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There’s a wonderful scene in the movie Amadeus,  
said to be based on a true story, 
where the young composer Mozart  
has just seen his opera, 
 “The Abduction from Seraglio,”  
performed for the Emperor Joseph.  
Afterward, he eagerly asks the emperor if he liked it.  
 
The emperor is lukewarm in his response.  
Yes, he says, he did like it.  
It’s just that, well, it seemed to the emperor  
there were “too many  notes.”   
“Too many notes, my dear Mozart, and too beautiful for our ears.”  
 
The emperor may have been echoing a sentiment  
felt by many regarding Mozart’s music:  
that it was so complex and sublime  
that it sometimes overwhelmed the senses  
of his 18th century audience.  
They just couldn’t take it all in. 
 
A clearly puzzled Mozart is said to have replied,  
“Which ones should I take out?”  
 
I feel a bit like Emperor Joseph today.  
The thing that is so hard about preaching  
on the Sunday of the Passion: Palm Sunday  
is that there is just too much text.  
Too many notes. 
We’ve gone from Jesus’ triumphal entry into Jerusalem,  
waving palms and singing hosanna,  
to the garden of Gethsemane  
to betrayal to crucifixion  
and finally to death.  



What more is there to say, really?  
What can I add to what you’ve already heard? 
Or what notes from today could we possibly leave out? 
 
The only thing I can really add at this point  
is to remind you that today we begin Holy Week.  
This week is an opportunity to witness.  
It is an opportunity to put ourselves into this story,  
again and again and again,  
and then to let the story do its work on us.  
This story can change lives. 
This story can change hearts. 
This story can change everything. 
 
Let me invite you to spend this week living this story,  
walking alongside Christ  
as he makes the inevitable journey to the cross.  
Whatever you do,  
whatever meeting you have to reschedule,  
whatever TV show you have to tape,  
whatever family commitment you have to get out of,  
come back here this week.  
Whatever you do, do NOT leave this church this morning,  
and fail to return until Easter Sunday.  
If you do that, you will have missed the most sublime notes 
of the most perfect opera ever written. 
 
We have a journey ahead of us this week.  
We have work to do.  
We have lessons to learn.  
We have notes to hear. 
 
And yes, there WILL be sermons this week.  
But this week is not a week for statements of certainty.  
Rather, it’s a space for ambiguity.  
Disappointment.  
Fear.  
Contemplation.  
Anger.  
Dejection.  



Harsh, discordant notes to hear. 
This week, we are invited to feel these visceral emotions,  
to embody them,  
not to censor them or put a smiley face on them.  
 
This is a week for bewilderment.  
For questions.  
For confusion.  
And I’ll confess, I don’t know what to do with it all.  
But God knows.  
 
I don’t understand it,  
but I don’t have to  
because God does.  
 
I can’t figure it all out, but God has.  
And only God can carry us through the raw emotions  
and violence and betrayal and pain of this week,  
carry us right on through to the empty tomb  
and the resurrection joy on the other side.  
 
And so we begin our walk together this week.  
So many notes to hear.  
We need to hear them. 
There are none we can leave out. 
We need to let the music of this week enter our souls. 
Let the music begin.  
 
Amen.  
 
 
 


