
 

PALM SUNDAY OF THE LORD’S PASSION 

THE PASTOR’S CORNER 

E V E R Y 	 Y E A R 	 O N 	 P A LM 	 S U ND A Y ,  

the Church reads from one of the three 

accounts of the Lord’s Passion that were 

written by the irst three evangelists. On 

Good Friday, She hears the Gospel according to John. In 

each instance, the reading is participatory; everyone has 

a part. That role is most poignant when the entire 

congregation cries out, “Crucify him.” Do we 

acknowledge in our vicarious condemnation of Jesus our 

own need for someone to be cruci ied for the sake of our 

sins? Most certainly. If we are not aware of our need to 

be saved, Jesus’s sacri ice means little. But shouldn’t we 

ind ourselves astounded by the irrational fact that the 

Second Divine Person of the Trinity would will to suffer, 

could actually suffer? That he “emptied himself, taking 

the form of a slave…, becoming obedient to the point of 

death, even death on a cross?” (Philippians  2:6-11)? Our 

reading of His Passion draws us into the realness of what 

he endured. 

It is so very dark. 
I can't delineate 
the tenebrae of the trees,  
tonight enveloping me… 
 

Moon is weeping stygian tears  
shadowing its pockmarked face. 
I see only a few displaced stars  
shy in the blackness of the firmament. 
In this darkness I am trembling; 
and cannot stop the shaking. 
Soaked in the finality of my sweat,  

I know that my life is over. 
Why doesn't my fidelity to Thee  
feel like fidelity? 
I feel so far from Thee,  
now so ungodly and dark. 
 

Reliance on my friends has slipped. 
I need their vigilance and they sleep. 
Dear Judas has broken my heart… 
He's now arriving in his perfidy. 
Oh, Abba, please take this cup from me! 
 

Wiping my brow, my sleeve is stained. 
Am I bleeding already? 
The me for reaping has come, I know. 
I will be faithful. I will comply. 
In this, my deepest darkness, not as I, 
but Thy will. 
 

If only I could stop the shaking… 
 
(from In the Hug of a Sun that has Stopped, by 
Robert Phelps, Lion Autumn Music Publishing, 
2017, p. 275) 

First Sorrow Mystery: The Agony in the Garden by Father Robert Phelps 


