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     Whenever you travel to the mountains here in North Carolina you will see several places offering you the 

opportunity to go gem mining.  When you go into many of these places you pay for a bucket that is filled with 

rocks and dirt.  You then pour some of the contents of the bucket into this container that has a screen on the 

bottom and you start sifting through the rocks and the dirt hoping to find some gems.  The first time I saw one 

of these places, I immediately thought of some of those classic images of the Old West with the old gold miner 

looking through the creek beds of the mountains, with his donkey loaded up with supplies by his side.  I learned 

that miners did not use horses in those days because they were not sure footed enough to travel through the 

rough terrain and the narrow winding trails.  But donkeys were different.  They could handle the rough terrain 

while carrying what looked like a ton of supplies on their backs. 

     Today tourists can relive the experience of donkey travel when they visit the Grand Canyon.  What’s 

interesting is that donkeys apparently walk very close to the edge of the canyon trails, thus sometimes making it 

a little scary for tourists who are riding them.  It seems that donkeys feel safe and secure when they can see 

where the edge is or where danger lies.  So what unnerves a donkey is knowing an edge is near, but not being 

able to see it. 

     In our Gospel lesson for today it’s very easy to get swept up in the celebration of Jesus’ entrance into 

Jerusalem.  For once it seems like everyone around Jesus is supportive of Him.  For once everyone appears to 

be excited about His presence as people waved palm branches; and for once the crowds are confident in his 

abilities as people shouted, “Hosanna,” (which means “Lord, save us”) “Blessed is He who comes in the name 

of the Lord.  Blessed is the King of Israel.”  Just imagine what it might have been like if you were there.  If you 

are a child, I’m sure you would have been filled with all kinds of excitement.  You may not have understood 

exactly what was going on, but you probably would have known from everyone there that a king was coming.  

And I’m sure you would have shouted, with all the grown-ups around you, “Hosanna!” 

     Imagine if you were a visitor in Jerusalem that day.  News about Jesus had been spreading all around Judea 

and Galilee concerning His teachings and miracles, especially having raised Lazarus recently from the dead, 

and maybe you would be wondering, “Could this Jesus really be the long-awaited Messiah who would save His 

people and reestablish David’s kingdom?”  And so when you heard the noise and saw the crowds, you gladly 

joined in with their shouts of joy to welcome Him. 

     Imagine if you lived in Jerusalem.  You would probably be very excited that Jesus was coming to the area 

again and hopeful that He really was the king and Messiah that everyone said He was.  After all, it would be 

nice to have someone else in charge of Jerusalem.  The Romans took too much in taxes and the Pharisees made 

life very unpleasant with their strict rules they said you had to follow in order to please God; plus Jesus had 

stood up to them in the past.  So you would probably be happy to join the crowd in shouting their happy 

hosannas, waving palm branches, and pledging your allegiance to this new King and Savior. 

     But there were 2 things that really stood out among all of the cheering and shouting on Sunday.  First, the 

cheering and shouting indicated that there was still a general misconception about Jesus’ true identity, because 

Monday was a different story.  It might have even been a letdown for many people, because Jesus didn’t 

remove any of the Roman authorities or raise an army.  Yes, He went into the temple and kicked out the money 

changers and others who were ripping people off with their unfair business practices, but that wasn’t exactly 

“King-like” behavior.  It was a start, but you might have started wondering if you were a little premature with 

your cheering the day before. 

     As Tuesday, Wednesday, and Thursday passed, you probably would have had even more questions and more 

doubts.  All that faith you put into this Jesus as a new king now would have seemed out of place as the only 

thing He appeared to want to do was talk religion.  And then came Friday.  Where would your faith be on 

Friday?  Would you have been part of that angry mob shouting, “Crucify Him?” 

     What happened between the palms of Sunday and the cross of Friday?  Where was Sunday’s faith on Friday?  

Some would say that we should be asking ourselves the same question, because we have the same problem 

today.  Many times our Sunday faith does not match up with our Fridays.  We talk a great talk on Sunday 

morning as we sing our hosannas and praise the name of Jesus, but often we fail to follow through with our 



lives the rest of the week.  It’s like the child who says, “OK, mom and dad, I’ll clean up my room,” but then 

doesn’t do it, because they really don’t feel like doing it.  It’s like that pet sin that you repent of at the beginning 

of every week, only to return to it later on of every week as though God isn’t watching. 

     In other words, it’s the disconnect between what you say one day and what you do the next.  Your faith is 

eager and thankful on Sunday, but where is it on Friday?  There are all sorts of reasons for this kind of 

inconsistency.  You “forget” to do something, because you really didn’t want to do it in the first place.  You 

break a promise, because it’s too much trouble to keep it.  You fail to follow through on a commitment, because 

it’s just too much work or you found something else you’d rather do.  This lack of integrity is bad enough in 

human relationships, but it’s terribly tragic when it intrudes on our relationship with Christ.  And this happens, 

just as surely as it did for the people along the Palm Sunday parade.   

     The second thing that stood out in the midst of the Palm Sunday cheering was what Jesus was riding.  While 

Jesus chose to ride on a donkey when entering Jerusalem in order to fulfill the Old Testament prophecy of 

Zechariah who said, “…your king is coming, seated on a donkey;” I believe Jesus also picked a donkey because 

donkeys were work horses.  They were often used by hard working laborers, landowners, and merchants to 

accomplish the simple tasks of daily life.  So Jesus riding on a donkey into Jerusalem to the shouts of 

“Hosanna,” not only showed that He was the King of Kings and Lord of Lords, but that He was also a servant of 

servants, a work horse.  Jesus certainly entered Jerusalem with a royal procession, but He rode on an animal that 

represented a lowly peasant.  Plus, riding on a donkey doesn’t put one high above everyone else, like a horse, it 

really puts a rider at eye level with everyone standing in the crowd.  Therefore, Jesus basically rides into 

Jerusalem in the midst of the crowd, at the same level as everyone else as though He is a part of everyone there. 

     In our world, when someone famous promotes or uses a product, that product will be purchased, used, and 

even glorified by many people.  Even though Jesus, the Savior of the world, rode a donkey, donkeys today are 

still not a glorified animal.  Children do not dream of riding a donkey across a field or going to donkey camp.  

The Kentucky Derby doesn’t consist of a herd of donkeys running around the track.  And everyone from 

Shakespeare to Disney knows that fools are usually depicted as donkeys.   

     Yet if the mission of the church is to carry Jesus into the world, then each of us is called to be a donkey.  

There’s no particular glory in being a donkey.  There’s only long trails, rough roads, heavy loads, and little or 

no recognition for a completed job done well. 

     Of course, donkeys are known for one other characteristic – they can be stubborn and stiff-necked.  From the 

early days of the Old Testament, when God’s people wandered in the wilderness for 40 years, God’s people 

have often been identified as stubborn and stiff-necked.  Perhaps this same stiff-necked quality added to Jesus’ 

choice of the donkey – a stubborn animal with a mind of its own, even though it would work hard and long.  

Sound familiar?  Do you know anyone like that? 

     The question I leave with you this morning is this:  Will you be a donkey?  God is looking for donkeys who 

will carry Jesus wherever they go.  Will you be a donkey who will walk the edges between this world and the 

next, between hate and love, between war and peace?  Will you be a donkey, humble enough to carry the 

burdens of others, but also willing to go the extra mile for your neighbors?  Will you be a donkey and carry the 

love of Jesus to others, without expecting anything in return?  Which of you will be a donkey on this Palm 

Sunday and every day this week?  


