everyone.  He didn’t exclude but embraced all people as 

an example for us.  On the following day, those same crowds that welcomed him with 

excitement and joy will turn on him shouting, “Crucify him!”  But he doesn’t curse them.  He 

remains true to his loving nature by saying, “Forgive them for they know not what they do.”   

 

Humble, faithful, loving…consistent to the end.  True to his inner self.  Consistent in the things 

that he professed and the way that he lived.  Beyond the question of whether people set cloaks on 

the road or waved palm branches, whether it was a colt or a donkey upon which he entered, the 

more important message is found in the consistency of what he professed and how he lived day 

to day and that is where Palm Sunday offers us a challenge. 

 

Let me conclude with a story from Wendell Berry’s powerful book, “Jayber Crow.”  Jayber is 

the barber of the small town and his shop is a gathering place for conversations and community.  

One day a neighbor named Troy came into the shop and he began to rant while waiting his turn.  

In the background the television was showing scenes of war protestors and Troy took exception.  

He said loudly for all to hear that they should round up all the protestors and put them in a room 

with the communists and let them shoot at one another.  It didn’t matter who got killed, it would 

all be good. 

 

A silence fell upon the shop.  No one knew how to respond.  Jayber stopped cutting hair, looked 

at Troy and said, “Love your enemies, bless them that curse you, do good to them that hate you.”   

 

Troy looked directly at Jayber and asked, “Where did you learn that crap?”  Jayber responded 

simply, “Jesus Christ” and went back to cutting hair. 

 

But later Jayber would recall that exchange and think to himself, “It would have been a great 

moment in the history of Christianity, except that I didn’t love Troy.”  What a powerful thought.  

Palm Sunday calls us to recognize those places where we fall short, to recognize that we all have 

growing edges, places where we are continuing to do improve.   

 

As we take these final steps of Lent, we do so through the terrain of Palm Sunday and Holy 

Week.  We find ourselves caught up in the crowds, tempted to follow what others are doing.  

Shouting “Hosanna!” on Sunday and “Crucify him!” on Friday.  But perhaps within the crowded 

places of our lives, we will hear the faint whisper that comes from the one who enters the world, 

our communities, our lives as a humble servant.  Perhaps within the crowded places of our lives 

we will hear the faint whisper that invites us to step out of the crowds and stand for what is good 

and faithful.  Humble and serving in our own lives.  True to our inner self.  And consistent in the 

things we profess and the way we live. 


