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Luke 23:33-43                       “A Tale of Two Parades”                           R.P.C. 
Colossians 1:15-20                                                                  November 24, 2013 
                                             Daniel D. Robinson, Pastor 
 
    There was a grand parade whenever Pontius Pilate came to town. His great 
military procession into Jerusalem was meant to be a sign of Roman prestige, 
Roman power, and Roman presence.  So there was a ‘more than subtle message’ 
in these glorious parades: “You Jews better not get out of line or the empire will 
come crashing down on you; as you can see, we are well-prepared to do just 
that.” 
    As head of the Roman occupation forces in Judea, Pilate did not stay in the 
Jewish city of Jerusalem any more than necessary.  He preferred to live in the 
more congenial climate of the seaside. But at certain times of the year – times 
when trouble was brewing or might be expected to brew in Jerusalem, Pilate 
pulled out all the pomp and ceremony he and his generals could muster, and 
processed right into Jerusalem in a grand parade. 
    There had already been dozens of rebellions and uprising among these Jews. 
Such revolts didn’t sit well with the imperial yoke of Rome, so parades were not 
so much joyous occasions of celebration as they were military displays of power - 
reminders as to who was really in charge. 
    An especially potentially volatile time was during the Jewish Passover - that 
week of the celebration of the liberation from the ancient Empire of Egypt, as led 
by Moses so many centuries before. Just prior to the Passover was a good time 
for Jewish insurgents and protesters to work up resentment against Rome and its 
oppressive hand, and by remembering the Exodus to freedom, incite feelings 
toward rebellion. So Pilate made it a point of sweeping into town the week before 
Passover with a cohort of troops in full armor and warhorses. It was all a reminder 
to any potential insurgent as to who was in the seat of power and how Rome was 
equipped with superior weapons to ruthlessly assert that power. In fact, history 
records that one bloody afternoon the Romans had crucified two thousand Jewish 
rebels, leaving their bodies to rot along the roads leading to Jerusalem – a putrid 
and terrifying visible warning. 
    But why bring up such unpleasantness? This day – with Caesar’s finest Roman 
officers and enlisted men parading in with trumpets and banners – this parade 
was designed to be a grand sight as well as a threat. The Romans had brought law 
and order to these ‘lawless Jews,’ and now they were forcing them to pay taxes to 
pay for all of this military presence. So here came the legionnaires, marching in 
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order with their brass helmets, and flashing swords and spears shining in the 
sunlight. Next came the cavalry carried on horseback, being led by Pilate himself 
on his own great warhorse. 
    They paraded through the main gate of the city, winding their way through the 
narrow streets, moving toward the highest point of the city, which just happened 
to be the site on which the Jewish temple sat. There Pilate would climb the steps 
with his generals and all the city dignitaries would be expected to welcome them. 
These Jews were the officials of the temple, the city leaders – the Pharisees, the 
Sadducees, the Sanhedrin who, though they were Jews, had struck a kind of deal 
with the Romans in exchange for peace. These Jewish leaders had the job of 
keeping the people pacified as best they could; and in exchange the Romans let 
them have some degree of authority over Jerusalem - at least letting them 
worship as they pleased.  
    The point of the parade was that everybody in Jerusalem understood that 
Roman rule was absolute, fixed and final. The Romans were willing to work with 
the Jews - as long as everyone understood that there were limits to Jewish 
freedom. The Jews could worship their God up at the temple; in fact, if you could 
keep them busy at the temple with all of their elaborate sacrifices and 
ceremonies, it might keep them happy and satisfied - just as long as they and their 
God knew who was really in charge. So the military might and hardware – the 
technology of imperial power that was displayed in the parade was all a public 
statement about absolute rule. 
    A few days later there was another parade into Jerusalem. That parade began, 
not with strong, proud legionnaires in the lead, but with a rabble of ordinary folks, 
including many children. People cut down palm branches and waved them as a 
sign of welcome and hospitality.  
    The ‘grand marshal’ of this parade was not a cultured, highly educated, well-
connected Roman official like Pilate. Instead there entered a humble-looking 
rabbi, bouncing on the back of a brown donkey. Not one religious or government 
official turned out to meet him, though they likely observed him from the 
windows and shadows. He was welcomed only by common folk. Not one single 
member of the clergy welcomed him either. In fact, a short time later, this rabbi 
would take a whip in hand and drive the religious officials out of the temple, in a 
dramatic, defiant act that challenged their authority. 
    As he entered the city some people took up a chant, “Hosanna! Hail, David’s 
son!” If any Jewish government or religious official had heard the cry, they would 
have gotten very nervous – or maybe they would have laughed sarcastically at the 
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sight. “Ha! King David’s son? David was Israel’s greatest king, founder of a nation, 
when it was a nation. There can’t be a royal David’s son, now that the Romans are 
in charge…. 
    Two parades. Two different politics. We are surely intended to ask, “Who is in 
charge here? Who rules?” Two parades, two very different “kings.” Is Pilate – and 
the Caesar whom he represents and whose will he enforces with armies – king?  
Or is this rabbi, bouncing on the back of a donkey, the “king”  Mind you, Pilate will 
tolerate no rival for Caesar; either the self-proclaimed god, Caesar rules, or no 
one rules. 
    This image of parades seems better suited for another time of year, doesn’t it. 
The reference seems to be a better fit at the beginning of Holy Week – the parade 
account we use on Palm Sunday. But I’ve chosen use the parade theme here 
because this Sunday is called “Christ the King Sunday.” 
