
 
  
 
 Jesus rides into Jerusalem, according to Matthew, astride both a donkey and a colt, 
to find a city shaking in turmoil. 
 
 On Palm Sunday in previous years, I would be standing here in the chancel and can 
hear the excitement just on the other side of the Sanctuary doors in the Narthex. Children, 
youth, and adults are out there with their palm branches, receiving final instructions. 
They can barely contain themselves, and they march in, the one Sunday they are told they 
don’t have to use their inside voices.  
 
 I’m so happy that we were still able to hear those “Hosannas!” via video today, 
those cries of “save us,” which is what hosanna means, and it is the cry on so many lips 
this Palm Sunday.  
 
 But here on this day, in this city, this nation, this world, the cries of hosanna echo 
from mostly empty streets, closed stores, newly furloughed workers without a paycheck, 
empty sanctuaries, a falling stock market, and far too many people dying, and dying 
alone. If Jesus rode into our city, any city, it would be quiet, but the turmoil would be the 
same as it was long ago. On this Palm Sunday, all our cities are shaking. 
 
 The earth and the cities will shake again and again in Matthew’s Gospel. When 
Jesus breathes his last on the cross, Matthew says the earth shook. On Easter morning, 
Matthew says the earth shook and the stone was rolled away and the angel sat on top of it 
saying, “He is risen!” 
 
 And now the earth shakes again, reeling from the impacts of this virus – from 
Tokyo to New York to Nashville we shake, many among us, especially the most 
vulnerable among us, afraid of the effects of this sickness on our bodies and on our 
society. It is good to know that we are not the only ones who have been in turmoil, that 
the city of Jerusalem was shaking as well when Jesus rode into town. 
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 And what a sight he is. Only Matthew tells us that the city was shaking in turmoil. 
And only Matthew describes this awkward and odd scene of Jesus riding atop both a 
donkey and a colt.  
 
  Matthew gets our attention with this image. The full Zechariah text which 
Matthew quotes from says, “Lo, your king comes to you; triumphant and victorious is he, 
humble, and riding on a donkey, on a colt, the foal of a donkey.” Matthew leaves out 
“triumphant and victorious is he.” The king that enters Jerusalem is the true king, but he 
does not enter in triumph, he does not enter in victory, he enters in humility. To this 
shaking city comes not more violence, but peace. 
 
 A donkey in the Old Testament is a coronation animal, kings often rode into cities 
sitting on a donkey. A colt, a foal of a donkey, symbolizes peace. That Jesus sits on both 
indicates that he is a king, but not a king who comes to grind enemies to dust and build 
monuments of battle. Instead, he is a king who is obedient to a divine calling, accepting 
the role of God’s suffering Son.   
 
 Jesus rides into Jerusalem, the shaking city, filled with danger and brokenness and 
violence. He does not turn his head away; he does not change his way of peace. He sits 
atop two animals as a way of calling us to see him as a different kind of king. He is a king 
who comes to us, who is with us, who suffers alongside us. And in that suffering, 
culminating on the cross, he shows the depths of God’s love. It is that love which is 
sovereign and which we call upon to save us, it is that love that is stronger than any virus 
and that can hold us together and connect us deeply to one another and to the God who 
claims us. 
 
 Jesus, atop a donkey and a colt, the king of peace, by riding into town, proclaims 
that Rome cannot save the people, that we will not be saved by violence or selfishness, 
that truth is not to be found in blaming or hating, that the path through this shaking time 
is the path of compassion, the path of grace, the reaching out of our hands to one another  
and our hearts to God. That is what Palm Sunday meant in the first century and it is what 
it means in 2020 in the midst of our turmoil. The path of Christ, to the cross and the tomb 
and resurrection, is the path through this current crisis and through all our days. 
 
 Every week I have tried to set up a Zoom chat where anyone who wants to come 
and talk can do so. And every time, around twenty or so households join the call. I see 
young and old, children and youth and adults, sitting in living rooms, recliners, kitchen 
tables, back decks, all looking at their screens, at the faces of siblings in Christ. And I’ve 
decided to stop calling that space virtual space. Because the love that is shared there, the 
laughter and tears and prayers, the checking in with one another – it’s not virtual, it is 



real. And the hymns we sing and the worship we share is not virtual singing or virtual 
worship. It is real.  
 
 And the Christ who rides into town today is not virtual. He did not only ride long 
ago and far away. He rides into our midst here and now, still astride the donkey and the 
colt, still the king like no other, the king of peace. He still suffers with us, he still loves us 
to life, he is still making all things new.  
 
 So, wherever you are, no matter how badly you are shaking, no matter the turmoil 
you are in, you are not alone. Shout hosanna! Save us, Lord. And here and now, not 
virtually, but really, he does save us. Let us trust the promise. Hosanna! Blessed is he 
who comes in the name of the Lord. Hosanna in the highest. Amen.   


