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A couple of weeks ago, our family traveled to Orlando for Spring Break.  It was a pilgrimage of 
sorts – the kind of thing that parents of younger children feel like they need to do – or should 
do – at least one time before their kids grow up and leave the house.  Not being very 
enthusiastic about doing Disney and Universal in the summer heat and humidity of Florida, and 
having 3 out of 4 of us currently tied up in the school system schedule, we had been hoping 
that Rockingham County schools would break their recent pattern and do me a solid by 
scheduling spring break for pretty much any time other than Holy Week.  As it turned out this 
was the year the stars aligned.   
 
Now if you know me at all, you know that I kinda had to work up my courage for this trip.  Large 
crowds and obligatory good times, fun and magic and cheerfulness on demand – not really my 
scene.  But we did it, and we had an exhaustingly great time.   
 
But I got to thinking about the very beginning of our trip as I was planning worship for this 
Sunday.  You see, on Disney Day 1, we finally arrived inside the gates of the Magic Kingdom 
already a bit tired after spending several hours that morning at two of Orlando’s featured 
attractions – the time share sales pitch and the Disney ticketing window.  We had just walked 
into the park itself and were starting to get our bearings when someone in a uniform started to 
urgently shoo us to the side of the street.  A moment later, a set of gates maybe 50 feet past 
where we had been standing opened up in a cascade of loud and boisterous music, and a 
procession of Disney Magic began.  Unbeknownst to us, we had stumbled right onto Main 
Street Disney World just in time for the beginning of the daily “Festival of Fantasy” Parade.  
Which might have been awesome if we had any intention of seeing said parade.  But we aren’t 
really parade people.  So it turned out to be yet another in a growing list of Dad’s Disney fails.  
(Fortunately I did a bit better on the Universal side of things!) 
 
I wonder if there were people in that Palm Sunday crowd in Jerusalem long ago who were 
similarly a bit blindsided to find themselves in the middle of a parade?  Even if they had come 
to Jerusalem on a pilgrimage of their own for the express purpose of being there for the 
Passover festival, and even if they had heard about the impressive processionals put on by 
Pontius Pilate, they might not have been expecting any action where they were.  After all, the 
Roman Imperial parades always approached the Temple Mount from the west – but Jesus 
took a different approach – both literally and figuratively – and came into the city from the 
Mount of Olives on the East.1   
 
So it’s not hard to imagine that there were people who found themselves among the crowds 
lining the streets that Jesus traveled into the city who – like Chris Zepp in Disney World – had 
no idea what was going on or what they had gotten themselves into.  And I have to confess I’m 
still not sure what to make of our Palm Sunday processionals.  We sing and we talk about 
“Jesus’ triumphal entry into Jerusalem” – as if he were a victorious warrior parading into his 
home city after returning from a conquest.  And that is pretty much what many of his fellows 
would have been expecting in the Messiah – someone who would triumph over the Roman 
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Imperial state, end the occupation, and restore the glory of Jerusalem to its own people.  That 
would make sense of the references in all four gospels to the crowds greeting Jesus with 
shouts of “Blessed is the one who comes in the name of the Lord!” – a direct quotation from 
Psalm 118 that was understood within first century Judaism to refer to the Messiah.   
 
And yet I remain unsettled about the way we celebrate and think about Palm Sunday.  For one 
thing, knowing how the next week played out in Jerusalem puts a bit of a damper on the festive 
mood.  But even putting that aside, I can’t help but think that “triumphal” isn’t what Jesus was 
going for in his Palm Sunday entrance.  “Ironic” might be a better label for his entry.  Some 
commentators have suggested that the best way of describing Jesus’ entry into Jerusalem on 
Palm Sunday is with the paradigm of “street theater.”2  In this street theater, Jesus “lampoons 
the political powers” and enacts a subversive, “carnivalesque parody of kingship.”3  And 
underneath it all is a deep, deep grief – that the Holy City knows not the things that make for 
peace.  And so while the parade is highly charged with royal undertones, and the crowds do 
everything expected for a victorious and triumphant national hero, I don’t know that they really 
mean it.  If it was a protest parody parade, the mood and the intent are a bit different.   
 
And so I always feel a bit “off” when the church’s liturgical calendar comes round to Palm 
Sunday each year.  While part of me enjoys the pageantry, and while everyone loves to see 
kids waving palm branches and singing songs that may or may not always feature the word 
“Hosanna”, I also can’t forget that while we may be reenacting a “Liturgy of the Lampoon” each 
year, we are doing so mostly without any of the counter-protesting, subversive, and forcing-
the-issue intent and impact of the original.   
 
And so we are often left with little more than an annual parade.  We watch the kids and their 
palm branches go by each year, and we smile and sing a few Hosannas of our own.  Then we 
go home, and we come back next week, when the Hosannas give way to Hallelujahs.  And I 
can’t help but feel like we’re missing something… something that we can only find if we 
actually join the procession, only if we cast our lot with “the stone that the builders rejected”4, 
only if we learn the liturgy of the lampoon, only if we follow Jesus all the way into the Holy City, 
up to the Temple, and beyond. 
 
If you don’t remember what happened next in the story, you may want to check out the end of 
chapter 19 in Luke.  After Jesus weeps over Jerusalem on his way into the city, the next thing 
we see is Jesus turning over the tables in the Temple.  You might say those in power got the 
joke.  Soon those who were just caught in the crowd and didn’t really know what was going on 
were surrounded by a different song.  And the procession out of the city later that week was 
most definitely not a parade.  Deep down, I suspect that most of us want to avoid that scene 
even more than I wanted to high-tail it away from Main Street during those first couple of 
minutes in the so-called Magic Kingdom.   
 
But that is where the One who came in the name of the Lord was really headed.  And that is 
where those of us who would follow him must be willing to go as well.   
 
May it be so… 
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