
My mother’s father always kept a donkey 
stallion on his farm. My mother, and her 
brother and sister, would ride the donkey. 
As with all donkeys, he was stubborn.
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Sometimes two or even all 
three of them would try 
to ride him at the same 
time, which the donkey 
especially didn’t like!



Behind their house was a 
steep hill with a windmill on 
top. The windmill was used 
to draw up water from a 
well. It was also used to 
charge a storage battery 
that my grandfather used 
to provide electricity to 
his house.

The donkey discovered 
that when he walked up 
the steep hill, the kids 
couldn’t keep their seating 
and would slide off. First 
one, then the other, and 
soon he had no kids on his 
back. So from then on, if 
they hopped on for a ride, 
he headed for the hill.

He could have resorted 
to biting or kicking, which 
donkeys are known to do.  
But instead he outwitted them.

“Now my head will be lifted up 
above those who pick on me” 
(Psalm 27:6, paraphrased).
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