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A few years back Geoffrey and I went to a concert in St. Charles.   The concert was of 

a prog rock band named Transatlantic.  We got to town early and so we went down a couple 

doors from the theater to a nearby pub for dinner.  Little did we know at the time that the 

place was filled with other concert-goers.  As we waited for our burgers, the door opened and 

there began a bit of a ripple effect of interest in the people walking in.  It was the band.  As 

they were escorted to the other side of the restaurant, people got up and peered around the 

bar, watching them- I might add that Geoffrey was one of those middle-aged men straining 

their necks around the bar…. And when that table wasn’t big enough, the band turned around 

and walked through the entire place to another back room....you could feel the excitement 

build.  Folks making sure their friends looked up and saw the band; encountered the band in 

our common place.    

They started walking toward us.  Geoffrey completely “fan-girled” and I think his mouth hung 

open a little bit as he watched Neal Morse and Mike Portnoy walk within arms length of 

him.      

As they walked right by our table I added our accolade to the others.  I nodded to Neal Morse 

and said, “looking forward to the show”.  And then they were gone.  Geoffrey looked at me and 

said, “you talked to them!”  

  

I get the feeling that the entry of Jesus into Jerusalem happened something like 

this.  It wasn’t a planned parade, but rather the presence of Jesus in the midst of a 

festival crowd that caused one person to begin whispering to another:   

“it’s him”    

“It’s Jesus”    

“I saw him in Cana”    

“I listened to him on the shores of the sea”   

“I grew up with one of his disciples”   

“Why’s he on a donkey?”   

“You know what that means”   

“That means he’s our new king”  

“He’s the Messiah”  

“Yea, no more Rome”  

By the time Jesus travels the couple of miles from the Mount of Olives to Jerusalem, I can 

imagine the crowd that has gathered around him.  Shouting and singing.  Some following to 

watch.  Some perhaps ready to do battle.  Shouts of “hosanna” and “blessed is he who comes 

in the Lord’s name!” are heard.  



And by the time they reach Jerusalem and enter – it’s a whole event taking place.  And people 

are ready for their expectations to be fulfilled.   

  

Now Geoffrey and I had been looking forward to the concert for a few months and our 

excitement at seeing the band was tangible.  

But these people in Jerusalem had been anticipating the arrival of the Messiah for years.  Their 

expectations had been built up....  

  

Probably the more the Roman government oppressed them, the more they expected from the 

messiah.  

  

And here he finally was - at Passover no less…  

They were probably thinking about another deliverance centuries before .  

  

As I think about that brief experience with the band, I can begin to feel the intensity of their 

excitement.  

The difference is that Geoffrey’s and my expectations were fulfilled by the band – they 

put on a great concert.  

But the crowds who ushered Jesus in as a king….their story turns out different.  

  

Well, they didn’t head to the Roman governor’s headquarters to take over.  

No Jesus went instead to the Temple  

  

And that’s when things started to shift.  

The excited crowds probably became confused.  

The religious leaders wondered what was happening to interrupt their sacred festival.  

And Jesus began to live out his understanding of what being the Messiah means.  

And it wasn’t what people expected.  

  

People expected a king  

- they got a prophet  

Religious leaders expected appropriate faithful participation in the festival   

- they got the tables overturned and a mess made in the Temple  

- and then they had their own leadership and faithfulness challenged by Jesus  

 The disciples expected the kingdom of God to show up and for their status to be raised  

-they got confusion, growing unease, and a mysterious Passover meal.  

  

Like going to a Transatlantic concert and instead of their music, hearing Lawrence Welk.   

  



And that’s what this week is about: remembering what happened with Jesus…  

That he entered the week not in order to fulfill what everyone else expected of him but 

to give us something we never expected at all.    

  

Like Philippians said, “he did not consider equality with God as something to be held onto, but 

he chose to humble himself and take on the form of a servant.”  

  

That week happened the way it did because he chose what kind of Messiah he would be:  

 A Messiah who would choose humility.  

 A Messiah who would serve not seek to be served.  

 A Messiah who would endure.   

 A Messiah who would give.  

 A Messiah who would not live into others people’s expectations, but would give 

us something we never expected.  

A Messiah who would live out Isaiah’s proclamation:   
6 I offered my back to those who beat me, my cheeks to those who pulled out my beard;  

I did not hide my face from mocking and spitting.  
7 Because the Sovereign LORD helps me, I will not be disgraced.  

Therefore have I set my face like flint, and I know I will not be put to shame.  
8 He who vindicates me is near.-Isaiah 50:6-8a  

  

And so Jesus moved through that week  

And we move through this week.    

Not moving directly from hosanna to hallelujah  

But remembering the choice Jesus made for the sake of the world.  

  
 

Let’s pray:  

Lord Jesus – you gave this world what it did not expect;   

You chose to give this world what we didn’t even know we needed.  

And in this most holy of weeks we come before you in humility and awesome respect of all you 

have endured for the sake of the world; for our sakes.    

For those of us who don’t know the story, give us courage to hear it for the first time.  

For those of us who tend to skip over the story, give us courage to move through it 

again.  

For those of us who have forgotten the story, open our hearts to receive it once again.  

Send us your Holy Spirit that our faith may grow deeper in you as we move with 

you through this Holy Week.  Amen.  
 


