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Disruptive Celebration 

 

Main Idea: Jesus’ parade into Jerusalem is a disruptive celebration, interrupting the powers of 

evil.  We follow Jesus by practicing hopeful celebration in the dark places. 

 

 

 

What do you do when your whole world is crashing down?  

When this 6 weeks of lent is just too long and depressing?  

When the darkness is too much to handle?   

 

Cry? 

Scream into your pillow?  

Fight with the ones you love? 

Lay in bed and refuse to get up?  

Watch hours of T.V. to numb the pain?   

 

Sometimes we do the best we can do just to keep going.  The truth is, we don’t always know 

how to wade through.    

 

Today, on this palm Sunday, Jesus shows us a way forward for when the whole world is 

crashing down…. 

 

For Jesus and his friends, the world is crashing down.  

Jesus is coming to Jerusalem to be killed.  The rulers are out to get him.  He is getting too 

powerful and there is a bounty on his head.  His disciples know it, he knows it, every one knows 

it.  They’ve lived under Roman oppression.  They’ve seen the terrible things Rome can do.  

 

And the Romans are policing the Jewish Passover event, and you don’t mess with their national 

security.  This Jewish Passover festival is crawling with Romans, watching out just in case 

anyone gets any wrong ideas of who is in control.  Oh yes, they have already marched into 

Jerusalem displaying their military parade, wearing their armor and sharpened weapons, riding 

their stallions, waving palm branches as a national symbol of allegiance to their Roman King. 

And this is where Jesus is going! Yikes! Jesus and his friends are facing their world literally 

falling apart before their eyes. 

 

So what do they do?  

 

(Probably they spent some time crying.  Praying. Hiding. Yelling.)   

 



And then, they throw a parade.  

  

It’s a funny one too.   

This is carnival street theatre at it’s finest.  They are going to mock the Roman military parade.  

Jesus will come in as the king on his fine baby donkey stallion.  And everyone will wave their 

palm branches as flags of allegiance.  All while shouting Hosanna, “save us!”  Do they dare 

mock Rome!? Scholar Chuck Campbell says this is one of the wildest and most politically 

explosive acts of Jesus’ ministry.1  (Only much later do they realize the divine conspiracy that 

their parade fulfilled prophecies in Zachariah and the Psalms!) 

 

The Powers that be, upon witnessing the parade, look at one another in frustration whining “see, 

this is getting us nowhere! The whole world is following Jesus!” 

 

I rode a baby donkey once.  I looked ridiculous….(pictures of Pastor Katie on a donkey show on 

the projector.)  Just imagine how it would have looked in politically charged places of National 

honor! 

 

What better way to fight evil than with laughter and celebration? 

 

In knoxville, Tennessee, not too long ago, their world was crashing down.  

A Neo-Nazi group came in great numbers to claim their power and insight fear into the African 

American community.  

 

So a bunch of people got together to figure out what to do.   

 

They decided to literally throw a better parade….   

And well, it’s time for a story!  (read White Flour2).  

 

White Flour 

by David LaMotte 

The day was bright and sunny as most May days tend to be 
In the hills of Appalachia down in Knoxville, Tennessee 

                                                
1 Charles L. Campbell, The Word Before the Powers (Westminster John Knox Press; 1st edition 
November 30, 2002). 
2 David Lamotte, White Flour (Lowere Dryad Music, 2012). 
 



A dozen men put on their suits and quickly took their places 
In white robes and those tall and pointed hoods that hid their faces 

Their feet fell down in rhythm as they started their parade 
They raised their fists into the air, they bellowed and they brayed 
They loved to stir the people up, they loved when they were taunted 
They didn’t mind the anger, it’s exactly what they wanted 

As they came around the corner, sure enough the people roared 
But they couldn’t quite believe their ears, it seemed to be support! 
Had Knoxville finally seen the light? Were people coming ‘round? 
The men thought for a moment that they’d found their kind of town 

But then they turned their eyes to where the cheering had its source 
As one their shoulders crumpled when they saw the mighty force 
The crowd had painted faces and some had tacky clothes 
Their hair and hats outrageous, each had a bright red nose 

The clowns had come in numbers to enjoy the grand parade 
They laughed and danced that other clowns had come to town that day 
And then the marchers shouted, and the clowns all strained to hear 
Each one tuned in intently with a hand cupped to an ear 

“White power!” screamed the marchers, and they raised their fisted hands 
The clowns leaned in and listened like they couldn’t understand 
Then one held up his finger and helped all the others see 
The point of all this yelling, and they joined right in with glee 

“White flour!” the clowns shouted, and they reached inside their clothes 
They pulled out bags and tore them and huge clouds of powder rose 
They poured it on each other and they threw it in the air 
It got all over baggy clothes and multi-colored hair 

Now all but just a few of them were joining in the jokes 
You could almost see the marchers turning red beneath white cloaks 
They wanted to look scary! They wanted to look tough! 
One rushed right at the clowns in rage and was hauled away in cuffs 



But the others chanted louder, marching on around the bend 
The clowns all marched on too, of course, supporting their new friends 
“White power!” came the marchers’ cry, they were not amused 
The clowns grew still and thoughtful—well, perhaps they’d been confused…? 

