
The Donkey 

 

When fishes flew and forests walked 

And figs grew upon thorn, 

Some moment when the moon was blood 

Then surely I was born 

 

With monstrous head and sickening cry 

And ears like errant wings, 

The devil’s walking parody 

On all four footed things 

 

The tattered outlaw of the earth, 

Of ancient crooked will; 

Starve, scourge, deride me: I am dumb 

I keep my secret still. 

 

Fools for I also had my hour; 

One far fierce hour and sweet; 

There was a shout about my ears, 

And palms before my feet. 

 

G.K Chesterton 

 

What a contrast  this poem about a donkey is with one we read on Monday, 

and what a very different picture of a donkey. 



Let’s pause to think about the donkeys we see on the beach, and they are still 

there if you go to the right places! What seaside holiday was complete without 

a donkey ride. True, donkeys have minds of their own, but what pleasure they 

gave to millions of children. 

 

A very different picture is given of donkeys if you’ve been watching a fair bit of 

daytime TV during lockdown. In many places donkeys are cruelly used for 

labour with little thought for their well being and when they are no longer fit 

for work, they are abandoned. 

But what is the message for us from the incident referred to in the last verse of 

the poem. In our Sunday Club last Sunday we read an account of Jesus going 

into Jerusalem riding on a donkey. Perhaps the last few lines of this story give 

us something worth thinking about: 

‘What a way for a king to arrive-riding on a donkey! You’d have thought he 

might choose and expensive horse, a grand camel or a chariot. But he chose a 

donkey. And that’s the sort of person Jesus is.’ 


