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   From the Pulpit... 
 

“All Aboard” 
Rev. Dr. Martin Hall – Preaching 

Luke 19: 28-40; Matthew 9: 35-38 

April 5, 2020 – Palm Sunday 
 

Reflection:  The Owner of the Colt 

 

I’d never seen anything like it.  The noise, the commotion, the near chaos that erupted in the 

streets – you’d have thought the Emperor, himself, had made his way to Jerusalem!  All because 

of the son of a carpenter from Nazareth.  I’d never seen anything like it! 

 

Things started off as most days did.  I awakened to a pleasant morning and immediately got on 

with the responsibilities of the day.  I gathered a bit of food, fed the animals, spent some time in 

prayer, and was just ready to begin my work when I heard the clamoring in the distance. 

 

I didn’t know what was going on at first.  One after another people were making their way out of 

their homes.  The crowds started to gather as more and more people talked, and I began to hear 

the name of Jesus mentioned as neighbors rushed towards the city gates.  I’d heard the stories, of 

course.  Anyone who was anyone around the temple had heard the stories.  Some abhorred them.  

Some rejoiced in them.  Some of us just didn’t quite know what to make of them.  But, we had 

all heard them! 

 

So, it didn’t take long for word to spread.  He was coming!  This Jesus, who’d been roaming the 

countryside teaching and healing, was making his way into the city, and people were lining the 

streets to rejoice in his arrival.   

 

That’s when it happened!  I was just about to head towards the city gate, to watch this all unfold, 

when I saw two men making their way to the manger beside our home.  I stopped to watch, and 

those two men walked straight towards the young colt for which I’d traded just a few days 

before.  I ran towards them, my wife now by my side, and I couldn’t believe my eyes.  They 

were untying the colt – they were stealing it – right in front me!  I asked them what in the world 

they thought they were doing, and with a peace and calm you would never imagine from 

someone caught red-handed, they simply said, “The Lord needs it.” 

 

The Lord?  They were talking about Jesus!  They wanted to take my colt and use it for this 

makeshift parade that was erupting in anticipation of his arrival.  What was I supposed to do with 
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that?  Sure, there’s ‘love your neighbor.’  There’s, ‘show hospitality to the stranger.’  But, this?  

This was something else!  This colt hadn’t even been ridden yet, and I’m supposed to send it off 

with two strangers into the unruly crowd gathering at the feet of this Nazarene?  I really didn’t 

know what else to do.  With each moment that passed, the crowds grew…the anticipation 

swelled…  I let them go – colt and all – I let them go. 

 

I followed, of course.  In part, I wanted to keep an eye on my colt that they promised to return.  

But, more, I wanted to get a first-hand look at what it was that was happening that day.  Before I 

knew it, there he was – riding my colt into the city as people laid their cloaks on the path, waved 

their palms in the air, sang hosanna, and praised this man they said had come in the name of the 

Lord.   

 

I don’t need to tell you what happened next.  I did get my colt back, and the days that followed 

showed that there was every reason to celebrate his coming.  His love and miracles made that 

abundantly clear, and I was overwhelmed with joy for having been able to have been a part of his 

story.  I’ll admit that I wish I had understood sooner.  I’ll admit that I still had my doubts when I 

watched them walk away with my colt.  And, I’ll admit that I wish I’d been more ready to be an 

active part of what Jesus was doing sooner than I was.  But still, despite my lack of 

understanding, despite the ways in which I fell short, I played a part in his story – a story that 

rings through the generations.  For that, I am forever grateful! 
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Sermon:  All Aboard 

 

You know, it’s been fun to explore these various stories and characters throughout our Lenten 

series and there is no question that we’ve been allowed a certain amount of artistic license in 

setting the scenes and experiences of those who were a part of this Holy Week story.  But, that 

opportunity was that much more for this barely noted colt-owner in Jerusalem.  There is literally 

nothing we know about this person except for the fact that they clearly didn’t live very far from 

the city gates through which Jesus would have entered, and that they had this colt that had never 

been ridden.  That’s it – the rest I just made up because…well…because I could. 

 

But, despite our complete lack of information or detail on this character, I was taken by the 

image of that scene and the choice that he had to make.  In Luke’s Gospel we see that Jesus 

sends these disciples off to grab this colt with no warning.  The implication in the story is akin to 

what was shared in the narrative – that they simply walked up and started taking this colt.  It is 

subtly mentioned, but it’s really a brazen move on the part of the disciples here.  And, the story 

gives us this implication that the colt owner walks out, asks what is happening, and is simply told 

that Jesus needs it – nothing more. 

