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“We confess that Jesus Christ is Lord!”
Philippians 2:5-11 & Mark 11:1-11
  
My earliest memories of watching a parade occurred five decades ago in Kona in the summer and winter months in 1956.  In mid-June there was the annual Kamehameha Day Parade in Kailua town.  The parade route began at the St. Michael’s Catholic Church and ended at the banyan tree near the Kailua wharf.

I was drawn to the sounds of marching bands and the sight of päÿü riders or women on horseback wearing long colorful flowing skirts and the paniolo or cowboys that accompanied them.  Along with my brother and cousins, we would always make the effort to find the best seat for viewing – whether it was on a section of the high sea wall that kept the waves from washing over the road or in a tree near Huliheÿe Palace across the street from Mokuaikaua Church.


The occasion was to remember and honor the legacy of Kamehameha, the warrior-king, who united the islands of Hawaiÿi into a nation by conquest and diplomacy.  The highlight of the parade always included a float upon which the members of the royal family were represented.  


I was always struck by the ways in which each person sought to clothe themselves with strength and dignity.  They stood tall and it made me want to stand tall too.  At the time I am not certain that I understood all of that but what I do remember was the excitement of the crowds that gathered each year.  


I also remember the excitement of the crowds that gathered every year in the small town of Kainaliu on the upper slopes of Hualalai.  In the old days Kainaliu was the commercial hub of the coffee farming community.


There was a movie theater, a bowling alley, a jeweler, a bakery, several general stores, a five-and-dime store, a gas station, a shoe store, a coffee mill, a flower farm at one end of town, a church, and a bar.  The merchants were keen on taking advantage of the holiday shopping habits of the residents of our community.


Once each year on a designated weekend the word would go out reminding everyone that the annual Christmas parade was due to take place the last Saturday before Christmas.  There were no päÿü riders but there was at least one marching band.  The Boys Scouts would march and the Girls Scouts too.  


It didn’t matter that we remembered anyone else.  What mattered was knowing that at the very end of the parade there would be the sure and certain appearance of the town fire engine. 
Sitting high on the back end would be good old Santa Claus dressed in a red suit that would have made him look Chinese if he wasn't wearing that fake white beard, mustache and hair and especially since we all knew it was Mr. Ching that dressed up in that outfit anyway.

High from his perch Mr. Ching, 'r Santa, would toss out candy as though they were the baubles and beads that were tossed at Madri Gras in New Orleans every year.  He would fling them from one side of the fire truck to the other.  Along the top on both sides of the fire engine Santa relied on others to help with tossing out more candy.


I am not sure there was much of a lesson to be learned from Santa’s annual appearance.  There certainly was very little dignity to speak of as we shouted and scurried about to collect our share of candy.  But I do remember the excitement of children and adults.  



We know there were no marching bands, päÿü riders, Boys Scout, Girls Scouts, and thankfully no Santa Claus when Jesus made the journey to Jerusalem for the last time on Palm Sunday centuries ago.  But in our reading from The Gospel According to Mark we are made aware the one element that is a part of any parade.  There was great, great excitement.   
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Ironically, the excitement that was generated by Jesus’ presence on that Palm Sunday long ago was a celebration that took place near the city, but not in the city.  The story is filled with allusions to the Old Testament.  Whatever the people may have expected of a Messiah, Mark presents and reinterprets those expectations.  

The people understood that the Mount of Olives was associated in the Old Testament (Zechariah 14:4) with the arrival of the Messiah.  They understood that garments were thrown on the ground to welcome an anointed king (2 Kings 9:13) and that waving palm branches was a part of celebration.  There was indeed great, great excitement that day among the crowds that had gathered outside the gates of the city.

But in contrast to the expectation of a militant Messiah from the line of King David, Jesus arrives riding on the back of a colt or donkey.  Military leaders rode on horses, messengers of peace rode on donkeys. 


What makes Mark’s account significant for us is his stress on three things.  First, Jesus is the Lord of his destiny.  He is a reliable prophet whose word is verified (Mark 11:1-8, 14:12-16).  


Second, Jesus is a peaceful Messiah who prepares for the coming of God’s kingdom (Mark 11:10).  Third, Jesus is acclaimed (Mark 11:7-10) and denounced by others (Mark 11:18; 12:12).


It is this acclamation that we find in our reading from The Letter of Paul to the Philippians.  It is one that we ultimately make for ourselves when we confess that Jesus Christ is Lord. 

Such an acclamation, such a confession will require that we let the same mind be in us

that was in Jesus Christ.  We must be humble as he was humble.  We must love as he loved.  We must doing nothing from selfish ambition or conceit.  We must look to the interests of others and not only to our own interests (Philippians 2:2-4).
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We must not presume that our confession of faith is to be used as a way to compel others to do the same.  After all, it is God who will cause others to confess that Jesus Christ is Lord.  


For me confessing Jesus Christ as Lord is a risky lifelong venture.  How I look at the world and how I understand my place in the world is based on my confession that he is Lord.


Ultimately I do not owe my allegiance to any flag or any nation or any government.  I do not owe my allegiance to any political, economic, social, or religious system.  I do not owe my allegiance to any king or emperor, warlord or dictator, prime minister or president.  I do not owe my allegiance to any race, clan or tribe. I do not even owe my allegiance to my family.  


By confessing Jesus Christ as Lord, my ultimate allegiance - our ultimate allegiance - is to him and to him alone.  I make no judgments of the allegiances others have made.  

As we come to the close of this season of Lent we are mindful that our journey of faith is one that will take us into the future.  As we continue our journey we look for the rainbow.  We follow the way of the cross.  We proclaim Christ crucified.  We celebrate God’s mercy. We hope for the resurrected life.  We confess that Jesus Christ is Lord!


“Hosanna!” Indeed.  “Blessed is the one who comes in the name of the Lord.”

“Hosanna in the highest heaven!”
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