
Mar. 28, 2021 -- (Palm Sunday, Triumphal Entry) 

Sermon Text – Luke 19:29-44 

 

- When [Jesus] had come near Bethphage and Bethany, at the place called the Mount 

of Olives, he sent two of the disciples, saying, “Go into the village ahead of you, and as 

you enter it you will find tied there a colt that has never been ridden.  Untie it and bring 

it here…”  Then they brought it to Jesus; and after throwing their cloaks on the colt, they 

set Jesus on it…As he rode along, people kept spreading their cloaks on the road…the 

whole multitude of the disciples began to praise God joyfully with a loud voice for all 

the deeds of power that they had seen, saying, “Blessed is the king who comes in the 

name of the Lord!  Peace in heaven, and glory in the highest heaven!” - 

 

Oh, what a day!  What a wonderful day!  I’ve never seen so many people all together 

in one place!  And they were all looking at me!  At least, they were all looking in my 

direction, though I suspect they were actually looking at the man I was carrying on 

my back.  You see, I am the donkey, the “colt,” as Luke calls me, indicating that I 

was a young donkey and noting that no one had ever ridden on me before.  This was 

one of those special jobs, that required a special individual, who was specially 

chosen for just this task.  I don’t really know how Jesus picked me.  All I know is that 

he told his disciples to go on ahead of him into the village and I’d be there.  So, they 

did what he said.  They entered the town.  And there I was, tied up on the side of the 

road, where my owner had left me.  They came over to me.  Untied me.  And started 

to lead me away.  Now, some people say that donkeys are stubborn.  Maybe, some 

are.  Maybe, they act up.  Maybe, they don’t like to cooperate.  But I sensed that 

something was going on here that I really didn’t want to mess with, so I just went 

along.  It was the people who jumped in to try to put a stop to what the disciples were 

doing.  You can’t blame them.  From their perspective, it seemed like the disciples 

were stealing me.  They knew my owner and they were looking out for him.  They 

didn’t want his young donkey to go missing at the hands of robbers, so they came 

over and asked what the men were doing and they said, “The Lord needs it.”  That’s 

not really an explanation, but somehow it seemed to be a satisfactory answer.  “The 

Lord needs it.”  “Well.  Okay then.  Take him away!” 

 

 So, off I went, back outside the village to where the Lord was waiting.  Now, 

another thing you need to know about donkeys is that we’re pretty perceptive.  Re-

member that story in the Old Testament you heard last summer about the donkey 

who could see the angels blocking his path, even when his owner couldn’t?  Donkeys 

are like that.  We see things.  We sense realities.  We understand what’s happening 

around us.  And we’re pretty good judges of character.  Something about the one to 

whom they led me, gave me a lot of confidence.  He seemed kind and loving and 
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set on what he was doing.  So, when the disciples threw a couple coats across my 

back and helped him to get up and sit on them, I didn’t resist.  It seemed like, what-

ever we were doing, it was important, like suddenly I had discovered my calling.  He 

needed a means of transportation, and I was the one who needed to make it hap-

pen.  I mean, who else was he going to choose?  A camel?  I don’t think so.  Too 

wobbly, and not good in a crowd.  A horse?  No.  Not good either.  Too fierce.  

They’re made for fighting, not for one who comes in peace.  But a donkey…we’re 

steady.  We’re steadfast.  We have stamina.  We can resist uncomfortable conditions, 

and we can carry just about anything.  So, what could be better than a donkey?  

We’re ready for anything! 

 

 You see?  That’s why I was the perfect choice.  The Lord seems to have had this 

all thought out.  There was a tradition, at least among those who remembered it, of 

kings who rode on donkeys.  And they weren’t just any, old kings.  They were the best 

kings, kings like David and Solomon.  And the prophet Zechariah had talked about a 

new king who would come one day, “humble and riding on a donkey, on a colt, the 

foal of a donkey.”  See?  That’s me!  I was prophesied!  And I think Jesus was trying to 

make a point by riding on me.  He knew who he was and he wanted the people to 

know it too.  He was coming as a king, but not as a conqueror.  He was coming to 

bring peace, not only to his people, but to all the world.  Again, the prophet 

Zechariah had proclaimed it long ago, “He shall command peace to the nations; his 

dominion shall be from sea to sea, and from the River to the ends of the earth.”  So, 

we set out, headed down from the Mt. of Olives and into the city of Jerusalem. 

