
April 5, 2020 

Palm Sunday of the Lord’s Passion 

Dear All, 
 

Greetings from the Rectory! I hope this reflection finds you safe, healthy, and well as we are about to 

enter this grace-filled time of Holy Week. Palm Sunday ushers in the holiest week of the Church’s 

liturgical year. This year will be very different in that we will not go to church, retrieve a palm branch, 

and have it blessed while reflecting on all those people in the Gospel account waving their palms during 

the entry of Jesus into Jerusalem. Odd, indeed. Perhaps, however, this gives us an opportunity to 

consider a group of persons in the Passion narrative that we may never have considered before – those 

people without palm branches in their hands, for whatever reason. The ones away from all the activity, 

hustle and bustle, and noise of the crowd. Those trying to make sense of what appears to them to be a 

senseless situation. Onlookers. Bystanders watching and engaged from a distance, pondering what 

exactly is happening and how Jesus of Nazareth, the Messiah, brings it all together and gives it true 

meaning. This year, in light of everything that appears to be ‘stripped away’, may we understand anew 

these words of our blessed Lord: “Unless a grain of wheat falls to the ground and dies, it remains just 

a grain of wheat; but if it dies, it produces much fruit.” Let us surrender our wills to the reality of this 

Holy Week, like those inquisitive bystanders over two-thousand years ago, to see and contemplate the 

goodness of God amidst everything taking place. 
 

With everything going on, and the reality of isolation and confinement, you may ask: ‘how could this 

coming week be good or grace-filled?’ Let us recall that God’s grace is not quarantined; it is always 

being offered to us and accessible to those who desire to receive it from His good and gracious bounty. 

Right now, we are confined, God is not. He was once, for three days in the tomb, but no longer! The 

heavenly Father raised His only-begotten Son in the power of the Holy Spirit from the clutches of death 

and sin’s dark place of confinement to the fulfillment of new life in God. And because the heavenly 

Father has the power to take the darkness of the Crucifixion on that day and bring new life to the world 

from it, we call that Friday ‘Good’.  
 

This current pandemic, and the circumstances around it, does not, nor will it, have the final say. There 

is no path to the Resurrection that circumvents the Cross; or, put another way, we cannot get to Easter 

Sunday without first passing through Good Friday. And yet, the goodness of that Friday is only visible 

in the vibrant, uncontainable light of the Resurrection. So, as we stand at the foot of the Cross with our 

eyes gazing on the incarnate love of God, what, ultimately, do we see. Suffering? Surely. Death? 

Undeniably. Victory? Undoubtedly! As St. Paul reiterates in his First Letter to the Corinthians:  

“Death is swallowed up in victory. O death, where is thy victory? O death, where is thy sting?” 
 

Christ opens victory in death! 
 

What do we see in this very statement, and in the reality of the current crisis? An acronym for the 

pandemic, or Christ’s ultimate victory in the midst of it and over it! Is there suffering from Covid? 

Surely. Death? Undeniably. But do we believe and trust in the ultimate victory of Christ? May we see 

with the eyes of faith, and truly focus on, the goodness of Christ and the undeniable grace of God. 

Because of our blessed Lord’s obedience, sacrifice, and abandonment to God’s Almighty Will, grace 

is bestowed freely and abundantly. God’s grace has the power to break in everywhere, so as we enter 

into the Passion – suffering – of this most Holy Week, let us take heart in these beautiful words of Pope 

St. John Paul II: “Do not be afraid. Open wide the doors for Christ!” 
 

Know that my daily prayers continue for you all, especially at Mass. And may we all see this week as 

one that is truly holy, good, and grace-filled in so many ways. 
 

God bless, 

Fr. James Dodson 


