
The King We Almost Missed 

 

Palm Sunday is one of the strangest and most revealing days in the Christian year. It begins in 

celebration. Branches are waved. Cloaks are spread on the road. Voices rise with joy and expectation. 

Jesus is entering Jerusalem, and for a moment it seems as though the crowd has finally understood who 

he is. They honor him openly. They celebrate him publicly. They welcome him with energy, hope, and 

praise. Yet Palm Sunday is not simply a parade. It is also a revelation. The deeper question of the day 

is not whether the crowd was excited. The deeper question is whether they understood what kind of 

king they were welcoming. That question matters because it remains our question too. 

 

We know how to welcome a Christ who fits our expectations. We know how to praise a Savior who 

seems to confirm what we already want. We know how to celebrate a Lord who appears strong in all 

the ways the world defines strength. But Palm Sunday confronts us with a Messiah who comes 

differently than expected, moves differently than expected, and saves differently than expected. Jesus 

enters Jerusalem not on a war horse, not with military force, and not with the kind of spectacle meant 

to intimidate enemies or impress the powerful. He comes on a colt, humble and unarmed, deliberate 

and peaceful. That detail is not incidental. It is the sermon. Everything about this entrance tells us that 

Jesus is indeed a king, but not the kind of king many people were hoping to receive. 

 

The crowd longed for rescue, but they imagined rescue in familiar human terms. They wanted visible 

victory. They wanted Rome humbled and Israel lifted up. They wanted change they could measure, 

power they could recognize, and triumph they could cheer. And truthfully, who can blame them? That 

is how most of us imagine help should come. When life becomes heavy, when grief settles in, when 

fear gets into the bones, when the world around us feels unstable, we begin praying for God to act. But 

even as we pray, we often carry our own picture of what that action should look like. We want fast 

answers, clear wins, and obvious turnarounds. We want God to do something large enough that nobody 

could possibly miss it. Yet again and again, God comes near in ways that do not match our first 

expectations. 

 

That is the tension at the heart of Palm Sunday. The crowd was not wrong to praise Jesus. They were 

right to cry out. They were right to sense that hope was entering the city. But many still misunderstood 

the shape that hope would take. They wanted a king who would crush enemies. Jesus came as a king 

who would bear the weight of human violence without becoming violent in return. They wanted a ruler 

who would dominate. Jesus came as one who would serve. They wanted someone to seize control. 

Jesus came already grounded in something deeper than control, the unshakable authority of love. 

That is where Palm Sunday moves from ancient story to present truth. We still prefer the dramatic over 

the faithful. We still prefer force over surrender, appearance over depth, noise over trust. We still 

imagine that the clearest sign of God’s power would be God doing things our way, on our timetable, in 

forms we can immediately recognize. But Jesus keeps coming to us in this other way. He comes in 

humility. He comes in truth. He comes without manipulation. He comes without panic. He comes 

without the kind of power that has to frighten people in order to prove itself. Palm Sunday is beautiful 

for that reason, but it is also searching. It reveals not only who Jesus is. It reveals what kind of 

salvation we are willing to receive. 

 

It is possible to praise Jesus and still want a different Messiah. It is possible to sing “Hosanna” and still 

resist the way he actually reigns. It is possible to want Jesus near, as long as Jesus does not overturn 



our assumptions. That is not only the problem of the crowd back then. That is the struggle in every 

human heart. We want healing, but we do not always want surrender. We want peace, but we do not 

always want the humility that peace requires. We want resurrection, but we would prefer to skip the 

cross. We want the kingdom of God, but often in forms that leave our pride untouched. Palm Sunday 

will not let us do that. It places Jesus before us as he is, not as projection, not as mascot, not as 

chaplain to our preferences, but as the true king. 

 

And the true king does not enter the city to take life. He enters the city to give his own. That is why 

Palm Sunday carries both celebration and ache. The same crowd that shouts praise does not yet 

understand how costly this week will become. The road lined with palms leads toward a cross. The one 

welcomed as king will soon be mocked as a fraud. The one praised in public will be abandoned in fear. 

The one who comes in peace will absorb the fury of a world that does not know what to do with holy 

love. Palm Sunday has joy in it, but it is not shallow joy. It is the joy of knowing that God has come 

near and will not turn back. 

