Palm Sunday - 2026

What is Your Colt?

Bill Wilson pastors an inner-city church in New York City. His mission field is a very
violent place. He himself has been stabbed twice as he ministered o the people of
the community surrounding the church. Once a Puerto Rican woman became involved
in the church and was led to Christ. After her conversion she came to Pastor Wilson
and said, "I want to do something to help with the church's ministry." He asked her
what her talents were and she could think of nothing---she couldn't even speak
English---but she did love children. So, he put her on one of the church's buses that
went into neighborhoods and transported kids to church. Every week she performed
her duties. She would find the worst-looking kid on the bus, put him on her lap and
whisper over and over the only words she had learned in English: "I love you. Jesus
loves you."

After several months, she became attached to one little boy in particular. The boy
didn't speak. He came to Sunday School every week with his sister and sat on the
woman's lap, but he never made a sound. Each week she would tell him all the way to
Sunday School and all the way home, "I love you and Jesus loves you."

One day, to her amazement, the little boy turned around and stammered, "I---I---T
love you too!" Then he put his arms around her and gave her a big hug. That was 2:30
on a Sunday afternoon. At 6:30 that night he was found dead. His own mother had
beaten him to death and thrown his body in the trash. "I love you and Jesus loves
you." Those were some of the last words this little boy heard in his short life---from
the lips of a Puerto Rican woman who could barely speak English. This woman gave
her one talent to God and because of that a little boy who never heard the word
"love" in his own home, experienced and responded to the love of Christ.

What can you give? What is your "colt"? You and I each have something in our lives,
which, if given back to God, could, like the colt, move Jesus and His message further
down the road. (by Mark Adams from The Roads He Walked - Palm Avenue)



Life Is Difficult
I remind you of the famous first words in Scott Peck's book, The Road Less
Traveled. His first words are, "Life is difficult." Then he goes on to say,

This is a great truth, but most of us can't see it. Instead we moan more or less
incessantly, noisily, or subtly, about the enormity of our problem. As if life is
supposed to be easy for us, and therefore what has happened to us has never
happened to anybody else before, at least not in this excruciatingly painful or
insoluble way that it has burdened us. Peck says that he wrote that not because as
a therapist he hears his patients say that, but because he has been tempted to say
that himself. You could call it the "Law of Exceptionalism," the idea that this has
never happened before, at least not to the degree that it has happened to me.
"Exceptionalism."

I like that cartoon I saw a long time ago showing a huge desk, a huge CEO sitting
behind the desk, in a huge leather chair. Standing meekly in front of the desk is a
man in work clothes, obviously a lowly employee in that corporation. The worker says
to the boss, "If it's any comfort, it's lonely at the bottom too."

Life is difficult for everyone. Someone explained to me once why they don't like
Lent. They said, "I'm not into suffering." I like that. Like it's optional. Like it's an
adopted lifestyle.

(by Mark Trotter from Collected Sermons, ChristianGlobe Networks, Inc.)

On My Account
In a Peanuts cartoon, Charlie Brown and Linus are standing next fto each other,
staring at a star-filled sky. "Would you like to see a falling star?" Charlie Brown asks
Linus. "Sure..." Linus responds. "Then again, I don't know," he adds, after some
thought. "I'd hate to have it fall just on my account."

In the book Parables of Peanuts, Robert Short uses this cartoon to make the point
that a star did fall on our account. God came down to us as Jesus: like a lamb led to
slaughter, He died on our account. What humility. What love and, oh, what he
accomplished there. (by Charles Schultz, quoted by Robert Short)



