are in no position to make final judgements ontttiegs that happen to us.
A certain event may have every appearance of etlileatime it occurs, like
a valued horse running away or a leg getting brokéknd yet, in the
mysterious unfolding of life, what seemed so bathattime turns out to be
the means of unexpected good. Had the horse naiffuthe 12 new horses
would not have come. Had the leg not been broken,son's life might
have been lost. Therefore, the old farmer's reacekach time was
profoundly wise. He accepted the shape of histereliness and refused to
hand down ultimate verdicts on things until thed lnan their course.

The second conclusion is a bright and hopeful one; namely that God is at
work for good. The One who created the universg lamows fully the
essence of good and evil is, in fact, an ingenahemist, capable of taking
what looks for all the world like lead and bringifagth from it astonishing
gold. God is rarely obvious or predictable in h@ad works, but again and
again in history God takes the worst of times aodsdthe best with them,
like with the runaway horse and the broken leg.d Ake God does with the
death of Jesus on the cross.

The extreme swing of emotions on this Palm Suneayinds us that Christ
is with usat the pinnacle of joy and when we are in the depths of
despair. Jesus has been both places himself. He hasiexped the joys
of heaven, and he has also experience the terfdesspair and the agony of
an excruciating death. He experienced it all ferand he is with us in the
midst of our experience. He is even with us in tendane routines of
everyday life. He is with us always even to thd efthe age.

Conclusion: Because of Jesuswe can regjoicein the resurrection. Even
aswe grieve or anticipate the death of a loved one, we can find courage
to endure the changes and chances of life, knowing we are not alone.
We can ride out both the highs and lows of life knowing that Jesus is
with usand will ultimately save us.

Amen. Thanksbeto God!!

This sermon was preached by Rev Mark J Dunn at
St John’s Uniting Church
Cnr Mt Alexander Road and Buckley Street Essendoictdria 3040
Home/Work Ph: 9375 1065
Mob: 0409 009 443 Email: mark@dunn.id.au
www.stjohnsessendon.org.au
Enquiries about the Christian faith are always welme.

. A Message from Mark!
Mixed Emotions

28 March 2010 - Pal m Sunday
Scripture ~ Luke 19: 28-40

Can you feel it? Can you feel the conflicting eimas of this day we call
Palm Sunday? We begin the service waving palisuting Hosannas,
singing songs of praise. But we know of a suddeft ® come and in a few
days we're reading the story of the death of Jeduss Jesus, who had been
welcomed as a hero, is, within days, killed as mmon criminal. Many of
the same people who had shoutédpsanna, save ug later scream with
hatred “Crucify him!”

| think one of the things that is so hard abous tithe of year is the extreme
contrast in emotions. How does one encompass tioel iswing from triumph
to tragedy, from the heights of joy to the depthdespair, from seeing Jesus
surrounded by people waving palms to seeing Jesedyuabandoned as he
hangs on a cross.

Once | might have said Palm Sunday was uniquejttigathe only time in the
church year that we experience this huge contgagiinemotions. Having
thought about it a bit more, | now believe this trast is reflective of life and
of our journey of faith.

Think of the emotions experienced at a funeral.Jdnuary, Adam, a young
man of thirty-two years, died by his own hand. Id& behind his wife
Vanessa and three beautiful children. His widenilia and all of the large
congregation | faced were numb with shock. He s$taalggled for years with
depression. His death was devastating to the yariihey were overwhelmed
with grief and the pain of his absence. | preactiedfuneral sermon with
tears rolling down my cheeks. Yet, at the wakerafards there was some
healthy laughter as we remembered funny things & had done and
reminisced about the great times people had with. hiEven though this
crowd was grief-stricken by Adam’s death, they walds® able to celebrate his
life and rejoice in the hope of the resurrection.



It's alright to be both happy and sad when someatine. We needn't feel
guilty for being happy that a person's sufferingow®er. Neither must we
regret the grief we feel over separation. It is @Keel both emotions at the
same time, allowing a tension between the extreafggain and peace to
reside within our hearts.

