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A few years ago I ran the rock n roll marathon here in D.C.  As usual, marathons start off 
being very fun and this marathon was no exception. Running past Arlington Cemetery, 
crossing Memorial Bridge, seeing the monuments, great crowds, great bands, great energy.  
Then the second half of the marathon comes and most of the people turn right to end at the 
half marathon finish and a few fools turn left to continue another 13 miles. When you turn 
left the scenery changes, the crowds all but vanish, the bands turn from rock cover bands to 
seventh grade solo flute players. You enter forgotten parts of the city as you trudge towards 
the finish line. The end is lonely and hard and you often question your own sanity. 
 
I imagine this trajectory being how things went for Jesus and the triumphal entry into 
Jerusalem. It started strong with the crowds cheering, the palm branches waving, and the 
energy hopeful and optimistic. “Hosanna, this is the prophet Jesus from Nazareth.” But the 
mood changed after he crossed those city gates. Within those gates everyone knew there was 
a different ruler, one who ruled with an iron fist. Many people were coming from the 
surrounding countryside to Jerusalem for Passover. The political tensions were high in this 
time of Roman control. The Romans had set in place extra measures and reinforcements to 
ensure everything went well over the holiday weekend, any protesters would be swept off the 
streets. The high priests wanted the visitors from the countryside to behave or it would 
reflect poorly on their religious celebrations and their own jobs would be on the line.  
Trouble was not going to be tolerated. Jesus represented trouble. And this would in fact be 
why he was killed, too much of a disruption, too much of a threat, and too much of a risk. 
 
The final part of the journey for Jesus would have been lonely and hard. Jesus knowing full 
well what was in store for him would have felt the weight of his triumphal entry as the 
crowds lessened, the cheers faded, and the faces turned away from him. I wonder if Jesus 
ever felt like the guy in the final miles of the marathon questioning his ability to go on, 
questioning even his own sanity. Why enter Jerusalem when you know you are only going to 
face pain, ridicule, and death? What made Jesus do it? 
 
Matthew quotes prophet Zechariah saying, “Look your king is coming, humbled and riding 
on a donkey.” I used to think that Jesus humbled himself by even getting on that donkey in 
the first place. He should have ridden with a horse and chariot and so even the act of riding 
in on a borrowed farm animal was an act of great humility. But I have come to wonder if 
Jesus would have even given a second thought to his mode of transportation into the city.  
Jesus knew he was to fulfill the scriptures and so the scriptures said he was to ride in on a 
donkey and a colt—fine with Jesus. The scriptures could have said Jesus would ride on a 
giant chicken and Jesus probably would not have cared. How Jesus entered Jerusalem was 
not his great act of humility.   
 
We sometimes think that humility as the act of thinking less of ourselves.  We are lowly, we 
are insignificant, we are small—we are humble by knowing our proper place on the pecking 
order. Yet I am not sure this is what Christian humility is about. When my daughter was one 
she attended a playgroup in Georgetown where there were three teachers, lots of children, 
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and ample nannies and parents. When we arrived in the morning if a parent or a nanny 
opened the door Maisie would march right in and start playing. If, however, one of the 
teachers opened the door, Maisie would immediately freeze, fall to the ground, completely 
rigamortis. I would have to lift her up, stiff as a board, and carry her into the school. She 
liked the teachers and would talk about them at home, but there at the front door was just 
too much for her to take.  Even at age one she could recognize that these were people were 
important, but I do not believe her posture on the carpet of the doorway was a display of 
humility. She was not lying prostrate out of great respect, but more likely great fear.  
Christian humility is much more than just feeling lowly about ourselves or feeling fearful of 
those in power.  Upon entering Jerusalem, Jesus shows us what humility really looks like.   
 
