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It was quite simple.  That is, as parades go.  

  

A young man seated on a colt, a donkey.  A young man dressed in a plain homespun linen robe.  

On the back of that small animal with someone’s cloak thrown over it. 

 

It wasn’t far from the Mount of Olives to the entrance to the city. It wouldn’t take long.  Or 

would it?  Just the man on a grey donkey, a few others, both men and women in a cluster 

walking just behind. His followers, weary but still following, not really sure where this was 

going to lead.   Just quite simple.  That is, as parades go. 

 

No balloons, no amazing floats, no fire engine or EMS trucks.  No flags waving.  No antique 

vehicles honking old horns. No Shriners in their funny fez hats and miniature cars, zooming in 

tight circles.  No costumed, marching bands, no baton twirlers.  No local dignitaries or grinning 

politicians.  No candy thrown into the crowds. No concrete pavement swept clean before the 

event.  As a matter of fact, no one even knew that an “event” was about to unfold.  Except the 

man riding a colt.  

 

Just one “attraction” in this one-man parade making its way along a dusty road towards the gate 

to the city of Jerusalem on this one beautiful bright sunshiny day.  Such a bright and brilliant day 

beginning a week that was destined to darken day by day –days slowly inching towards a hill 

called Golgotha and ultimately a pitch-black tomb.  No one else had anticipated this parade, this 

“flash” event that began to form as tiny, then small, then even larger groups (men, women, 

children) appeared, gathering together, beginning to line up beside the roadway.  Even village 

dogs joined the crowd sensing some rising excitement in the air.  And birds rose from the 

branches of the surrounding olive trees, leaving newly woven nests to join in above it all, on the 

wing, wheeling overhead as if leading this make-shift parade of sorts.  

 

Did the young man wave and call out to the people lining up on either side of the road he was 

traveling? Probably not. That wasn’t his style.  But his eyes, those kind, deep-set dark eyes, 

swept over those lining up to take in what was happening- folks curiously trying to follow his 

progress, wondering where it might lead.  Perhaps some of them had already heard of this man, 

waiting to catch at least a glimpse of him, maybe touch the hem of his robe, or be touched by this 

reputation preceding healer, this miracle worker. 

 

The eyes of the man riding the colt took them all in, though.  His heart scanned the hearts and 

minds of those gathering on either side, crowding in, narrowing his pathway. 

 



He gazed on them.  Not smiling but blanketing them all with compassion and love. Could they 

feel it, the warmth that radiated out from him, all around him, all in their direction? It was as if 

his eyes were not focused on the way ahead, the destination waiting for him in that city he 

approached.  No, his focus was on them, his love and compassion directed towards them and 

their welfare, not his own.  Could they sense the beat of that great heart within this young man - 

sending out waves of love?  Did their hearts beat faster as their hopes rose to a fevered pitch, 

their voices swelling with “hosannas” they hadn’t known they still had in them?  Excited, they 

spread palm branches along his path.  Some tore off their outer cloaks, tossing them onto the 

road in front of the young man’s small sturdy steed.  Could he hear the whispers running like 

wildfire through the crowd?  Could he sense what was being spoken?  “Is this the One – the One 

we have been waiting for –waiting for for so very long - the One to deliver us from the crush of 

the world under Rome.  Yes! Maybe he is the One we have been looking for?” 

 

The colt, head down, felt its burden – sensed an increasing heaviness of spirit in the man it 

carried.  Slower and slower it trod, its hooves crushing the green fronds of the palms underfoot, 

leaving streaks of dirt on the cloaks spread in its path.  

 

The young man on its back is calm, so very calm.  He knows what the week ahead holds.  But 

knows that he is not alone.  A powerful Divine Love holds him, will carry him forward, one that 

will sustain him through what waits ahead for him.  As darker and darker his time will become.   

 

But today is very simple for him.  He is being carried not just by the faithful four-footed creature 

that is bearing him forward along this path as he arrives at the gate to the city that will define his 

future.  He is being carried by a Great Abiding Presence – a Presence of Sustaining Love.  A 

Love that brought him into this world where his life and love were so desperately needed for the 

renewal of that world and the life in it.   

 

And so, for now, the man will simply have to trust that Great Love to gather him back home 

again when the final leg of this journey leads him to the center of this city where he will be tried 

and convicted of the Love that brought him here.  Then that journey will lead him back outside 

the city gate to a hill called Golgotha, lift him onto a cross that he had to bear on the way.  Will 

his journey end in the pitch-black tomb in which worldly ways that live apart from love will 

place him after his final breath? 

 

Well, we (you and I) all know how that story ends.  The question is:  Do we know it as the place 

where our story begins?  Again, and again, as the old, old story is retold each year, do we place 

ourselves in it? Journey with it beyond the cross and into a new beginning waiting for us on the 

other side? 

 

At dawn outside of a rock hewn tomb in an Easter morning garden waiting for all of us Jesus 

Christ’s eyes, very much alive and very much filled with love and compassion, will find us.  

Christ’s heart will yet again reach out to us, yearning to enfold us.  And his voice will call us by 

name.   



 

It’s really quite simple.  Will we answer?  Will we awaken to his voice?  Will we receive and 

then live into the startling good news that it offers?  That love simply given, received and 

followed can change our life and the life of the world?   

 

Christ offers a new Way – not the usual worldly parade – but quite simply one in which a vision 

of love and compassion leads the way.    

 


