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Allen Pruitt

Most all of us have, at one time or another,
stopped in the hallway
and looked out the windows down at the Cloister Garden.

St. Elizabeth’s Garden is one of the loveliest spaces
in a church full of lovely spaces.

The reason that things always look so right down there
is because there is a dedicated group of people

who care for the garden:
they manage the money given for it,
they plan for the care of the plants,
and they perform routine maintenance,

right down to blowing the leaves.
All of this work

is in service of our columbarium,
of maintaining the dignity

befitting a place of burial
for those we love but see no longer.

That’s really what serving on a committee is all about:
finding something you love

and putting in the effort to care for it,
to the glory of God
and for the benefit of others.

If the committees on which you serve don’t feel like that,
then something isn’t right!
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Part of the committee’s work
is to help with burial services down in the columbarium.

After we say prayers,
a committee member actually lays the person to rest in their niche. 

After one funeral,
I was making my way up the stairs
and I thought to myself,

“when you sign up to work for Jesus,
you wind up dealing with some very real things.” 

Spending money wisely,
taking care of plants,
blowing away the leaves,
and burying the dead.

It’s all part of working for Jesus.

I had the same experience at my last church.
A dignified and impeccably well dressed man,

who at one time had served as an acting cabinet secretary,
he put on his rubber boots,
took a straight shovel,
and dug holes eight inches wide,

20 inches long,
and 24 inches deep.

With precision and care
he prepared the ground for people he loved,

people he barely knew,
and everyone in between.
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Sometimes he was at the funeral,
sometimes he came early that morning,

but always, as I poured the ashes into the ground,
I gave thanks,

not only for the life of the deceased,
but for this man who took such care

with something as small as digging a hole.

It’s all part of working for Jesus.

We work for Jesus here in the church;
we mostly get that.

But what about when the service is over?
What about at the Thanksgiving table,

next to the relative we don’t much care for?
What about in our day jobs,

in our friendships,
in the voting booth,
in our bank account,
in how we spend our money

and how we give it away?

Do we work for Jesus then?

Today is Christ the King Sunday.
It marks the end of our church year,

as we look ahead to the reign of Christ
at the end of everything.

But isn’t Jesus the king right now?
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Nobody much likes having a king.
Americans sure don’t like thinking that there is a king of anything.

We wrote a whole Constitution
with the idea that we wouldn’t let anybody become our king, ever again:

somebody we don’t choose,
in charge of every aspect of our life,

somebody who rules,
simply by virtue of who they are.

The king sits on his throne and offers judgement:
he chooses between the right and the wrong
he executes the law,

and we’ve got very little to do with it.
Right is right and wrong is wrong.

We don’t much care for kings and thrones.
Except Jesus.
I reckon we’re ok with him,

right?

Are we ok with King Jesus,
dictating every aspect of our lives,

not asking,
but commanding us

to view everything:
the whole of our lives,
our whole lives long,

through the lens of almighty love?

Can we work for Jesus all the time?
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Jesus and his disciples are alone today.
He’s not teaching the crowds;
he’s not sparring with the Pharisees.

He’s talking quietly with those closest to him.
He’s not talking about who’s in and who’s out of the kingdom;

he’s talking about what it takes to live in the kingdom.

All it takes to live in the kingdom is to serve the king.
Sounds like a rotten and self serving fellow.

Until you really listen.

“Come, you that are blessed by my Father,
inherit the kingdom prepared for you from the foundation of the world;

for I was hungry and you gave me food,
I was thirsty and you gave me something to drink,
I was a stranger and you welcomed me,
I was naked and you gave me clothing,
I was sick and you took care of me,
I was in prison and you visited me.”

When?
When was it that we did all these things?

“Truly I tell you,
just as you did it to one of the least of these

who are members of my family,
you did it to me.”

Turns out,
it’s ALL part of working for Jesus.

We can’t poke around looking for him.
We aren’t going to see the shining robe of the risen King;\

we’re just going to see our neighbor.
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We can’t give our lives to Jesus,
until we give our lives to the people around us,

the people we know
and those we don’t;

the people we love
and those we don’t love yet;

the people who matter to us
and those we pretend don’t matter.

It turns out
that they’re all part of God’s family.

It turns out
that we’re all part of God’s kingdom,

and they are being asked to do the same thing we are.
It turns out

that working for Jesus requires EVERYTHING:
the whole of our lives,
our whole lives long.

Sounds kind of hard.
Sounds a little impossible,

working for Jesus.

And it is.

Woody Guthrie sang a song called “Jesus Christ.”
Near the end he says it like this,

“If Jesus was to preach today,
like he preached in Galilee,

we would lay Jesus Christ in His grave.”
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It’s just like those folks back, 2,000 years ago.
We really aren’t much different.
We shout for King Jesus

and lay palm branches at his feet,
and come Friday

we nail him to the tree.

We’ve had a whole year:
waiting on the baby Jesus,
celebrating his birth,
wandering through the desert of temptation,

and then death and glorious resurrection.

Here we are at the end of it all,
kneeling before King Jesus,

with the hammer in one hand
and the nails in our back pocket,

like we done every other day of our lives.

Here we are,
kneeling before King Jesus, seated on his throne.

At our best
we don’t hide the hammer and the nails,
we offer them up,

offer them for blessing
and for redemption.
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It’s ALL part of working for King Jesus:
the whole of our lives,
our whole lives long.

Everything we got,
every moment,
every dollar,
every person,
every single time: 

in service of the King of Creation.


