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O glad morning,
 promised day, the day
 you come to us, riding

 to the holy city, Israel's king,
 glorious through the Golden Gate.

 We cut the branches, and wave
 your joy, your welcome as you ride,
 and shout your praises to the hills,
 the Lord's messiah, David’s son,

 triumphant king, hosanna! We cast
 our coats before you, carpeting your way.

 Today if we kept silent even the stones
 would shout the benediction of your name.

 Come Friday, we will shout again,
 and rend your clothes and call you
 king, and cut the thicker branches,

 cypress, pine and cedar,
 and fasten them

 with nails, 
and

 even
 the
 sun
 will
 turn

 to ashes,
 repenting
 the day.

 



Psalm 118:1-2, 19-29
O give thanks to the Lord, for he is good;
   his steadfast love endures for ever! 
Let Israel say,
   “His steadfast love endures for ever.” 
Open to me the gates of righteousness,
   that I may enter through them
   and give thanks to the Lord. 
This is the gate of the Lord;
   the righteous shall enter through it. 

I thank you that you have answered me
   and have become my salvation. 
The stone that the builders rejected
   has become the chief cornerstone. 
This is the Lord’s doing;
   it is marvelous in our eyes. 
This is the day that the Lord has made;
   let us rejoice and be glad in it. 
Save us, we beseech you, O Lord!
   O Lord, we beseech you, give us success! 

Blessed is the one who comes in the name of the Lord.
   We bless you from the house of the Lord. 
The Lord is God,
   and he has given us light.
Bind the festal procession with branches,
   up to the horns of the altar. 
You are my God, and I will give thanks to you;
   you are my God, I will extol you. 

O give thanks to the Lord, for he is good,
   for his steadfast love endures for ever. 

Prayer:
 Steadfast Love: 
you hand us the palm branches, 
so we can wave them in hope; 
you steady us in the days when pain is stuck  
to the bottom of our lives, 
when fear is our constant companion. 
We empty ourselves so you might fill us with joy.



 Humble Healer: 
When our mouths turn numb 
and we cannot speak our dreams, 
you tenderly caress our cheeks, 
leaning over to hear our faltering words. 
When our arms have grown weak 
from the burdens we carry, 
you take them from us, 
and strengthen us with your mercy. 
We empty ourselves so you might fill us with grace.

 Voice of Wisdom: 
when death hovers so close 
we can feel it's cold breath, 
you come to us, 
the warm breath of resurrection 
pushing aside our fears. 
When we hesitate to walk into  
the unknown stretching before us, 
you tightly clasp our hands 
and teach us the first step. 
We empty ourselves  so you might fill us with peace.

 God in Community, 
Holy in One, 
we open our hearts to you.  Amen. 

~Thom Shuman

 

 
 
 
 
 
 


