
 

  

This is the day which the Lord has made; 

let us rejoice and be glad in it. (Psalm 118. 24) 

 

Sometimes those words from Psalm 118 are used as an 

introduction to worship and they remind us of something 

fundamentally important and that is that each and every day is 

gifted to us by God and in grateful thanks we rejoice in that gift.  

They remind us too that for hundreds and hundreds of years 

before Christ, the people of God came to Jerusalem, journeying 

to the gates of the city where they received that same joyous 

call to worship. Then they passed through the gates, the 

people’s gates in the south wall of the city, their faith and their 

hope propelling them forward to receive God's blessing in the 

Temple. 

They came in those days as we come to worship today in what 

are perhaps the strangest of all circumstances; and just as in 

olden times, with people of faith who have gone before us, 

there are many with sad hearts and others feeling weary; many 

people with personal burdens due to the separation from loved 

ones and friends and just finding the means to be able to get 

enough food or to provide an income for the family.  Inevitably 

some will come with regrets and others with afflictions perhaps 

from recently contracting the Coronavirus disease. And there 

may be others who come with joy as they emerge safely from 

the virus, either at home or from hospital. There will be some 

right now who will also be mourning the loss of a loved one. 

The people of God - like you and like me. As they came, and 

we come before God, we may sense through the words of that 

psalm, that they were helped in their adversity, comforted in 

their sorrow and confirmed in their joy by the love of God. 

Year after year the Jewish people, God's people, passed through 

the gates to worship at the Temple. It was a part of what it meant 

to live. Then one day God, in Christ, joined their pilgrimage. 

The date is not known with certainty, but we call it Palm 

Sunday. 

On that day God came, in Christ, in person, to the gates of 

Jerusalem, following in the footsteps of all those people through 

the years. On that day it was different though, on that day Jesus 

entered through the golden gate, the gate that should only have 

been opened for the great high priest and only on one day of the 

year – but on that day the gate was opened for Jesus like the king 

He was and is. As God, in Christ, paused at the gates, the 

crowds' hosannas ringing in his ears, God, in Christ, looked 



 

  

back over his shoulder and remembered. 

He remembered his last journey through the gates as a boy aged 

12 and his first back home again as a man, and in between; the 

listening and debating with the priests in the Temple courtyard, 

and he remembered the angst of his parents: Where were you?    

Didn't you think of us? And their puzzled and anxious look 

when he explained that obviously he would be found in his 

Father's house. 

He remembered his wild friend the Baptist, challenging in 

speech, challenging in the water and challenging still at the 

court of Herod. 

He remembered going home to Nazareth, the boy come good, 

standing up in the Synagogue to read from the scriptures, and 

the whispers of the congregation, 'Isn't he Joseph's lad?' He 

reflected how they couldn't cope with his transition from 

carpenter's son to prophet. 

He remembered those he had met along the way, the people of 

Capernaum, with their sickness and disease mingling with their 

faith and hope; and he smiled. 

He remembered the disciples, a ragged bunch filled with big 

hearts, pushing the boat out that he might speak to the crowd, 

pushing the boat out to gain their own elevation; He loved each 

one of them. 

He remembered the young man, who went away heavy-hearted 

because he was rich; and He sighed. 

He remembered the Roman Officer, filled with faith that His 

word alone would be enough, He remembered the widow of 

Nain and the joy that spilled out of her as her son came back to 

life. He pondered on just how infectious the love of God is. 

He remembered times with his heavenly Father, the intensity 

in the wilderness, the peace by the far side of the lake, the 

presence on the mountain top. It gave Him a warm glow. 

He remembered the courage of the woman, who in her affliction, 

just wanted to touch His cloak, the boy whose gifts triggered a 

feast for a crowd, the love and devotion of Mary and Martha, 

they were all His friends of course, all had given to Him and He 

to they. And He smiled, knowing just how wonderful it is to 

share the love of God. 

He remembered the woman bent double, her joy on being 

touched by God's healing, then he remembered the questions 

from the Synagogue officials; and a shiver went up His spine. 

He remembered the children, He could feel them in his arms 



 

  

right now, expressions of trust shining in their eyes. He knew 

that day that He was holding some of the Kingdom's priorities 

in His hands. 

He remembered Zacchaeus, hiding in the tree, carrying the 

burden of His life as a cheat. Good news to the poor was for 

the cheated and the cheats alike. He remembered Zacchaeus 

opening his home and his heart and finding his burden melting 

away. He smiled again and reflected that hospitality isn't just 

about opening a door to a stranger, it involves following a 

stranger into their home too. 

He remembered the priests plotting, the whispers and the snide 

hurtful remarks; he shivered again. 

He remembered the ordinary people, in their joy and fear, 

sadness and hope. He felt gratitude that in touching them, so 

they had touched him. 

At the gates of Jerusalem, behind Him so many memories, in 

front of Him His own fears. At the gates of Jerusalem, a person 

with the experiences of life which we know: behind Him 

memories, in front of Him fear. At the gates of Jerusalem was 

God in Christ, behind Him the guidance of His Father, in front 

of Him a love calling Him home. He paused and heard that 

familiar cry from the Psalms: 

This is the day which the Lord has made; let us rejoice and be 

glad in it. 

No time to rest then. He urged the donkey on and lurched 

forward. As He passed through the gates of the city wall, the 

hosannas rolled out in a tumultuous roar, the hosannas that He 

knew would turn to jeers. He was of course to move from 

people's hero to public enemy. For the first time ever at the 

gates, the welcome had a hollow ring. And He rode on into the 

coming week. 

This is the day which the Lord has made; 

let us rejoice and be glad in it. 

Later that week He gathered with the twelve in the Upper 

Room. As He dipped his bread it was Judas who took the 

money and ran. Greed, jealousy and disappointment were 

singing the same refrain that day: 

This is the day which the Lord has made; let us rejoice and be 

glad in it. 

As He was stripped, mocked, flogged, nailed and hung to die, it 

was the cry of the powerful which was heard above the tears. 

This is the day which the Lord has made; let us rejoice and be 



 

  

glad in it. 

Then as today, in amongst the world’s suffering, heartache and 

hate, jealousy and spite, regret and remorse, the call to worship 

can have a hollow ring. Yet we still come, don’t we, still 

come to worship, to seek peace and comfort, to find faith, 

passing through, not the physical gates of our place of worship 

to find something beyond, but spiritual gates nevertheless. In 

our searching and yearning today we look back and remember 

that we are not alone, for God in Christ has passed along the same 

path before us, and has left some lights by the side of the path 

to guide our feet along the way. 

Lights which remind us of the times when food was 

miraculously shared and Christ's presence was felt, when the 

young taught the old about faith and generosity, when a 

bereaved person smiled, when hospitality was given and 

received in the name of Christ, when the emptying of pockets 

left a heart filled with love and suddenly we may understand 

why on this day of all days, despite what has been and what is 

and what is to come: 

This is the day which the Lord has made; let us rejoice and be 

glad in it. 

He is with is now and He will be with us on into the future, if 

our memories continue and tell the tale. We know that the 

journey didn't stop at the cross on the hill, it continued in the 

garden, in the Upper Room, on the road to Emmaus, by the 

lakeside and yes, in your heart and mine. The darkness of what 

has been, what is and what may be to come cannot ever 

extinguish the love of God. 

Perhaps then today, even today, as we go out into the world 

from our worship, we too may sing with great sincerity in our 

hearts: 

This is the day which the Lord has made; We can rejoice and 

be glad in it. Amen. 

 

 


