
Luke 19:28-40 

A rinky-dink parade 

I’ve always thought this parade on Palm Sunday is so weird. It seems like such a rinky-dink affair. 
A grown man riding a baby donkey. It’s ridiculous. Adults putting their clothes on the ground, 
picking branches and waving them in the air. This is how children have a parade. And it’s cute 
when kids do it. But it’s weird when adults do it.  

Why would Jesus do this? Why would he insist on a parade? 

There are a lot of theories. It may have been to make a political point, or a theological point, but 
what struck me this year was the joy. 

The world is falling apart 

The whole crowd is shouting with joy. Jesus says, if they were to fall silent, the very stones would 
shout. All of the people are caught up in joy, and it feels like the whole world is celebrating along 
with them. They are overjoyed that Jesus has arrived. This parade may mean a lot of things, but it 
was also, apparently, just a lot of fun. It was silly and ridiculous and amazing and joyful.   

I’m not exactly sure why it’s the joy that grabbed me this year. Maybe it’s because there is so 
much in the world that is heartbreaking right now. Our immigration system is broken. There are 
thousands and thousands of people at our border in need of food and medical care. No matter 
what we may think about immigration systems and policy, the human reality is heartbreaking. 
White supremacy is on the rise here and in other countries like ours. Our Jewish and Muslim 
neighbors aren’t safe at worship, and our black sisters and brothers aren’t safe in their daily lives. 
And our environment is imploding because of choices we keep making. It’s just awful. There is so 
much reason for heartache. The world is falling apart. So, we need joy.  

The world must have been falling apart for Jesus and his friends just as much as it is now. We’re 
always in need of joy. Because joy in the face of pain is subversive. It’s not about escape. It’s a 
rebellion, a response. Joy is something that happens in spite of everything.  

We mostly don’t get to choose how we die. Jesus is the same as us. He walked willingly toward 
death. But he didn’t get to arrange it. It happened to him. In the last week of his life there were 
only two things he actually got to choose. He planned and arranged his last meal. And he planned 
this parade.  

Go get me a donkey, he said. Get me a donkey and bring it here. He wanted this corny, silly, 
joyful parade. And if no one else had joined, then the very stones would have had to shout. 
Sometimes joy is essential.  

Celebrate every rally 

I have a colleague and friend named Ashley who worked for years at a major hospital in Chicago 
as the chaplain on the pediatric oncology unit. Her job was to be with families as their children 
faced cancer. She walked with them as their children suffered and then got better. And she walked 
with them as their children suffered and didn’t get better. Her own mother had died from cancer, 
too. Ashley is intimately acquainted with the horrors and disappointments and heartbreak of life 



and death with cancer. In spite of all this, or probably because of it, one of her most dearly held 
mantras is, “Celebrate every rally.” Celebrate every rally. Every time the test results come back 
encouraging, celebrate. Every time a scan is clear, even if you suspect it’s still going to return, 
celebrate. Every time you get a wind of energy. Celebrate. Every rally. Celebrate it like it’s the best 
news in the world. Celebrate as if it gets the last word. Celebrate every rally because you don’t 
know what tomorrow will bring. So today you celebrate.  

Ashley’s joy and Jesus’ parade are the kind of joy that doesn’t ignore suffering. It’s joy in spite of 
suffering. It’s defiant.  

It reminds me of folks who throw parties when they shave their heads after a few weeks of chemo. 
It’s a way of saying, this won’t define me. I will still celebrate.  

A year ago on Palm Sunday, I had just gotten out of the hospital. I’d been hospitalized for 
depression and suicidal thinking. It was a dark and scary—the way depression always is. I checked 
myself into the hospital the day after my birthday. It was the worst birthday. So, this year, when my 
birthday rolled around, I threw a big, huge party. I called friends and said, “You have to clear your 
schedule. We are having a party. Because life is precious and beautiful, and sometimes joy is 
essential.”  

That’s what this parade Jesus is throwing feels like to me. Let Rome do what Rome will do. For 
today, we party. We’ll just party with what we have—a baby donkey, the clothes on our back, 
some branches we found on the way. Nothing is going to stop us from claiming our joy.  

Brené Brown talks about something called foreboding joy. It’s joy with an undercurrent of fear or 
grief. She describes new parents standing over their children’s cribs, utterly overcome with love 
and joy, and at the same time flooded with images of terrible things that could happen, ways their 
newborn could suffer or die. And yet, there’s so much joy. To rejoice in that kind of in-between 
space is courageous and vulnerable. It holds the fear of death, and still claims life.  

So, Jesus had a parade. Because death was coming, because he wouldn’t let it get the last word.  

Where do you need joy? 

Where do you need joy in your life? What struggle are you in that is not going to go away? Are 
you living with illness—physical or mental? Do you live with depression or anxiety? Is your 
marriage falling apart? Do you have a job that sucks the life out of you, but you can’t afford to 
quit? Are you grieving or facing death?  

If any of that is the case, then you’re right there with Jesus, facing the big fights and worst tragedies 
of life. Sometimes life is just awful, and that’s the truth. 

We’re heading into the most serious week in the church year. We grapple with betrayal and 
abandonment and fear and death. All of that is real. And there’s a reason Jesus started with a 
parade. Because we need joy. 

Joy is not the same as happiness. Joy is deeper. Joy is something we claim, with vulnerability and 
courage. In the face of death, joy is life.  



So, this week, here’s your charge: do something for joy. If you can conjure the courage, do 
something ridiculous, maybe even corny. Throw a parade. I’ll come. Throw a party. I’ll come to 
that, too. Or maybe just turn up the music and dance in your kitchen, because you are alive. This 
won’t solve our problems. But for a moment joy can push back the darkness and remind us why 
we live. Celebrate every rally. Reach out and grab the joy. 

Amen… 

Would you stand as we offer our gifts and ourselves and sing hymn 611 Joyful, Joyful We Adore 
Thee? 


