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+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

Now when they drew near to Jerusalem and came to Bethphage, to the Mount of Olives, 

then Jesus sent two disciples, 2 saying to them, “Go into the village in front of you, and 

immediately you will find a donkey tied, and a colt with her. Untie them and bring them to 

me. 3 If anyone says anything to you, you shall say, ‘The Lord needs them,’ and he will send 

them at once.” 4 This took place to fulfill what was spoken by the prophet, saying, 5 “Say to 

the daughter of Zion, ‘Behold, your king is coming to you, humble, and mounted on a donkey, 

on a colt,[a] the foal of a beast of burden.’” 6 The disciples went and did as Jesus had 

directed them. 7 They brought the donkey and the colt and put on them their cloaks, and he 

sat on them. 8 Most of the crowd spread their cloaks on the road, and others cut branches 

from the trees and spread them on the road. 9 And the crowds that went before him and 

that followed him were shouting, “Hosanna to the Son of David! Blessed is he who comes in 

the name of the Lord! Hosanna in the highest!” 10 And when he entered Jerusalem, the whole 

city was stirred up, saying, “Who is this?” 11 And the crowds said, “This is the prophet 

Jesus, from Nazareth of Galilee.” 

+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++ 

“A Humble Coronation” 
 

 King of kings and Lord of lords!  That’s one of many 

descriptions or titles ascribed to our Jesus, our Christ, our 

Savior.  For the six Wednesdays during this Lententide, we’ve 

brought to bear the crosses of Lent and we have experienced the 

Passion of our Lord.  On this day, Palm Sunday/Passion Sunday we 

come to see the king entering Jerusalem for the final time! 

 

https://www.biblegateway.com/passage/?search=Matthew+21%3A1-11&version=ESV#fen-ESV-23829a
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Jesus Had to be the Real King! 

 He had to! 

 So when the word spread quickly that Jesus of Nazareth 

was headed into Jerusalem, it didn’t take long for the crowds to 

mobilize; no advanced planning was necessary.  They would place 

their outer robes on the road.  They would cut branches, palm 

branches, which had long been a tradition for the people as a way 

to greet a king.  They would sing, they would chant, in unison with 

children leading the way, “Hosanna to the Son of David! Blessed is 

He who comes in the name of the Lord!  Hosanna in the highest!” 

(Mt. 21:9), echoing the ancient psalmists.  Oh, yes, it would be a 

humble welcome from humble people, but it would be heartfelt, 

and He would know it as such.  He would see the longing in their 

eyes, the pleas from their lips. 

 But would he see the children?  Of course, for this great, 

great man—so they’d heard—had once lifted children, crying 

infants and babbling babes and wriggling toddlers, to His lap and 
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blessed them.  He loved children, and so, like onlookers at any 

parade, the children would be front and center, or at the very 

least, hoisted up on the shoulders of engaging adults. 

 Oh, how we love parades.  Oh, how we lift up leaders who’ll 

deliver us.  In this day and age, we relish the thought that 

terrorism will be cleansed once and for all.  But we live in a nation 

that elects presidents; few of us have a concept of kings, of 

royalty, or power and lifestyle that transcends our imaginations.  

That’s reserved for the few, the privileged, and the line-aged. 

 Excitement filled the air; anticipation prevailed.  And what 

great timing!  It was Passover in Jerusalem, and so the streets 

were busy with people, preparing for the annual time of 

remembering God’s redemption from oppression by the Egyptians 

so long ago.  It was about to happen again.  Herod would be 

history; Jesus was about to be crowned as King of Israel. 

 There were a few hitches, of course.  First of all, he came 

from the other side of the tracks—Nazareth, not Jerusalem.  His 
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father was a carpenter, not a king.  But then, David had been a 

shepherd boy.  That Jesus was riding on a donkey, and a borrowed 

one at that, was a bit out of character for a king, that that would 

only be temporary.  All in all, it was a humble coronation.  But 

then, truth be told, this was a humble man.  He sought disciples, 

not accolades; he ate more with sinners than with Pharisees; he 

touched lepers and talked with beggars.  It was about time that 

he got the recognition He deserved. 

 I wonder if, in the midst of their praises, they noticed His 

tear-stained eyes. For as He approached the city, He had wept 

(Luke 19:41).  Just as surely as he’d wept beside the grave of 

Lazarus, he had wept over Jerusalem’s spiritual decay.  He had 

wept over the depravity of the religious leaders.  He had wept 

over those children, knowing that many of them would still be 

alive to experience the destruction of Jerusalem forty years 

later.  He had wept over all these people, for he looked into their 

eyes and saw their helplessness and haplessness, as sheep without 
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a shepherd.  (Were these the same people who would later cry 

for His crucifixion?  I’d rather picture that those latter were 

trumped up for such an occasion, and the mouths of these poor 

souls would be rendered speechless as they watched the horror 

of their King, their last hope, being condemned to die.) 

 None of this is anything new, but every time I read this 

Palm Sunday Gospel, I marvel in amazement and bewilderment 

that Jesus came anyway and received the praises of such as 

these.  He knew full well what confronted Him; He knew full well 

the severity of pain and punishment that waited His body.  He 

came with a heavy heart, but He came anyway.  Sometimes I 

cringe when I think of our Lord riding on that borrowed donkey, 

looking like a king—sort of—when He, in fact, is the King of kings! 

 Why’d he do it?  Why did He come?  Because He loved those 

people.  For Jesus to receive these songs and chants of praise 

was a supreme act of grace on them, accepting them as they are 
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and reaching out to them with compassion and care; and yes, with 

weeping. 

 He loves us.  He knows our hearts and minds; He knows that 

our various acts of worship are not always pure; He knows that 

there are times when we want a god who will wave a magic wand 

and take away our troubles, our pain.  Even back on Palm Sunday, 

Christ knew that the Church that would bear His name would have 

pockets of misguided loyalties and priorities and idolatries.  But 

He came into this world anyway: to forgive our sins.  To declare 

us free from the tyranny of Satan.  To feed us with bread and 

wine. 

 And to receive our worship.  He invites and even encourages 

us to fill our hearts and voices, in honor and glory, for our sakes, 

not His.  Worship is not so much His need as ours. 

 And so we shall worship, not just today but on the other 

days of Holy Week.  And as we do, recall the tear-stained eyes of 

our Lord as He made His way into Jerusalem and to the Temple, 
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to the Upper Room and to the cross and to the grave.  And weep 

with Him.  Weep with tears of repentance over our sins.  Ah, but 

mingle such tears with those of joy, that He—the King of kings 

and Lord of lords—came anyway.  Amen. 