 

 But a funny thing happened when we got to the brow of the hill.  Suddenly, his 

legs tightened around my sides and he grabbed the hair on the back of my neck.  I 

sensed that he wanted to stop, so I stood still and just took in the scene for a moment.  

There, before us, was the Holy City, and foremost, right in front of us, the temple, sitting 

atop the hill on the opposite side of the valley, with its gleaming, white marble walls 

and its shining, golden decorations.  I think that sight really got to him.  As we paused, 

tears started running down his cheeks, and I could hear him crying quietly.  He was  

muttering under his breath, whispering really, so that the others probably couldn’t 

hear, “If only…”  “If only you had recognized the things that make for peace.”  “If 

only…”  “But you don’t, so the day is going to come when all this will be destroyed, 

and not one stone will be left upon another.”  “If only…you had recognized that your 

God was coming to you, but you wouldn’t.  You’d get caught up for a bit, in the 

excitement of the moment, but it won’t last.”  He knew that, and it made him sad. 

 

 After a moment, the feeling seemed to leave him and we proceeded on, down 
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from the Mt. of Olives, through the Kidron Valley, and into the city itself.  All along the 

way, the streets were crowded with people.  More people than I had ever seen, right 

on top of one another.  Some of the people threw their coats down on the road in 

front of me.  I had to watch my step, so as to not trip and fall, but we donkeys are 

pretty sure-footed.  This was another sign that my passenger was royalty.  There was 

another tradition that was quite popular.  It said that kings should not travel on used 

highways.  They needed new roads to carry their royal personages.  The coats had 

that effect.  They made the surface of the road new before the king who was riding 

on my back.  And everywhere we went, the people were calling out to him in the 

words of Psalm 118, “Blessed is the king who comes in the name of the Lord!  Peace in 

heaven, and glory in the highest heaven!”  I have to say, for that one day, the people 

seemed to get it.  Maybe their leaders didn’t, but the ordinary folk seemed to 

understand.  The leaders said that everyone should be quiet.  I don’t think they liked 

the idea of attracting all that attention, but what could we do about it?  The people 

had sensed that something big was about to happen; and besides, Jesus told them, 

“If everyone were silent, even the stones would shout out.”  Sounds kind of strange, I 

suppose, but have you ever tried to quiet a shouting stone and keep it from making 

noise when it’s decided that’s what it wants?  I didn’t think so. 

 

 Now, I’ve always been a little leery of crowds.  They can be fickle and they 

seem to have a mind of their own.  For that one day everything was going so well, but 

it wasn’t going to last.  I think that’s why it filled Jesus with such sorrow to see the Holy 

City.  He knew today’s cheering and adoration wasn’t going to keep going.  The 

people would turn on him in no time.  His kingship was so different from what they 

expected.  He wasn’t the conquering hero they were looking for.  He wasn’t going to 

overthrow the Roman government or replace King Herod on the throne.  He was there 

to show God’s love and demonstrate the ways of God’s mercy and forgiveness.  It 

only took a very few days and these same people, who today were shouting 

“Hosanna!” when I carried him down that hill, would be yelling for him to be crucified!  

That made me sad.  If only they had helped to carry him as I did.  Maybe they would 

have understood more clearly what he was all about.  I don’t think that they would 

have wanted to kill him, but they did.  They just couldn’t see that he was bringing 

them one of God’s greatest gifts, so they had to get rid of him.  But this is God’s story.  

You know that.  And God changes things.  They don’t always work out the way the 

people intended them.  But that’s a story for another time!  You’ll have to come back 

if your want to hear about that one! 

 

        Amen. 