They huddled and consulted, this bright and silly crowd 
They listened quite intently, then one said “I’ve got it now!” 
“White flowers!” screamed the happy clown, and all the rest joined in 
The air was filled with flowers, and they laughed and danced again 

“Everyone loves flowers, and white’s a pretty sort 
I can’t think of a better cause for people to support!” 
Green flower stems went flying like small arrows from bad archers 
White petals covered everything, including the mad marchers 

And then a very tall clown called the others to attention 
He choked down all his chuckles and said “Friends I have to mention 
That what with all this mirth and fun it’s sort of hard to hear 
But now I know the cause that these paraders hold so dear!” 

“Tight showers!” the clown blurted, as he hit his head in wonder 
He held up a camp shower and the others all got under 
Or at least they tried to get beneath, they strained but couldn’t quite 
There wasn’t room for all of them, they pushed, but it was tight! 

“White Power!” came the mad refrain, quite carefully pronounced 
The clowns consulted once again, then a woman clown announced 
“I’ve got it! I’m embarrassed that it took so long to see, 
But what these marchers march for is a cause quite dear to me!” 

“Wife power!” she exclaimed, and all the other clowns joined in 
They shook their heads and laughed at how erroneous they’d been 
The women clowns were hoisted up on shoulders of the others 
Some pulled on wedding dresses, chanting “Here’s to wives and mothers!” 

The men in robes were sullen, they knew they’d been defeated 
They yelled a few more times and then they finally retreated 



And when they’d gone a kind policeman turned to all the clowns 
And offered them an escort through the center of the town 

The day was bright and sunny as most May days tend to be 
In the hills of Appalachia down in Knoxville, Tennessee 
People joined the new parade, the crowd stretched out for miles 
The clowns passed out more flowers and made everybody smile 

And what would be the lesson of that shiny southern day? 
Can we understand the message that the clowns sought to convey? 
Seems that when you’re fighting hatred, hatred’s not the thing to use! 
So here’s to those who march on in their big red floppy shoes 

(based on true events of May 26, 2007 – ©2007 David LaMotte)3 
 

 

What better way to fight evil than with laughter and celebration? 

 

Jesus is going down laughing.  Strutting to his grave with a sense of humor.  

It’s like he can see that death won’t have the last word.  No amount of violence or darkness can 

win.   

 

Sometimes I don’t feel like celebrating when the world is crashing down.   

Sometimes it is a discipline to practice celebration.  Sometimes, celebration and hope are a 

sacrifice. 

 

We are a people who are tasked with reminding the world that something else exists besides 

the insurmountable darkness. 

 

In high school, I had a friend who had cancer.  And my friends and I would visit her as she got 

her daily I.V. treatments.  And many of those days, we just sat together and talked. Or read 

books. Watched T.V. Took naps,  or passed the time.   

But then Halloween came.  And so I invited a couple other friends and we brought paper bags 

and markers with us.  And my friend was such a trooper, she went along with it and embraced 

the party.  We made paper-bag costumes, we made masks, vests, and giant shorts.  We 

became pirates, lions, and monsters.  We pretended to fight each other and sang “in the Jungle” 

and had sword fights.  And we have never forgotten that day.   

 

So when the world is crashing down.   

When you have reached the end of your rope… 

                                                
3 https://www.whiteflourbook.com/poem/ 



When the suffering of the world is just too overwhelming… 

 

Maybe it’s time to throw a celebration.   

 

Invite the friends over.  Break out the hymnals for a good-old-fashioned hymn sing.  Have a 

party! 

 

Be sure to make it a good one.  With lots of noise and fanfare.  Lots of friends and children.  

Laughter.  Bright colors.  Animals.  Clowns. Singing.    

 

 

And maybe, just maybe, the powers of darkness will stomp off in frustration saying, “See, this is 

getting us no-where, the whole world is following Jesus.” 

 

   


