
 
 

Palm Sunday was only a few weeks away when our 
pastor had asked me if I could help out during the 
upcoming Palm Sunday service. Our pastor was 
hoping that I would play the part of Jesus and lead 
a donkey through the sanctuary during the service 
on Palm Sunday. The congregation would be 
cheering, waving palm branches and would lay 
down their cloaks in the church aisle, kinda like 
when Jesus entered Jerusalem.  

 
I have some experience with horses, and donkeys and horses are somewhat related, 
particularly with their skittish, take flight from any danger behavior. In my mind I quickly 
envisioned leading a donkey, which I have had no previous experience with, through a 
church full of screaming people, waving spooky leafy things in the air, and asking this 
donkey to walk over a bunch of scary things laying on the floor. This donkey will 
certainly turn into an uncontrollable beast. Not to mention that we are talking about an 
animal, that doesn’t necessarily know how to control its bowels. And I was positive any 
donkey that is forced into such situation will be scared nearly half out its mind and will 
surely leave a pile of fertilizer in front of the pulpit.  
 
Well, I am certainly someone that is willing to help out when asked, especially when 
God is asking. And I love animals and enjoy working with them, but to take the chance 
of being humiliated in front of a church full of people. Nope, no way, I’m much smarter 
than that. I figured I could help out by doing everything, except the part I was asked to 
do, the part of being Jesus and leading a donkey through the sanctuary. I told our 
pastor that I have a truck and trailer, I can go and pick up the donkey, bring it to the 
church before service, and then Jesus,(anyone but me) can lead the donkey through 
the sanctuary, amongst the cheering crowd of people and utter chaos. I will even 
volunteer to cleanup any stinky mess that the donkey would leave behind. My offer was 
accepted, and I was relieved that I wouldn’t have to go through the embarrassment of 
leading an unruly wild donkey in front of the whole congregation. So I thought.  
 

So the day before Palm Sunday I picked up 
Winston, a very friendly and cute donkey. Did 
you know that a donkey is the only animal in 
the world that has a cross on its back? When 
Jesus rode the colt of a donkey into Jerusalem, 
he literally rode on a cross. Anyway I brought 
Winston home, and I quickly became his best 
friend. He really liked being with me; can’t 
blame him really, what’s not to like.  

 
Palm Sunday morning came, and off we were to church with Winston. We parked in 
back of the church, so we did not cause a scene and to keep this event a surprise to the 



congregation. When most everyone was seated and the service had started, I lead 
Winston in through the front doors of the church and into the narthex. Winston was a bit 
nervous, certainly understandable I guess, so he stuck close to my side, me being his 
new best friend and all. But he was handling it all quite well. Little did he know that his 
new best friend will soon abandon him. We met up with Jesus, (the guy that was going 
to be embarrassed by leading a donkey in front of all them people; sure glad it wasn’t 
me). So far so good, the service had started and very few people even knew that there 
was a donkey in the building. I handed over Winston to Jesus so I could stay hidden 
safely in the narthex out of sight. And then on cue, off Jesus and Winston started into 
the sanctuary. So I thought. Have you ever heard a donkey bray? That loud HEE HAW, 
HEE HAW sound they make when calling out. It was like blowing a trumpet upon his 
entrance into Jerusalem. Anyway, Winston was not the least bit impressed with having 
to leave my side.  Well Winston’s brakes were working quite well, and he had no 
intention of leaving his new best friend, especially not to follow a stranger dressed as 
Jesus into a crowd of people cheering and waving palm branches. This was gonna go 
beyond embarrassment for this poor guy playing the part of Jesus.  
 
 

I certainly felt bad for Jesus pulling and 
tugging on Winston’s lead rope.  Well, I guess 
I can give Winston a little push to encourage 
him a bit, but only partway through the door 
though. Maybe only a few people will see me 
pushing this stubborn donkey.  I don’t think 
anyone hardly noticed Jesus leading Winston. 
I’m pretty sure they were all too busy 
watching me push a stubborn donkey up one 
side of the sanctuary, across the church and 
in the front of the pulpit, and then back down 
the other side.   

 
As an afterthought, it sure would of been a whole lot easier and less embarrassing to 
just follow God’s plan and do what I was asked to do.  It was an honor to be asked to 
play the part of Jesus, but I wasn’t seeing it at the time, because I was too worried 
about being embarrassed. Winston would have followed me anywhere, because he 
trusted me, the way I should of trusted God. Pushing a donkey through a church service 
must have been enough of a lesson for me because I didn’t have to clean up any poop. 
Thank you, Lord!  
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