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Some of you may have heard me say from time to time that Dawn and I were married in the 

summer between my graduation from college and my first year of seminary. At times, I 

wondered how we ever got everything done in time for a wedding when so many transitions 

were happening in our lives at the same time. There is a lot that goes into planning the wedding, 

isn’t there? 

 

In addition to wedding planning, I was going through my candidacy process for ministry so that I 

could be a certified candidate before I headed off to seminary. Dawn was working full time in 

the insurance industry over in Southfield. On the weekends, I worked as a youth director at a 

United Methodist Church in St. Clair Shores where I was also responsible for preaching once per 

month at every service. During the week, I was away at Adrian finishing up my senior year 

classes and two senior research projects. I also worked a job on campus to help pay for my books 

and classes. 

 

In the midst of one’s daily life, wedding planning requires a lot of time, research, and decision-

making as well. Brides have to find a dress. Couples have to book a church and a reception hall.  

You have to go through pre-marital counseling sessions. Since I was going into ordained 

ministry, it was even critically important that I be involved in planning the order of worship. 

 

One of the earliest decisions that you make in your wedding preparations is choosing your 

colors.  Now I know that many guys don’t care about colors.  Some of us can’t even see all of 

them, right?  (I prefer to think that I’m “shade deficient” rather than “color-blind,” anyway.) 

 

As we started to prepare and plan, Dawn and I chose royal blue as the primary color for our 

special day. Blue is my favorite color, and royal blue happened to be one of my favorite shades 

at the time. There’s so much symbolism ascribed to royal blue, too. I mean, along with purple, 

it’s the color of royalty. Royal blue had an added prestige and significance for us, or at least for 

me. 

 

In my mind, I could see how we would incorporate royal blue into our decorations, the dresses of 

the women in our bridal party, the ascot ties on our groomsmen, and so much more. Even better, 
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Dawn wouldn’t have to work at finding “something blue” to carry that day. It didn’t take much 

to sell me on the color. Before long, I had fully envisioned our special day. 

 

At some point in our planning process, Dawn had been out dress shopping with her bridal party.  

After a particularly long day away, she came home to tell me that we were changing the colors of 

our wedding from royal blue to burgundy and ivory. She couldn’t find anything in royal blue that 

looked good on all of her bridal party, however, she found the perfect dress in burgundy with a 

pretty ivory lace at the waist. 

 

That, my friends, was the first major struggle of our almost-married lives together. I think I 

understand why some guys stay out of those decisions now. Back then, however, I had been sold 

for quite some time on royal blue. I’m telling you that I had everything envisioned in my head. I 

could not wrap my mind around burgundy and ivory. There was no special significance to those 

colors in my mind. Burgundy and ivory were not one of our favorite colors. I just couldn’t see it.  

These colors didn’t not meet with my expectations of what our wedding should be. 

 

Dawn went on to tell me that the royal blue dresses that were available at the time did not look 

great on all of the women because of their age differences. My sister, who was the youngest, was 

about eleven years old at the time. Dawn’s youngest sister was a teenager. Her matron of honor 

was her aunt, who happened to be in her thirties. Many of the royal blue dresses looked great on 

her sister because they were like prom-style dresses. My baby sister, however, wasn’t wearing a 

prom dress in my wedding. Dawn’s aunt would have looked ridiculous in a prom dress. On the 

other hand, what looked good on my sister didn’t look age appropriate on the other two. 

 

Dawn’s solution was practical. All we had to do was change our colors to burgundy and ivory 

because there was a nice option for a dress that all three of them could wear. I wasn’t so easily 

convinced. Dawn will tell you that before I could adapt my expectations, I had to see the dresses 

in royal blue. When I did, I hated to admit it, but Dawn was right. While my hopes were dashed, 

our wedding was so much more elegant when we switched to burgundy and ivory. After a while, 

I fell in love with the new color scheme and the dresses. Expectations can sometimes get in the 

way of envisioning anything else, can’t they? 

 

Today, we gather to celebrate Palm Sunday. We began our worship service remembering Jesus’ 

triumphal entry into Jerusalem. We recalled how this great king entered the holy city to a royal 

welcome as people placed leafy branches and their cloaks on the road to welcome him. God, in 

Jesus, had come to Jerusalem in the flesh that day. 

