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Parade to ? 

Reading from the Old Testament: Psalm 118:1-2, 19-29 

Reading from the New Testament:  Matthew 21:1-11 

It is certainly one of the more inauspicious of parades in which to 

be featured on a float. Behind the thin curtain separating you from the 

bustle of preparations outside, you are given your costume for the 

impending processional: the immodest gown that requires double 

jointedness and eyes in the back your head to attempt the vanity of 

fastening it in a way that might at least conceal half of the moon; the 

little socks with the tort-resistant tread on the bottom; an IV pole; and a 

kidney shaped vomit reservoir. That oughtta do it!  

It’s almost time for surgery, and so the parade is about to begin 

once the checklist is complete. One last document to sign. Then the 

anesthesiologist’s confirmation of your weight. And one final fair 

warning from the nurse or surgeon about the mortality risks of surgery 

and your assent to proceed. 

So, strike up the band. It’s showtime! The royal gurney ride from 

the holding pen to the surgical suite. It is rather like a parade, isn’t it? 

If only I’d practiced my royal wave to greet the techs, maintenance staff, 
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nurses, and the occasional lost hospital visitor I pass along the parade 

route. There is an undeniable awkwardness in riding on that parade 

float toward those intimidating double doors emblazoned with the 

words, Authorized Entry Only. Feeling sooo secure, lying there prone 

in my surgical lingerie, people glancing down at me with that I-wonder-

how-bad-off-that-guy-is? look on their faces; the surgeon’s statistics and 

probabilities rumbling around in my brain; who did I leave my 

treasured running shoes to in my will? It strikes me that I don’t know 

what the other side of this journey will look like, and maybe I don’t 

have a clue what life on the other side will look like.  

Life greets us with such journeys sometimes. Surgery; illness; 

unforeseen job loss or job changes requiring relocation; the random 

weather wrecking ball in the guise of a tornado or hurricane that pops 

by, uninvited, for a visit; to be the victim of a crime, or unjustly accused 

of a crime. I think of the horrendous parade into which Walter 

McMillan was cast. The featured prisoner in Bryan Stevenson’s Just 

Mercy; one day Walter is working on his truck with a friend while 

family members, neighbors, and townsfolk mingle in the yard for a fish 

fry. At the same time across town a woman is being murdered. In spite 
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of the score of eyewitnesses prepared to testify to the reality that it was 

impossible for Walter to have committed the crime, a combination of 

local corruption, racism, and perjury led to Walter being charged, tried, 

and condemned, forced to waddle, with legs and wrists shackled, on a 

parade route from jail to courthouse to penitentiary to death row, a 

sacrificial lamb on the pyre of southern white privilege.  

How does one look to tomorrow when today is a horror movie into 

which you have been cast by forces of malevolence completely outside of 

your control, much less your involvement? An advocate would show up 

for Walter, and yet, like Walter, many people are cast into parades not 

of their own choosing, facing an unknown destination. They may 

survive. They will be changed by it all. There is so seldom a reset button 

allowing you to return to normalcy unchanged.  

 As we rise up the coronavirus coaster, we don’t know what the 

journey will look like, yet we’re just beginning to sense that the odds for 

back to normal are looking more and more like a risky bet. Perhaps the 

timing of Palm Sunday this year, with its traditional reading of Jesus’ 

entry into Jerusalem along with the Psalm that inspired it, can shed 

some light on the murky parade path before us.  
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The story is tagged as Jesus’ triumphal entry, but that’s a bit of a 

misnomer because, knowing what he knows, the human aspect of Jesus’ 

character had to sense in all the hoopla, less triumph and more 

awkwardness and irony. Scholars debate how much Jesus knew about 

the coming week, but you have to figure Jesus knew it wasn’t going to 

be good, all the present pomp and circumstance notwithstanding. It had 

a bit of the feel of Nixon’s second inaugural; the bands played, and the 

first couple danced, but a few folks in the crowd sensed that the party 

was going to close down before the end of the contract. 

Back in Jerusalem, the Jesus Resistance Political Action 

Committee, otherwise known as JRPAC, or JrPAC, had funneled all 

their resources to put an end to the whole Jesus movement. Jesus had 

to know that entering Jerusalem would spark a showdown that would 

not be pleasant. In flight, when a plane flies beyond the position where 

its fuel capacity will not permit it to return to where the flight 

originated, it’s called the point of no return. There’s no going back. 

There’s only going forward. As the children waved palms before him, 

chanting the words from today’s psalm, “Blessed is the one who comes 



 

 

5 

5 

in the name of the Lord,” Jesus knew that in going forward there would 

be no return to what was before.  

Change was comin’ for Jesus, for the institution of the temple, and 

for the fate of creation itself. The crowds may have been singing 

Handel, but I have to think Jesus was channeling some Sam Cooke, 

“It's been too hard living;  And I'm afraid to die … It's been a long, long 

time coming; But I know, a change gonna come.”  

Truth is never welcome in a world where every finite and fallen 

individual, group, and institution claims ownership of it. We carry no 

less guilt than those obstreperous Pharisees and Sadducees. “In the 

presence of Jesus, who lived out what God wants us all to be, we were 

threatened beyond endurance.” When confronted with the stark truth 

about ourselves, we were consumed by the urge to bury it. It’s no less 

true today than 2000 years ago. The threat of exposure typically sparks 

the drive to eliminate the threat. 

