
#1  Disciple sent to fetch the donkey—John Davis 

 

Jesus sent us to get the donkey. He told me and the other disciple exactly 

where we would find it. He promised that when we entered the village it 

would be right there. He promised that we could take that donkey. And 

if anyone asked us what we were doing, that we should say that the Lord 

needed it. So we went to the village and sure enough, there was the 

donkey, just like Jesus had said. And we told the people that the Lord 

needed it, and just like that-- just like Jesus promised-- we had a donkey. 

That little donkey was so small. It was just a baby—a foal that had never 

been ridden before. The poor little thing was nervous and bewildered. 

And when Jesus got on him, I admit, it looked silly. A full-grown man 

and a pile of cloaks on a little donkey. It did not make Jesus look very 

impressive. Not as impressive he would have looked riding a warhorse 

or a stallion. How could anyone look impressive on a donkey?-- a little 

donkey?-- who was working his little legs like mad, looking as if he 

might collapse at any moment?  

And then add to that the crowd that followed Jesus on his little donkey 

shouting, “Hosanna! Hosanna! Blessed is the one who comes in the 

name of the Lord! Blessed in the coming kingdom of David!” It looked 

downright comical. But up we went to Jerusalem with that little, 

overburdened donkey. Up from the Mount of Olives. Up to the great 

Temple itself, with all the Passover festival crowds.  



Was this how it was meant to be? Was this how the Messiah was to 

arrive? Was this how God’s hero would come to deliver us from our 

enemies?  

The prophet Zechariah had promised it would be so: “Look, your king 

comes to you; triumphant and victorious is he, humble and riding on a 

donkey, on a colt, the foal of a donkey.” This is how the Messiah would 

come to bring God’s kingdom. This is how he would come to bring 

peace. Not on a chariot or a warhorse or with a mighty parade of 

soldiers. He would come on a little donkey.  

So that’s how Jesus came into Jerusalem--the Powerful, Mighty Messiah 

of God-- arriving without any symbols of power at all. Without a 

weapon or a warhorse. He came in the name of the Lord-- on behalf of 

God, on a donkey--to offer us peace. And I hope that is what will come 

of this. I hope that’s what Jesus is promising: peace. Because I am tired 

of war. I am tired of the violence in this world. I’m tired of the 

aggression of the Roman Empire. I am tired of the battles between the 

political factions. I am tired of the religious zealots calling everyone to 

arms. Jesus, you came into Jerusalem on a little donkey to bring us 

peace. Isn’t that right, Jesus? Isn’t it peace that you are promising us? 

 

  



#2   Woman with alabaster jar—Sarah Wilson 

 

I could feel the tension in the air. Everyone could feel at Simon’s house 

in Bethany. It was the Festival of the Passover. And every year, 

Jerusalem was filled with pilgrims. The whole city simmered with 

religious passion. And nationalistic pride. And anti-Roman sentiment.  

This year during Passover, the tension was even higher. Because my 

Lord Jesus had come to Jerusalem. And he had done some provocative 

things. He had said some provocative words. He had ridden a donkey up 

to the gates of the city with a crowd shouting “Hosanna”. And then he 

had gone into the temple and overturned the tables of the money 

changers. It had enraged the scribes and the elders and the Pharisees. It 

was the last straw for them. They had had enough of Jesus. 

It was no secret they wanted to get rid of him. We knew what they were 

planning. We could feel the tension building. And soon, something 

would happen-- which is why I went to Simon’s house in Bethany. 

Because I knew that something was about to happen to Jesus. I knew 

that this might be my last chance to see him-- to say something to him, 

to do something for him. It was my last chance to see him before, well… 

before the end. 

On a whim, I took a jar of ointment with me. It was the most precious 

thing I had. I kept that alabaster jar on the highest shelf in my house. It 



was so precious. And it was meant for something special, something 

holy-- for one of those once-in-a-lifetime moments. 

And this was that moment. In the middle of all the tension, and the 

anxiety of his disciples, and the explosive anger of the world, and the 

plotting and the scheming of his enemies, I took down that alabaster jar 

and I took it to Simon’s house. And I sat down beside him, knowing I 

was doing something a decent, respectable woman never does. And I 

poured the ointment out on my Lord’s head. 

You would have thought I had spilled hot soup on him, the way they 

scolded me and criticized me. What a waste!, they said. What a disgrace! 

What a foolish thing to do! All that expensive ointment poured all over 

the Lord. What nonsense! It could have been used for something better. 

It could have been sold and the money could have provided food for the 

poor. Tsk. Tsk. You silly woman. Go away and be a silly woman 

somewhere else. 

But you came to my defense, Lord. You said that what I did was good. 

You said that I would be remembered for it. You received my gift and 

said it meant the world to you-- that I had anointed you and honored 

you; and that my act of extravagant love was just what you needed. In 

the middle of the tension and the conflict and the fear, you said my 

costly act of love mattered to you--that it even prepared you for your 

death.  



I don’t want to think about your death. I don’t want to hear you talk 

about it. I don’t want you to confirm my worst fears-- that soon you will 

be gone and that we will be left to mourn you and bury your body. But I 

know it’s just a matter of time. So, promise me that in the face of the 

hatred, my love will matter. In the face of the fear, my love will matter. 

In the valley of the shadow of death, love that pours itself out for others 

will matter. Promise me, Lord. Promise me it will be so. 

 

  



#3   Judas Iscariot—Jim Costigan 

 

You promised you would change the world, Jesus. You promised me-- 

Judas Iscariot. You promised all of the disciples-- that things would be 

different. You promised that everything was about to change and that the 

Kingdom of God was at hand. So I followed you. I listened to you. I 

dedicated my life to you. 

As your disciple, I took in every lesson that you taught. I witnessed 

every miracle that you performed. I saw everything that you did. I saw 

you heal lepers--and cast out demons—and calm the great storms—and 

feed the multitudes and even raise the dead. I saw what you could do. I 

saw your strength and your power. And I knew it was from God. 

And you knew your power was from God, too. But you didn’t seem to 

know how to use that power. You squandered your miracles. You spent 

your energy on the poor and the marginalized-- the women, the children, 

the Gentiles. What did they matter -- when it was everything else that 

truly mattered?!  What should have mattered was attacking the 

establishment. And toppling the false rulers. And exposing the frauds at 

the temple. And you had the power to do that. But you squandered that 

power. Just like that woman with the ridiculous jar of ointment-- pouring 

it out over you and wasting it all. And then you defended her actions. It 

was so typical of you. So Typical.  



So now I must do what I must do. I must make you reveal your power to 

the world. I must force your hand. Otherwise nothing in this world will 

change. 

I have gone to the chief priests. I have promised to betray you-- for thirty 

pieces of silver. Those silver pieces feel so heavy in my pocket--and yet 

they feel like nothing at all. Jesus, I loved you, but I was so frustrated 

with you. I followed you, but I was so disappointed in you. Thirty pieces 

of silver is how much it will cost to get you to act. It’s how much it will 

cost me to get you to use that power of yours. 

It was the only way. It was the only way to make you claim your throne 

and take your rightful place as King. Oh, they might arrest you. They 

might come at you with soldiers and weapons and death threats-- but 

they won’t hurt you. They won’t harm you. How could they? How could 

you let them--- when you have all the power in the world to stop them?  

Surely you will fight. Surely you will not let them take you. Surely you 

will not allow them to humiliate you. If you really are the Son of God, 

then surely, you will not let them kill you. Promise me that they won’t. 

Promise me you will defend yourself--and that you will overcome their 

tyranny and their oppression. Promise me-- if you can-- that you will 

change everything. 