 

According to Mark, as Jesus came to town, the crowds shouted out “Hosanna!” which means 

“Lord, save us!” “Blessed is the one who comes in the name of the Lord! Blessed is the coming 

kingdom of our ancestor David! Hosanna in the highest heaven!”1 

 

Perhaps by that time they had heard of this one who had healed others way up in Galilee and 

even over in Jericho. They may have heard how he had taught throngs of people on a hillside and 

fed over 5,000 with five loaves of bread and two fish. Who knows? 
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Yet, they welcomed him with open arms as he came down the hill into the holy city of 

Jerusalem. Could it be that this king who comes in the lineage of David is the Messiah? If so, 

then he could be the one to drive the Romans out of Jerusalem and restore the city to the people 

of God. 

 

The gospel writer, Mark, however, gives us hints that this king doesn’t meet everyone’s 

expectations of a king. (Think of my royal blue predicament, friends!) When a king comes to 

town to conquer, he comes riding on the back of a beautiful stallion. Jesus comes to town on the 

back of colt. While this may be a reference to the prophet Zechariah, who said, “Rejoice greatly, 

O daughter Zion! Shout aloud, O daughter Jerusalem! Lo, your king comes to you; triumphant 

and victorious is he, humble and riding on a donkey, on a colt, the foal of a donkey,”2 Jesus is 

not looking like much of a conqueror on the back of a colt that is barely old enough to carry his 

weight. 

 

While the people cry out “Hosanna” or “Save us, Lord,” later in the week they will turn their 

backs on this king as he is placed on the cross with a sign over his head that reads “The King of 

the Jews.” What kind of king is this? How can a king die and save the people from the hands of 

their oppressor? 

 

Jesus seems to defy their expectations for a king who could truly save them. Could it be that the 

people are ready for salvation, but only for a salvation that meets their own expectations? “Save 

us, Lord,” they cry out at the beginning of the week, only to turn and mock the king at the end of 

the week for being unable to save himself. 

 

King Jesus, however, doesn’t bring salvation on our terms. Rather, he enters Jerusalem, defying 

expectations, on the back of a colt. As the week progresses, he’ll receive a crown, but it will be 

made of thorns. The road he travels will lead to the cross rather than the overthrow of the Roman 

empire, at least for now. 

 

Today, as we celebrate the parade of Palm Sunday, we recall that this day is also Passion 

Sunday. As we gather for the parade, we remember that there is a Good Friday cross between 

now and next Sunday’s Easter celebration. The cross shattered the expectations and hopes of the 

people for a Messiah who would reign as a conquering king. Little did they know that Easter, 

new life, and resurrection could shatter their expectations following the defeat of Friday. 

 

Jesus’ entrance into Jerusalem, this holy “City of Peace,” would lead the people and us to a new 

way of life. On the other hand, when we do not see the king meet our expectations, we, too, 

struggle along with the people of Jerusalem. Like them, we know what’s best for us and what 

type of king can lead us to victory. Still Jesus comes to them and to us, shattering our 

expectations and offering us a new life through a road that will involve a Good Friday cross. Can 

we follow this king on the journey that he makes this week? 

 

The cross moments don’t come easy for us, do they? It’s hard for us to envision how life could 

come from dying moments, isn’t it? I wonder if that’s why so many churches barely hang on to 

life as they know it, because risking life by taking a chance on acting differently might be scarier 

than clinging to the life we know. 
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As I watched so many young people speak out this past week and march yesterday in so many 

places across our nation to demand a world free from violence, I was humbled to hear their 

voices cry out for a different way of life. To be sure, we may disagree at times on the way to end 

violence, but are not our hearts similar in the desire to see peace in our schools, in our 

communities, and in our world? We may see that happening in different ways, but is this not a 

common goal for us? As people of God, do we not hunger together for God’s shalom, for God’s 

peace in our world? While we all may envision different paths to that end, do we not cry out 

together, “Hosanna, save us, Lord”? 

 

If we’ll listen closely and pay attention, we may find the salvation for which we cry out comes as 

we give up our expectations to embrace the way of the One who comes on the back of colt; who 

faces a cross on a Friday; and who shatters our expectations as a stone is rolled away on Sunday. 

 

Could it be that God is hearing our cries of “Hosanna” today? Might God be moving among our 

young people to help us discover a new way of living? O Lord, help us to give up our 

expectations that we might embrace the life that you offer us in Jesus Christ. Hosanna! Save us, 

Lord! 

 

 

 

                                                 
1 Mark 11:9-10, NRSV. 
2 Zechariah 9:9, NRSV. 

 


