
The Gospel Stories of Jesus© by Deacon Dick Folger  •  pastoralcenter.com  •  Year A-Matthew

17

Passion Sunday - Matthew 21: 1-11

Triumph and 
tragedy…

They led the donkey to him. Her back was draped 
with heavy cloths to make a soft saddle. Jesus hiked his 
robe up and swung his right leg over the animal’s back 
and seated himself. Taking up the reins he began to ride 
toward mighty Jerusalem. The city’s walls and parapets 
soared skyward  just across the Kidron Valley. A large 
crowd cheered as Jesus approached. The disciples marched 
proudly behind him. 

The people began making a green highway for him 
with hundreds of palm branches which they laid in his 
path.

From the topmost towers on the city wall adjoining 
the fortress Antonia, one of the Roman guards looked 
down on this moment of great triumph.  

“Hey, take a look at this,” he called, motioning for his 
fellow guard to join him at the wall.

“Who’s this guy?”  the other guard asked as he looked 
down at Jesus and his entourage making their way up the 
Kidron grade.

“I don’t know. He might be important. You think we 
better report this to Quintus?”

Another intoxicating roar of greeting erupted from 
the crowd and James grinned happily at John. They raised 
their own hands sending out their “royal” greeting to the 
citizenry. Ahead Jesus rocked from the jerky gait of the 
small donkey. He was the poetic fulfillment of the Prophet 
Zechariah’s words: “Shout for joy, Jerusalem, your king 
shall come to you, a just savior, meek and riding on an 
ass.”

Jesus noticed he was gripping the reins too tightly. 
His forlorn expression reflected the anxiety gnawing in his 
heart. There he wrestled with fear of the opposite side of 
the moment. His triumphal ride was taking him closer his 
own death. In the midst of this adulation and popularity, 
Jesus sensed that a dark end awaited him within the walls 
of the city. The cheering would change to jeering.  

The little donkey knew the way and kept plodding up 

the hill. As they passed by hundreds of welcomers lining 
the roadway, Jesus tried to smile. He only managed a weak 
grin that looked more like a grimace.

The afternoon sun beamed down on the happy faces 
and this moment of worldly exaltation. Too soon another 
afternoon sun would become dark and the thunderous sky 
would spark with lightning. Each crackle of blue light 
would paint flash images of sorrowful faces at the foot of 
the cross. Jesus’ triumph would become tragedy and the 
tragedy would become his triumph.


Jesus showed great courage and obedience when 

he entered Jerusalem for the last time. His triumphal 
procession on Passion Sunday is a reminder for us that 
all worldly triumphs are short-lived. Real triumph is 
born slowly from patient endurance and unswerving 
faith. The real kingdom is not of this world.


