This is such a hard, rough journey and it really is quite a struggle. I don’t know why I was ever chose to do this. I’m just a donkey. I spend my days in the field grazing and walking around.  Sometimes I just stand there, sometimes I just look around, but I never have to do anything! But then this guy comes along and chooses me to carry him. We’ve been walking miles now, no hundreds, no millions of miles, and he hasn’t gotten off yet. His robe is really rubbing my skin wrong. Man, I just know that it’s giving me a rash. And his sandles are really tickling my sides, and guess what you do when you are a donkey and you have an itch… nothing, you can’t do anything! and I’ve gotta keep walking with this dust in my eyes and mouth, it’s miserable. Well now here’s something, up ahead there’s some sort of crowd gathered. It looks like it must be the entrance to a city. I wonder if this is where we are heading.  I can hear the commotion from here. The people are cheering and waving and jumping up and down. Man, they’re really going crazy up there. They’re excited about something. Maybe it’s some sort of town fair or something. I don’t know, now that I’m getting a little closer, it’s clear that their attention is on me! they are all looking this way, waving big leafs and branches and running towards me. they’re coming to meet me! There’s a father with his son on his shoulders, there’s an old woman throwing her cane down running to me. I can see towards the back of the crowd a young lady kneeling with her hands in the air and tears streaming down her face.  “We’ve been waiting for you”. “Praise His name”. “Hallelujah, He’s finally here”. Their shouting for me. All this for me?! Their fighting just to be near me, to get a glimpse of me. Me! Just a simple little donkey. they’ve been expecting me! I can’t believe it, I’m finally someone special, they’ve waited for me and now I’m here, marching into this city with a crowd of people praising me, excited and shouting for my entry. If only I could get rid of this guy on my back and could be completely free to enjoy this celebration. He’s beginning to be a real burden, and it’s starting to hurt even more. If only I could get rid of him, I would be free.