True humility probably has very little to do with what we think of ourselves, and everything 
to do with what we think of other people. Jesus humbled himself not in how he got into 
Jerusalem, by a slow and smelly barnyard animal. Jesus humbled himself in the mere fact that 
he was willing to go in the first place and finish the race he had started. He was willing to 
enter Jerusalem, with all that the city held for him, not because he thought of himself as 
lowly or less but because of his great love for the people. He loved the crowds—cared for 
them, saw good in them, wanted the best for them. Preacher Tom Are says, “Humility is the 
fruit that results when we see the other as valuable.” Christ’s humility was not about himself 
feeling low but seeing greatness, value, and humanity in those around him.   
 
For Christians today, being humble is about how we relate to one another. When we 
recognize we are in the presence of greatness—then we are humble. When we promote and 
champion the welfare of others—then we are humble. When we treat one another with 
dignity and respect—then we are humble. Humility is less how about we view ourselves and 
much more about how we view one another.  
 
Scripture tells us, “All who exalt themselves shall be humbled and those who humble 
themselves shall be exalted.” Jesus’s entry into Jerusalem exemplifies an important lesson for 
us in humility; the lesson is that it is not about us. In order to be humble or to humble one’s 
self, we must turn towards one another. Being humble means it is not about you, but it is 
about how we treat each other, how we view each other, how we care for each other. By 
these actions we show true humility. I do not know if this was as radical then as it is now, 
but this is some crazy counter cultural stuff in today’s marketplace. 
   
Even in today’s religious market place, they want you to believe it us all about YOU. What 
the spiritual, enlightened, self-actualized folks out there say is it IS all about you.  It is about 
your inner peace, your Zen, your greatest calling, conquering your fears, living your dreams.  The 
road to ‘your best self now’ is found by you, through you, and for you.   You are the key – it 
is all about you.  So they say…Self-improvement Humility is the fruit that results when we 
see the other as valuable—you do it. Self-discipline Humility is the fruit that results when we 
see the other as valuable—you fix it. Self-esteem Humility is the fruit that results when we 
see the other as valuable—you believe it. But Jesus of Nazareth entering Jerusalem, humbly 
for the sake of others, shows us—it wasn’t about him, it was about those he came to serve.  
Jesus humbled himself by making his life about everyone else. You humble yourself in 
making your life not about you but about those you have been called to love and serve.   
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The late Peter Gnomes, the famous Harvard Chaplain, was invited to preach at the 
bachelorette service for a fancy girls prep school in Manhattan.  He preached a sermon with 
the basic message being ‘it’s not all about you.’  Afterwards a livid parent came up to him 
and reamed him out and wagged his finger in his face and said, “You, sir are selling rubbish.”    
 
Christianity sounds like rubbish to the modern-minded, the culturally sensitive, the 
sophisticated urban dwellers ears. Christian humility, living lives that are not lived for self, 
sounds like rubbish to some and yet for us it is gospel. To us, it is gospel because we depend 
on it. We depend on Christ’s humility, because it in we find God’s grace. Jesus rode into 
Jerusalem with humility by being willing to accept the burden and finish the race for the sake 
of people like us.  In his death, Jesus’s humility and love towards us—becomes our greatest 
hope. Jesus’s humility is our greatest hope—because in it he finds a way to see us as worthy, 
call us his friends, and offer us the promises of everlasting life.  Jesus’s humility does that for 
us. As the unworthy criminal on the cross hanging next to him begged, “Jesus, remember me 
when you come into your kingdom.” Our Palm Sunday chant changes from “Hosanna,” to 
“Jesus remember me.”   
 
On this day, we remember the great love and humility of our Savior. And we are reminded 
to look with humble eyes on those we meet—loving one another as he loved us, welcoming 
the strangers, feeding the hungry, shepherding the lost, serving one another—for in the end 
what Christ taught us that, it’s not about you—it is about those you have been called to 
serve.   
 
There is no greater gift than to lay down one’s life for the sake of ones friends—Jesus’s 
humility on the cross for those he considered his friends, is indeed our greatest gift.   
 
Thanks be to God.   
 
Amen.   

 

 

 
 
 


