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The wonderful Passion season is with us again, that time of year when in a special way 

we commemorate the suffering and death of our Lord Jesus Christ in our behalf. 

A sad time, you say?  Yet, it is—from one point of view.  The sufferings of loved ones 

always occasion deep sorrow.  And Jesus is our loved one, is He not?  Can we forget, that He 

suffered as no man ever did—or ever will; that an infinite wrath consumed Him and crushed Him 

into deepest hell; that all the sufferings of this present time, 6000 years of it, endured by billions 

of creatures, cannot be compared to what Christ alone endured in that wonderful moment that He 

dwelt among us?  And dare we forget that all this indescribable pain and agony was because of 

our sins—yours and mine?  Well may we think on these things—and weep. 

A time of sorrow, you say?  Oh, but it isn’t, Christian friends.  The Passion season is a 

wonderful, a glorious time; His was a vicarious suffering, an atoning death.  Without them we 

are lost forever.  The punishment of our peace was in Him and by His stripes we are healed.  His 

was the suffering to end all suffering, for us; His the death of all death.  Think on these things, 

too—and rejoice. 

All that Jesus did for us from Bethlehem to His return to judgment; all Scripture reveals 

concerning His passion and glorification, His humiliation and exaltation, may be summed up in 

that mighty word of the post-exilic prophet Zechariah, “Behold, thy King cometh unto thee.” 

Zechariah prophesied hundreds of years before the coming of the Messiah, during that 

most discouraging, apparently hopeless period immediately after the Babylonian captivity; after 

Israel had returned from exile, yes, but only to come to a land which had been wholly devastated 

and had only ruins to show for what had once been the envy of the nations. 

To that Israel, in the midst of ruin and disappointment, the prophet, moved to ecstasy by 

what the Spirit revealed to him, brings this most comforting message: “Rejoice greatly, O 

daughter of Zion; shout, O daughter of Jerusalem: behold, thy King cometh unto thee: he is just 

and having salvation; lowly, and riding upon an ass.” 

 

********** 
 

Behold, thy King cometh! 

Symbolically this ancient prophecy is fulfilled in that wonderful event, described in all 

four Gospels, and known by the church of all ages as “The Royal Entry.” 

It was Sunday, the one preceding Resurrection Sunday, known and celebrated as Palm 

Sunday.  The first day it was of that amazing week, wherein the Son of Man would empty the 

chalice of His suffering to the last bitter dregs.  During this week the Saviour would descend into 

the deepest abyss of His suffering, bear the full weight of the wrath of God and thus accomplish 

the wonderful work of redemption, precisely in the awful way of suffering and humiliation. 

Riding, therefore, upon an ass. 

You know the story. 

Early that Sunday morning a large multitude, Galileans mostly, who were in Jerusalem to 

celebrate the Passover, had left the city of God to fetch Jesus from Bethany.  They were filled 

with excitement and anticipation.  Could it be that Jesus would permit Himself to be crowned 



their earthly king a last?  Obviously, the multitude meets Jesus at that place whence the two 

disciples had been sent to fetch the ass and her colt. 

That same morning Jesus had left Bethany, separated from Jerusalem only by the Mount 

of Olives.  He was not ignorant of what lay ahead.  He was accompanied by His disciples and 

others of His friends from Bethany.  You know how two of Jesus’ disciples were sent into the 

little village of Bethphage to fetch an ass and her colt and how they carried out the wishes of the 

Master. 

And now the royal procession itself takes form and proceeds to the City of God.  Taking 

their garments, the best they had, the disciples spread them on the beasts, and on those garments 

they set their Lord and Master.  And see how now, in a flash, the whole multitude becomes alive 

and delirious with joy and expectation and bursts forth into a tremendous ovation.  See how they 

carpet the road to Jerusalem with their own best garments!  See how they wave palm branches 

and olive branches, symbols of peace and victory and salvation!  Hear how they shout!  The 

whole multitude joins in the thunderous acclaim and glorifies Jesus as the Anointed of the Lord!  

“Hosanna to the Son of David!  Blessed is He that cometh in the Name of the Lord!  Hosanna in 

the highest!  Peace in heaven and glory in the highest! etc.” 

Thus the procession finally arrives at Jerusalem, the Holy City, and proceeds to the 

temple, not the palace, by the way, where at last it disbands. 

And what does Scripture say?  “All this was done, that it might be fulfilled which was 

spoken by the prophet.” 

Thy King cometh unto thee! 

It is Zion’s King, coming to the joy of Jerusalem’s daughter, sitting on the foal of an ass. 

 

********** 
 

Thy King cometh unto thee! 

Really, friends, this prophecy is fulfilled in all Jesus does for us and in us from 

Bethlehem until He comes again to judge the quick and the dead. 

We feel, do we not, that the Royal Entry on Palm Sunday is not the real and final 

fulfillment.  In that case, what would we have?  Nothing!  That earthly Jerusalem is not the real 

city of God.  Presently it will crucify the Lord of glory.  That ovation of the multitude is not the 

true acceptance of Christ by the children of Zion.  Tomorrow they will shout just as frantically: 

Crucify Him!  Crucify Him! 

The Israel true is God’s people of all ages, the elect from eternity.  To that Israel true 

Jesus now comes, not as an earthly monarch with earthly pomp and power, but in the way of 

humiliation and exaltation, of suffering and death, but also resurrection and glory.  Therein lies 

the real coming of Christ to His own. 

Therefore, He comes as He does, on an ass.  Not on a beautiful, prancing steed.  The 

horse symbolizes earthly power and strength.  He comes on an ass, a symbol, not of shame, but 

of humility.  This could not be otherwise if the type were to be true to the reality.  True, to the 

world He thus becomes an object of ridicule and scorn.  Make no mistake about that, in spite of 

the love men seem to have for Jesus.  They despise a Christ that must ride on an ass.  But we, 

who believe, rejoice, because we know that Israel’s King could come to us in no other way than 

that of humiliation and death. 

That, then, Christian friends, is the message of this season: Thy King cometh unto thee. 

He came to us in Bethlehem; riding on an ass, then already.  The stable, the manger are 

the ass.  He came to us in all His suffering and agony in the way of Gethsemane, Calvary and 



hell.  Riding on an ass.  The cruel garden, His bonds, the crown of thorns and the scarlet robe, 

the cross, the tomb—these are the ass on which He came. 

He came to us in the way of resurrection and ascension.  Now the ass is gone.  

Humiliation has turned to exaltation.  Shall we say that the ass was finally left behind—in the 

tomb? 

Presently He will come to us once again (the future still holds), not on the foal of an ass, 

but in all the glory of the Conqueror He really is: Then He will judge the world with equity, 

destroy all His and our enemies forever and bring all His own into His perfected, heavenly 

Kingdom. 

And now, what shall we say, who believe in Him?  How shall we celebrate His Passion 

and Easter?  Let us “rejoice greatly” for He is our salvation!  Let us look for Him and learn to 

anticipate His coming!  In godly expectation of Him let us keep our garments clean, abstain from 

evil and pursue the good, for only in that way can we look forward to His coming. 

Then we, too, shall learn to pray with the church of all ages: “Come, King Jesus, yea, 

come quickly!” 
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