We experience those extremes on this Sunday, buéxperience them at
other times as well. We call the day Jesus dieddGeriday. It certainly

wasn't good for Jesus. He had been betrayed fbgral fand unjustly arrested
the night before. His trial was a mockery of josti He was brutally beaten
and tortured. His tormentors crowned his head thitiins, mocked him, spat
upon him and did everything they could to humiliaten. Then on this so-
called Good Friday, they marched him up a hill véroails into his hands and
feet to attach him to a cross and waited for himdiem There he hung in
excruciating pain, abandoned by his friends antinigdorsaken by God. As

terrible as it was for him, we can rejoice in itchase it is the source of our
salvation. Jesus died there to fully identify withand so that we might live.

Imagine this scene. You are driving down a coumtrgd in early spring.
Your car hits a patch of gravel and skids out aitem. You careen over an
embankment into the swirling waters of a ragingeribelow. Water is
coming into your car. You fumble with the seattbalit you can't get it
unbuckled. Panic sets in because you know yog@irey to drown.

Suddenly a face appears at your car window. A oj@ens your car door,

unbuckles your seat beat and pulls you safely ¢ostirface. You both cling

desperately to the roof of your vehicle as the ingskvaters swirl around you.

Without any warning a huge log slams into the hefglour rescuer with a

sickening thud and he is swept away. Help comdsyan are saved. You are
overjoyed to be alive, but you are also deeply sadd to learn that the body
of the man who saved you has just been found dogarst

Such are the contrasting emotions of this day. r&jt@ce in our salvation, but
we mourn the cost of it, for it cost Christ hilif

It is also a contrast we experience in everyday IMVe experience it when we
see our young people maturing and going their ovay.wlit's an exciting
time. It's a time you've been preparing your cHitd all of their lives. It is
something you want for them, something that is b@sthem. And yet, itis a
sad time too. You miss them with their dependerpmn parents.

That mixture of emotions exists for parents wherhidd gets married. You
are happy for them that they have found someorievi® and someone who
loves them. But you are also sad because nowateyt your little girl or

your little boy anymore, they are someone elsalsisp.

Very rarely in life, if ever do we experience a diof purity of emotions.

There seems to be something bittersweet about tmiosis. A wedding day
is described as the happiest day of your life amgay well be. But there may
also be that lingering sadness over your favoritan@parent or Uncle not
living to share in it.

There is an old Chinese story about a poor farnfer kaad a single horse on
which he depended for everything. He pulled treugh, drew the wagon,
and was the old farmer's sole means of transpamtatOne day a bee stung
the horse and in fright he ran off into the moumgai The old farmer went in
search of him, but was unable to find him. He cémomne and his neighbors
in the village came by and saitlye are really sorry about your bad luck in
losing your horse. But the old farmer shrugged amsaid, Bad luck, good
luck - who is to say?”

A week later the horse came back accompanied bwillR horses he had
encountered. The farmer was able to corral atheke fine animals which
turned out to be an unexpected windfall. Again si@spread throughout the
village, and his neighbors came and sdahngratulations on your good

luck, this bonanza out of the sky. To which therfi@er once again shrugged
said, Good luck, bad luck - who is to say?”

The oldest son of the farmer decided to make thst mbthis good fortune.
He started to break the wild horses so they coelddid and be put to work in
the fields. As he attempted to do this, he gaivim off one of the horses and
broke his leg in three places. When word of thegidmnt spread throughout
the village, again the neighbors came sayimge are sorry about the bad
luck of your son getting hurt. The old man shrugdeand said, Bad luck,
good luck - who is to say?”

Two weeks later a war broke out between the pr@graf China. The army
came through conscripting every able-bodied matteuB0. Because the son
was injured he did not have to go, and it turnetl tousave his life, for
everyone from the village who was drafted was #ille the battle.

We can draw a couple of basic conclusions fromgtasy. First, we humans
3.



