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“Look! Up in the sky! It’s a bird! It’s a plane! No . . . it’s Superman!” And with that, everyone looked up to see their hero 
coming to the rescue.  
 
The Jews of Jerusalem were excited that Jesus had come to their city. They didn’t need to hang their heads anymore. They 
could look up and see their hero, but he wasn’t up in the sky. They needed to look up only as far as the back of a donkey. 
 
Here he was, their long-promised Messiah, their conquering hero! Here he was, their salvation from the Romans, from 
poverty, from sickness, from suffering. Here was Jesus! Look up and see him. Then spread your coats and palms to welcome 
him. Shout loud hosannas to honor him! 
 
When Zechariah told the people to “shout,” he chose a word that was used as a battle cry. How hopeful the Jews must 
have been: their king had finally arrived to wage war on Rome! Their superhero would conquer the world: “His rule will 
extend from sea to sea and from the River to the ends of the earth.” 
 
They had already seen him perform amazing miracles. He would be able to raise fallen troops back to life, end the need 
for supply lines as he multiplied loaves and fish, and destroy the enemy once for all! 
 
“Hosanna!” they cried, which means “Save now!” Conquer the enemy for us! Conquer the world for us! 
 
But look how he arrives: on a donkey. Can you picture Superman coming to the rescue behind the wheel of a rusting bucket 
of a car? There was no display of superhuman strength, no lasers shooting from his eyes. He didn’t drive a golden chariot 
pulled by white stallions. He was coming gently, peacefully, humbly. “See, your king comes to you, . . . lowly and riding on 
a donkey, on a colt, the foal of a donkey.” 
 
There is appeal to a hero who comes with a display of power. There is also appeal to a hero who comes humbly, a hero we 
can relate to, a hero who is not seeking glory but seeking to deliver the oppressed. 
  
How strange it must have seemed to those who still followed him on Friday of that week. The hero they were encouraged 
to look up to was no longer riding anything, not even a donkey. 
 
How strange to look up and see him on a cross, being tortured to death. The people were expecting a different kind of 
king—a king who would put Israel’s enemies under their feet, a Messiah who would wage a war to end all wars. They were 
looking for their Superman who would destroy Rome and bring them national peace. 
 
But now they looked up to see him on a cross. Why? Why did he who once walked through an angry mob allow himself to 
be arrested? Why did he who raised the dead allow himself to die? They must have wanted to hang their heads again. 
 
We often look up to Jesus and wonder: Why does the all powerful God allow my body to break down? Why does he allow 
my relationships to fall apart, leaving me feeling so lonely? Why does he let me struggle with my finances and worry so 
much? Why doesn’t he save me from all the suffering and pain? Why doesn’t my Superman Savior save me from my 
troubles? 
 
Because he’s not that kind of king. He didn’t come to wage war on poverty or disease or unhappiness. He didn’t come to 
take away problems or pain or to make this life easy.  
 
Look and see what kind of king he is: “Rejoice greatly, Daughter Zion! Shout, Daughter Jerusalem! See, your king comes 
to you, righteous and victorious.” 
 



Look up to see your Hero, who is righteous, who never sinned, who always does what is right. Look up to see your King, 
who is victorious, who brings you salvation from your soul’s enemies. Look up to see your King, who arrived in a glorious 
Palm Sunday parade, only to die on a cross. Look up to see him at his lowest. Look up to see him waging war against Satan, 
against death, against hell. Look up to see him fighting the ultimate battle for your freedom! 
 
So, if King Jesus proclaimed peace to the nations, why doesn’t the world look more peaceful? Why do we still have so much 
strife? Why do we still hear of wars, of crashed planes, of traitors, of murdered families? Why are our lives still in turmoil 
because of broken relationships, broken families, broken promises? 
 
Because he’s still not that kind of king. We need to understand what Zechariah meant when he prophesied, 
 

I will take away the chariots from Ephraim 
and the warhorses from Jerusalem, 
and the battle bow will be broken. 

He will proclaim peace to the nations. 
His rule will extend from sea to sea 

and from the River to the ends of the earth. 
 
Jesus is a different kind of a peacemaker. His death for us established peace in our relationship with God. It includes 
deliverance from guilt and shame, from the fear of death and hell. And one day, we will have peace from all our problems, 
from all wars and conflicts, from all suffering and pain, from all frustration and heartache. A day is coming when he will 
end wars of every size and type, when he will save us from all the effects of sin and give us perfect, eternal peace. 
 
Just not yet. 
 
So, we look up to the skies and eagerly await the day when our King will return, no longer humble and gentle but coming 
in power, no longer riding a donkey but riding on the clouds. We look up with confident expectation that he is coming to 
bring us perfect, permanent peace. 
 
Dear friends, look up to see your King on a donkey, riding into Jerusalem to be our conquering hero. Look up to see your 
King on a cross, paying with his blood for our peace with God. Look up to see your King coming on the clouds, when he 
will put an end to all conflict. In the meantime, shout his praises: “Rejoice greatly, Daughter Zion! Shout, Daughter 
Jerusalem! See, your king comes to you”! Amen. 
 
 