    So what we are addressing on this is the question, which king? Which kingdom? 
Where do we find ourselves? In which parade would we find ourselves walking or 
marching? Where would we find our place? Those are the questions we are to ask 
today as we hear this tale of two parades: which “king” will we venerate and 
follow? 
    Today I’m reminded of those old newsreels of the Parisians who were forced to 
stand out on the streets of Paris and welcome Hitler’s armies as they marched 
into Paris during World War II. They held out their arms in the “Heil Hitler” Nazi 
salute. But it was apparent in their eyes that they were holding back tears. Their 
body language gave them away – Careful observation revealed that they didn’t 
mean in their hearts what they signaled with their salutes. 
    We also remember the American soldier, the GI, sent by his government to 
Iraq, under the impression that he was helping the Iraqis. The administration’s 
explanation was that the Iraqis wanted our gracious, powerful American help. 
    But one day his squad came upon an US convoy that had been blown to bits by 
a roadside bomb. A crowd of Iraqis had gathered by the burning, twisted 
wreckage and mangled bodies to laugh and cheer. The GI was filled with anger, 
with hatred for those Iraqis. 
    But then, that night, one of his buddies said, “How would you like it if some 
foreign army was in your hometown in Iowa?” “No matter why they said they 
were there, and no matter if your own government wanted them there, you 
would still resent their presence.” 
     I wonder, if in our current climate and culture, it could be said that, even here 
with our freedom and democracy and liberty, in some sense we feel like we are 
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being “occupied” by a foreign power, who has paraded in and taken over. 
Sometimes if feels like we Christians are alienated from the rest of this culture’s 
residents, and someone else has mounted the temple steps to set themselves up 
to be “in charge.” 
    When we pick up the morning newspaper and read of “news…” When we turn 
on our favorite channel to see and hear reports of local, national and 
international events, all we hear and see is stories of politicians, military powers, 
stock market reports and movie stars. We don’t hear a thing about a rabbi 
bouncing on the back of a donkey. Our “saviors,” our “lords,” - the answers to all 
our problems - the power in which we have put our hope and allegiance is more 
akin to Caesar or Pilate. There seems to be less and less interest in the one whom 
the rabble called, “Son of David.” 
    There was a young man who in many ways had a tragic life. His father, who was 
a gifted and influential entrepreneur, died when he was in his forties, then this 
young man’s mother died after an extended, tragic illness. Now, as a young adult 
and on his own, he decided he wanted to be a missionary. 
    One day he ran into one of his father’s friends and business associates. The man 
said to him, “You know your father would be disappointed in you for becoming a 
missionary.” “If he knew you that you were throwing your life away like that – if 
he knew you were not following the life he loved - not making lots of money as he 
did, he would roll over in his grave.” Yet, for this young man – as for Christians - 
life is a matter of answering the question, “Which parade?” 
    So in which parade do we walk? I think that question is on the table for 
discussion any time the church gathers. In which parade are we marching?  Who 
rules?  Who’s your king?” To affirm Jesus Christ as Lord, as king, is to place 
ourselves at odds with all the presumed world’s sovereigns. And to believe that 
Jesus is king is to live our lives in such a way as to show forth to the world, the 
world’s true king. 
    The Apostle Paul had no hesitancy in answering the question as to who was his 
king. Listen again as to how he expressed his faith and loyalty in his letter to the 
Colossians: “[Jesus Christ] is the image of the invisible God, the first-born of all 
creation; for in him all things in heaven and on earth were created, things visible 
and invisible, whether thrones or dominions or rulers or powers – all things have 
been created through him and for him….” Paul is quite clear as to whose parade 
he is following and who’s his ‘King of kings and Lord of lords.’ 
    A college chaplain attended the annual graduations of each class of students. 
He remembered seeing a number of them come to the school as aspiring young 
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Catholics, Jews, Hindus, Muslims, and mostly Christians. He reflected that more of 
them attended Chapel or participated in the religious groups as freshmen than 
they did by the time they were seniors. College seemed to be a time when they 
kind of “graduated out of their faith.” What happened, he wondered? 
    From what the chaplain could tell, they had somehow gotten the message that 
in order to march in the procession of their graduation – in order to buy into the 
American dream of success – that is, making lots of money – they had to forsake 
one parade in order to follow another….  Or so it seemed …. 
    Pilate, in one last mocking and derisive act, had a sign placed over the cross of 
Jesus after he had ordered his capital punishment. That sign read: “King of the 
Jews!” Or more accurately, as history tells us, he told the authorities, “Say that 
this man SAID he was king.” 
    More than Pilate would ever know, Jesus was a threat to his kingdom and the 
kingship that Pilate propounded and protected. Jesus, hanging on the cross, was 
exposing the lie on which Pilate’s empire was based – He was dismantling 
Caesar’s empire without drawing a sword, or even threatening the opposition, for 
where are Pilate or Caesar now? You see, Jesus’ challenge was as political as it 
was spiritual. 
    When Pilate snidely asked him “Are you king?” Jesus replied, “My kingdom is 
not of this world.” I don’t think he meant that his kingdom was an otherworldly 
fantasy. He meant that his kingdom is different from the kingdoms of this world. 
His kingdom does not rest upon the same power and authority of the kingdoms of 
this world. His way is a different way; his parade is a different parade. 
    So whose parade will we follow?                                                        Amen. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
  


