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 I have watched very few parades in my day, but I have marched in 
a great many of them.  I never really cared all that much for watching 
parades; the song "I Love a Parade" was never my theme song.  I get hot 
and restless and bored when I am watching parades, at least when I 
marched in them and played my saxophone...I had something 
entertaining to do. 
 I have often wondered how I would have reacted to the "Big 
Parade" that is Palm Sunday?  Would I have taken off my cloak and 
spread it on the road in front of the donkey?  Would I have cut a low 
hanging branch and waved it cheerfully?  Would I have turned my back 
on all of it, feeling slightly claustrophobic in the large crowd and not 
being able to get a really good view from where I was standing?  I don't 
honestly know. 
 But I have a sinking feeling in the pit of my stomach that tells me 
that I would have been present for the Passion.  We human beings find 
it hard to turn away from the disasters of others.  Admit it, you have 
slowed down at least once in your life as you passed the scene of an 
accident.  My Dad was so oddly fascinated by  disasters that he would 
get in the car and drive around town to see what the damage was after 
the tornado went through. 
 In the final analysis though, I guess being present to see Jesus pick 
up his cross was the only way that I could learn to pick up my cross and 
carry it each day, and I believe it is that way for all of us... 
 
 

The cross we bear precedes the crown we wear. 
To be a Christian one must take up his [her] cross, 

with all its difficulties and agonizing and tension-packed content 
and carry it until that very cross leaves its marks upon us 

and redeems us to that more excellent way 
which comes only through suffering. 

 
Martin Luther King Jr. 


