
March 27, 1983
Palm Sunday
Mark 11:1-11 Norman S. Ream

"A VALE OF SOUL-MAKING"

Recently, as I was browsing through the church's Memorial Library,
I came across a small paper-back book by Thornton Wilder, a writer I
have long enjoyed. He will be familiar to many as the author of two
well-known plays, "Our Town" and "The Skin of Our Teeth."

In the book in which I was browsing, The Eighth Day, my eyes
happened to fall on these words from which comes the title of this
morning's sermon:

"(John Keats) said that life is a 'vale of soul-making'.
He might have added that it is a 'vale of soul-unmaking',
too. We go up or we go down—forward or backward".

The word "vale" is not one frequently encountered in today's English,
although some will recall a favorite hymn of another day entitled, "The
Little Brown Church in the Vale". A vale is a valley. When we think of
life being a vale, we are probably tempted to think of it in terms which
are dark and forbidding, traumatic and morbid. Do not picture that kind
of vale and that kind of valley this morning. The vale in which you and
I live is rather a valley surrounded by the hills of time, out of which
rise the steeples of the lovely churches where we worship and in which
there is much joy as well as much sorrow, a valley in which there may be
struggle and pain but one in which each inhabitant may grow and develop
toward the creature God intended him to be. Life is a vale of soul-
making and soul-unmaking. But we are the ones who pretty much decide
which way our souls will go.

When we consider the life which Jesus led in this vale or valley, we
may perhaps think of it only in terms of sin and evil. That is because
we are looking at it from the standpoint of Holy Week, but surely, if you
are well acquainted with the Gospels, you know that Jesus did not look
upon this life as one which was wholly filled with sadness and melancholy.
He loved life in this world and enjoyed it. He knew it to be good in its
essence and dedicated himself to making it better for all mankind. He was
a man who lived close to nature. He spoke frequently of the flowers, the
grass of the field, and even of the lowly mustard seed. He climbed the
hills of Galilee and Judaea and he knew perhaps better than any other how
beautiful, how good life at its very best could be. He sacrificed much
of the beauty in the life that could have been his, in an effort to bring
a richer, fuller life to others. For that, millions of Christians shall
forever be grateful.

II

Palm Sunday, Maundy Thursday and Good Friday are generally looked
upon by Christians as sacred and holy days because of Jesus' unselfish
ness and his willingness to sacrifice himself in a noble cause. But how
sad and how tragic that we live in a world inhabited by men and women
who force a good and beautiful man to choose death over life.