 

It’s that moment that I could not shake as I considered the triumphal entry of Jesus in the midst 

of this series we’ve had for Lent this year.  I couldn’t get past the decision that man faced in that 

moment.  We don’t know what his belief system is.  We don’t know if he’s already a follower of 

Jesus, someone who is adherent to the Jewish establishment, or someone who really doesn’t 

know what to do with all this Jesus stuff.  All we know is that two men walked into his backyard 

to take his prized colt and that, in that moment, he really had three choices – he could get in the 

way, he could get out the way, or he could become a part of the way.  And that, those three 

options, are the questions that have been echoing in my heart since I first started reflecting upon 

the experience of the owner of that colt. 

 

There’s an old adage that you can be part of the problem or you can be part of the solution, and I 

understand the notion behind it.  The element I think it misses, however, is that there is a third 

option between the two, and I’m not sure that option gets enough play when it comes to the 

decisions we make.  The truth is that we can be part of the solution, we can be part of the 

problem, or our apathy can simply take us out of the equation altogether.  And, I think that fuzzy 

middle ground is where we land more often than we realize. 

 

What stood out to me, in the absence of any real information about that owner of the colt, was 

the question of what he did next.  In that moment of the disciples untying the coat he really only 

had two options – he could say no and be part of the problem or he could say yes and get out of 

the way.  That’s all well and good.  What kept gnawing at my heart, however, was the question 

of what came next.  Did he follow along and help deliver the colt to Jesus?  Did he accompany 

those disciples and become a part of the cheering crowd?  Did he engage with Jesus when the 

disciples returned and envelop himself in that which Jesus was doing?  Or, did he simply step 

aside and get of the way, wait for his colt to be returned, and then resume his life as normal while 

apathetically discounting any consideration of what Jesus was doing around him? 

 

That’s the thing that kept grabbing ahold of me.  The truth is that we have three options when it 
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comes to that which God is seeking to do in and through our lives – and, despite how we tend to 

look at things at times, our decision to not be a part of the problem does not make us part of the 

solution.  There is a difference between allowing room for God’s work and actively engaging in 

it.  There is a difference between deciding to provide a path for God and actually walking down 

it.  Getting out of the way of God doesn’t mean we’ve become part of the way of God.  That, I’m 

suggesting, is a choice that reaches an entirely different level. 

 

I shared that passage from Matthew, this morning, because I think it makes fundamentally clear 

that allowing room for God’s work isn’t enough.  Jesus couldn’t say it more clearly, “The harvest 

is plentiful, but the laborers are few!”  Or, if I can say it another way – there’s more work to be 

done than there are workers to do it.  So, getting out of the way to let the work of God be done 

doesn’t cut it.  We need to be an active part of what God is looking to do in and through our 

lives.  We can’t just let Jesus borrow our colt for a few hours!  We have to stand up and say “I’m 

coming too – because I’m going to be a part of what God is doing here!” 

 

Now, I don’t mean to stand up here on Palm Sunday and just throw out some rah-rah 

cheerleading, let’s get to work, type of thing.  But, the more I thought about the circumstance of 

the owner of that colt, the more I realized that there is a fine line between apathetically allowing 

room for the work of God and actively engaging in it.  There is a difference between standing on 

the side of the road waving our palms and standing up to become a part of the journey.  There is 

a distinction between shouting our hosannas to the one who comes in the name of the Lord and 

stepping into the story of that coming! 

 

I think what stood out to me, about the owner of that colt, was that we really don’t know which 

decision he made.  He didn’t get in the way – we know that.  But did he get out of the way, or 

did he become a part of the way?  I’m not sure we know the answer to that question.  We don’t 

know what came next.  We don’t know whether he tied the colt back up at the end and returned 

to life as it was or if he stepped in and became a part of what Jesus was doing.  But, his story, 

and that question, serves as a reminder for us. 

 

Even from the confinement of our homes, it’s hard to miss the need that surrounds us.  Isolation, 

loneliness, hunger, fear, worry, sorrow…I could go on all day, and you don’t need me to.  But 

today, in many ways as much as ever, the need is profound.  And, in the face of that need, I can 

promise you two things.  First, God is at work in and around us seeking to breath hope, peace 

and promise to those needs.  Of that, there is no doubt.  Second, the harvest is plentiful, but the 

laborers are few.  If God’s work is to reach into more corners of that need, we’re going to have to 

increasingly make the choice, day after day, to stop getting out of the way and evermore decide 

to become a part of it! 
 

 

 

 
 

 

   