 

Jesus does not enter Jerusalem naively. He knows what is waiting there. He knows the betrayal, the 

denial, the violence, the loneliness, and the suffering. He knows exactly what kind of city he is 

entering and exactly what kind of week lies ahead. And still he comes. That may be one of the most 

comforting truths in all of Scripture. Jesus does not love us by accident. Jesus does not move toward 

the pain of the world blindly. Jesus knows, and still comes. He knows what is in Jerusalem, and still 

rides in. He knows what is in us, and still comes close. He knows the confusion in us, the fear in us, the 

inconsistency in us, the Sunday praise and the Friday silence in us, and still he comes. That is grace. 

Grace is not God loving an idealized version of humanity. Grace is God seeing clearly and coming 

anyway. 

 

Palm Sunday announces that kind of grace. It tells us that the heart of God is not avoidance but 

approach, not distance but nearness, not rejection but relentless love. There is something deeply human 

and almost everyday about that truth. Often the strongest person in the room is not the loudest one. It is 

the one who can walk into a tense situation without needing to dominate it. It is the one who can 

absorb anxiety without spreading more of it. It is the one who does not need to prove strength because 

strength is already settled within. That is Jesus entering Jerusalem. There is no scrambling, no 

theatrics, no insecurity. There is only steady purpose, holy courage, and love that has already counted 

the cost. 

 

That may be a word many of us need now. We live in a world addicted to spectacle. Bigger is assumed 

to be better. Louder is assumed to be stronger. Constant reaction is mistaken for leadership. Anxiety 

often passes for urgency. Noise often passes for truth. But Palm Sunday shows us another way. The 

deepest power in the world may arrive quietly. The holiest authority may look gentle. The truest king 

may come riding low. That matters not only for theology but for daily life. It means we should not 

overlook the quiet ways Christ still comes among us. Christ comes in ordinary faithfulness, in prayer 

that keeps going when emotion runs thin, in forgiveness that costs something, in kindness that does not 

get applauded, in truth spoken without cruelty, in courage that remains tender, and in communities that 

choose love over performance. So often we are looking for God in the spectacular while God is already 

present in the faithful. 

 



Palm Sunday reminds us that salvation does not always arrive the way we would script it. Sometimes it 

rides in humbly, and if we are only looking for the dramatic, we almost miss it. That may be the line 

worth carrying all week long: we were looking for power that would crush, and God sent power that 

would love to the end. That is the shock of the gospel, and it is also the hope of the gospel. If Jesus had 

entered Jerusalem in the world’s way, the world would have remained unchanged. Violence would 

have met violence. Pride would have met pride. One more empire would have risen against another. 

But Jesus comes to break that cycle. He comes to reveal a kingdom that does not run on domination. 

He comes to show us that love is not weak, that humility is not defeat, and that mercy is not surrender 

to evil. He comes to embody a reign where truth and compassion meet. 

 

By the end of the week, that love will look wounded. It will look defeated. It will look like loss. But 

Palm Sunday asks us to trust that appearances are not the whole story. The one who rides in on a colt is 

not less kingly because he is gentle. He is more. The one who refuses domination is not less powerful 

because he is humble. He is more. The one who gives himself away is not losing authority. He is 

revealing what divine authority truly is. This is why the church returns to Palm Sunday year after year. 

Not because we enjoy repetition, but because we need correction. We need to be reminded what kind 

of king Jesus is. We need our assumptions challenged again. We need to let go of the Messiah we 

would invent so we can receive the Christ who actually comes. 

 

And that reception is not merely emotional. It is practical. To welcome this king means learning his 

way. It means laying down not only palms but pride. It means trusting that gentleness can be strength. 

It means believing that faithfulness matters even when it does not look impressive. It means refusing 

the lie that God is only present in visible success. It means following Jesus down roads that do not 

flatter the ego but do heal the soul. Palm Sunday is not only about what happened outside Jerusalem 

long ago. It is about what happens whenever Christ comes near and asks for our trust. Will we receive 

the kind of king he is? Will we follow the kind of path he walks? Will we allow his humility to expose 

our hunger for control? Will we let his peace interrupt our addiction to force? Will we let his love 

redefine power? 

 

That is the invitation of Palm Sunday. Not merely to wave branches. Not merely to admire the scene. 

But to recognize the king and to follow. For in the end, Palm Sunday is not announcing that God has 

finally decided to play the world’s game better than the world. It is announcing that God has come to 

end that game altogether, with humility, with truth, with peace, and with love that will not stop. That is 

why the church still cries, “Hosanna.” Not because we fully understand everything. Not because we 

have mastered discipleship. Not because we are always consistent. But because, somewhere deep 

down, by grace, we know this is the one. The true king. The humble king. The holy king. The king we 

almost missed, and the king who still comes. 

 