So why would Jesus, the embodiment of truth itself, press forward 

into the nexus of institutional power: political, religious, and military? 

Knowing what he knew about the inevitable hostility that lay before 
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him, why would Jesus push on? Why wouldn’t Jesus shift ol’ Eeore into 

reverse and spray some gravel getting the heck out of there? Why would 

Jesus press forward? Because love doesn’t retreat. 

I believe that the strength that will see us through, carry us 

through this bad viral parade into which we’ve been cast is the very 

same strength that inspired Jesus to press forward in the name of love, 

come what may. We catch hints of this in the Psalm that inspires much 

Palm Sunday liturgy.  

“Blessed is the one who comes in the name 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.” It is a psalm of thanksgiving to a 

Sovereign Deliverer whose love will not let us go even in the face of the 

deepest and darkest of threats. “1 O give thanks to the Lord, for he is 

good; his steadfast love endures forever! 2 Let Israel say, "His steadfast 

love endures forever." 3 Let the house of Aaron say, "His steadfast love 

endures forever." 4 Let those who fear the Lord say, "His steadfast love 

endures forever." 5 Out of my distress I called on the Lord; the Lord 

answered me and set me in a broad place. 6 With the Lord on my side I 
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do not fear. What can mortals do to me? 7 The Lord is on my side to 

help me; I shall look in triumph on those who hate me.” 

Imagine that psalm running through Jesus’ mind as the fickle 

praise of the parade crowd fades into the rising rage of the crowd 

shouting, Crucify him!  

The irony of the Palm Sunday parade combined with the 

psalmist’s unrestrained celebration of the power of God’s love, 

highlights the contrast between the power of man as a cause of fear and 

the power of God as the possibility of faith. (James L. Mays, Psalms) We face a 

similar contrast today between the threat of mortality as a cause of fear 

and the power of a love that transcends even death. It is the power of 

such a love that compelled Jesus forward when fear could have simply 

shifted him into reverse. Again, the psalmist illumines what may have 

given Jesus the motivation to move on, press forward, “The Lord is on 

my side to help me; I shall look in triumph on those who hate me. 8 It is 

better to take refuge in the Lord than to put confidence in mortals. 9 It 

is better to take refuge in the Lord than to put confidence in princes … 

13 I was pushed hard, so that I was falling, but the Lord helped me. 14 

The Lord is my strength and my might; he has become my salvation.” 
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Though Main Street U.S.A is empty for now, memories take you 

back to DisneyWorld days when the sun was eye-squintingly bright and 

high in the Florida sky. Now, being honest, some of you succumbed to 

the naivete of thinking it would such a delightful trip to take with your 

… toddler. Not being fans of horror movies, we decided against it, but 

when we did go, we saw the evidence: once cherubic faces now fuchsia-

toned, the result of sunburn, rage, and terror; the exhausted and sweaty 

parents looking at one another with expressions on the border between 

regret and malevolence. Whose idea was this anyway?  

Let’s just say the magic of Disney is easily lost on a toddler. Pluto 

can look like an angry grizzly to a three-year-old. And to a two-year-old, 

the difference between Snow White and Cruella Deville is negligible, 

both capable of inciting wails of woe. Even something as simple as a 

ride like It’s a Small World can traumatize a toddler for life, their 

future plagued by an inordinate fear of little robotic Dutch girls wearing 

wooden clogs. As the patrons climb into the little boats, the adolescents 

are thinking This is lame! The 7-year olds are thinking I’ve died and 

gone to heaven. The parents are thinking, How much is this costing me? 
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The toddlers, on the other hand, are asking, What kind of idiot would 

make me ride into that gaping black hole up ahead? 

I don’t know about you, but I’m feeling a little like that toddler 

right now. It’s too late to get out of the boat and we’re heading into a big 

black hole with very little understanding of what lies ahead of us. I read 

a most insightful article this week that was at the same time 

unnerving. The first sentence reads, “We are not going back to normal.” 

The authors confessed their hope that the probabilities they propose, 

will in time be proven wrong. However, their intent was to give 

organizations a clear-eyed approach to what is before us in that big 

black hole. Their premise? “This is a time to urgently redesign our work 

in light of what we believe is not just a weeks-long “blizzard,” not even 

just a months-long “winter,” but something closer to the beginning of a 

12–18 month “ice age” in which many assumptions and approaches 

must change for good.” 

Yet, at the same time, the authors pointed out how we, as 

disciples of the Christ who persisted on into Jerusalem, “are equipped to 

face the current reality with both clear-eyed realism and unparalleled 

hope.” They continued, “This time poses the greatest leadership crisis 
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any of us have faced. It can be a moment of amazing creativity, though 

it also is going to be a time of unavoidable pain and loss. We will 

discover that while many resources are suddenly unavailable to us, the 

most essential resource is still available, and the most important reality 

has not changed. The reality is that God has called us to a time like 

this, given us a mission and a community to serve alongside, and we 

still have the most important resource, which is trust in the context of 

love. Everything depends on how quickly and thoroughly we move to 

build on that resource, starting today.” (Andy Crouch, Kurt Keilhacker, and Dave 

Blanchard, The Praxis Journal) 

In spite of the trials Jesus knew were before him, he kept riding 

that donkey right on into Jerusalem because love doesn’t retreat. And 

because Jesus persevered, we can face our uncertainties knowing that 

in the end, love wins. Amen  

  

     


