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Allen Pruitt

Welcome to the Feast of Christ the King!
Or the full and proper name:

the Solemnity of our Lord Jesus Christ,
King of the Universe.

That’s not a thought I have very often.
I often think of Jesus as a Shepherd;
I very often think of him as a teacher.
I even think about him as a savior,

risen from the dead.

I do not often think about Jesus Christ,
King of the Universe.

This feast day has been around for less than 100 years.
Pope Pius the XI instituted the feast in 1925.

At the time,
the nation of Italy was only a few decades old,

and the Pope still laid claim to vast territories of land,
a holdover from a medieval and feudal church.

But there was more going on in 1925
than just the church being stuck in the past.

By 1925
Italy’s new leader, Benito Mussolini

had been in power for 3 years.
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Mussolini had promised to erase distinctions of class
and to bring Italy back to it’s former glory,

the glory of Rome.

Mussolini promised the people
that if only they would give power to a man

“ruthless and energetic enough to make a clean sweep”
then Italy would see itself rise to heights not seen for 2,000 years.

That was Mussolini’s promise.

The pope wanted to remind the people of a different promise.
We all need to be reminded of that different promise.

That God will rule at the end of everything.
That dictators who demand our worship
and false idols to whom we offer worship,

that all of these will cease to be.

It’s hard though.
Hard for all people I suppose,

to acknowledge that there’s a king of anything,
to acknowledge that God made us

and so we belong to that same God.

Because if we belong to God,
if Christ is our King,

then we are not our own.
We are not the masters of our own destiny.

Hard words,
when what we want is a friend,

perhaps a shepherd.

And what we have is a king:
The Lord Jesus Christ,

King of the Universe.
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Strange then to read a story about the cross.
Strange to think about the King of the Universe,

with criminals to his left and to his right.
Strange to hear a king,

now hanging on the cross,
“Father, forgive them;

for they do not know what they are doing.”

Who does that?
Who offers forgiveness in place of power?
Who offers humility when others scoff?
Who really believes

that grace and mercy and peace
can stand up

to might and force and violence?

The Lord Jesus Christ,
King of the Universe.

Your Lord,
and I hope my Lord too.

My very first Sunday here at St. Mark’s
I talked about a Primitive Baptist preacher,

now dead.

I went to church with my grandma
on the Sunday before I started here.

And this is what that preacher said,

“There ain’t no other one
that’s done what your lord,

and I hope mine,
has done.”

Your Lord,
and I hope mine.

The Lord Jesus Christ,
King of the Universe.
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There ain’t no other one,
that’s done what he has done.

We stand at the end of the church year.
Next Sunday we begin again,

the first Sunday of Advent,
and then on to Christmas,

Lent,
the cross and the empty tomb.

A risen Lord,
wandering around,
rolling away stones

and giving life to the dead.

There ain’t no other one,
that’s done what he has done.

The Lord Jesus Christ,
King of the Universe.

Born in squalor,
to parents of questionable status.

Raised up in a backwater.
And when he was just getting started,

this is what he said,
“I came to bring good news to the poor,

proclaim release to the prisoners,
and recovery of sight to the blind,
to let the oppressed go free.”
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That’s the king we are called to follow,
the God we are called to worship.

At my worst,
I work against all that.

Even at my best,
I just think of it as a nice idea:

Good news to the poor,
let the oppressed go free,
all the rest.

How on earth could I find the energy
to do any of that?

How on earth could I summon the will
to follow a king like that?

Instead,
I’ll just worship myself

and hope for the best.

Maybe I’ll find my way into paradise,
like the thief who repented.

Paradise comes from the Greek word paradeisos,
which doesn’t mean much of anything at all.

It all comes from an ancient word,
meaning park or enclosure.

Like the king’s park.



�6

You’ve seen pictures of all the people outside Buckingham palace,
watching the changing of the guard,

or better yet,
pictures of the gardens inside those walls,

and high society in immaculate dress,
invited to tea with the queen,

at which they might,
just might

get to see her for about 5 seconds.

Well, that’s not what paradise is like.

Remember,
the queen has another castle too,

way up in Scotland.
And only her family is allowed to go there.

It’s a private retreat:
her escape from the burdens of the world.

A paradise,
a park,
an enclosure,

meant only for the royal family.

It is as if the queen went to the local jail,
found the worst sort of criminal,

and said to that person,
“Come with me,

to the place where only my family is welcome.

Come with me today,
to paradise.

What sort of queen,
would do that?


