
Christ the King Year C 2022 

 

Luke 23:33-43 

 

 

 

In times of stress, 

When the going gets tough, 

It’s very natural  

To want to meet toughness with toughness. 

Something inside us, 

No matter how much we know, 

Wants somebody strong to protect us.  

We want a leader who will stand in the gap, 

Defend and protect us, 

And yes,  

Make it all ok.  

 

Somewhere deep inside, 

We long for what we have never had, 

And archetype we have never known.  

Many of us want a righteous king.  

 

Christians love the image 

Of Christ the King – 

At least when he is reigning in splendor, 

The righteous judge  

Dividing the sheep from the goats. 

We celebrate the image of the one  

Who makes all things new, 

From whose throne springs the river of the water of life, 

Flowing down to the tree of life 

In the middle of the city. 

 

This kind of a king, 

We could welcome among us. 

This kind of a king 

Would mend and restore all things, 

Would free us and unite us. 

 

This kind of a king would tell us  

What to do about climate crisis, 

Would help us to be generous and fearless, 

Would help us protect small children 

And offer dignity to the old. 

He would show us how to house the homeless 
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And feed the hungry. 

He would show us a way through our partisan mess 

Into a time of peaceful and useful collaboration.  

He would keep us safe in our nightclubs,  

And schools, and clinics.  

 

This kind of a king would bring  

Justice and peace, 

Righteousness and compassion 

Right down here, 

to street level, 

In the middle of this city. 

He would deal wisely,  

And bring about justice.  

 

We are waiting for that kind of king. 

A righteous shepherd, 

Who would keep us all safe  

And unafraid.  

 

But we are looking in the wrong place, 

For the wrong kind of king.  

 

Our king is already here, 

And we can’t find him. 

He is right in front of us, 

And we can’t recognize him. 

 

In the middle of the terrible, turbulent gospel scene 

At the place of the skull, 

The scene we so often avoid, 

He is already reigning in glory. 

 

Christ reigns from the cross.  

 

It is hard for us to remember  

That in the time and place 

Of Jesus of Nazareth, 

A scene like this was all too ordinary. 

 

Crosses lined the roads 

All over the Roman empire. 

Criminals, revolutionaries, 

Troublemakers 

Groaned for days 

As they died too slowly. 
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Over their heads, often, 

Was a placard stating their crime. 

 

So there is nothing special about this scene. 

 

Except, maybe, this time, 

That on one of the crosses, 

The mocking inscription stating the crime reads, 

“the King of the Jews.” 

 

Did they know what they wrote? 

The deep irony of those words?  

Did they know they had written, 

Not too much, 

But too little? 

They intended to mock him, 

And yet, 

Even if they had written  

“The King of the World,” 

it could not hold the vastness of the truth. 

 

The King of the Cosmos, 

The king of all times and all things, 

Is fixed to the cross 

And reigns from there. 

 

Nothing special about this scene, 

With the cross against the sky, 

Unless you can see 

That this time,  

It is extraordinary.  

It is the still center of the troubled world, 

And this moment will last  

Until the end of time. 

 

This moment, 

The moment of the cross, 

holds all great and terrible moments. 

Fire, flood, famine. 

Massacre and heartbreak. 

 

You could set this cross up  

In a ruined city in Ukraine 

Or a parched and exhausted field in Africa 

Or in a jail cell 
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Or hospital tent  

Or beside a grave. 

 

Wherever you set this cross, 

The king who reigns from this throne 

Will see and welcome those who draw near. 

 

Anyone can draw near.  

The outlaws, 

The obnoxious,  

The self-righteous, 

Those who believe they are beyond hope.  

The ordinary bumblers. 

Or me.  

Or you.  

 

Wherever you find yourself, 

In a place too hard to bear, 

Or wherever you see pain and shame and catastrophe 

That seems too much to bear, 

From that place, 

You or anyone can say, 

Jesus, remember me. 

 

Remembering  

Is an act of power.  

It is one of the acts of God.  

God is the one who remembers. 

 

Does God ever forget? 

I know it can seem that way. 

That lonely feeling 

The certainty that you are not known or seen, 

And maybe God has forgotten you too – 

That’s a terrible feeling. 

 

But the truth is, 

God remembers 

Without ever forgetting. 

 

God is never too tired or distracted, 

God is never in too much pain 

To fail us.  

God will see and welcome – 

God will remember us. 
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Remembering is what God does. 

 

And God’s remembering 

Is not like our remembering. 

When God remembers, 

It’s a different,  

Powerful thing. 

 

The story of the people of God 

Is a story of God’s remembering.  

Remembering, for God, is an action.  

 

Noah and his family  

And the tumbling mass of creatures great and small 

Were tossed about in the ark, 

While the waters raged around them. 

There must have been moments 

When they could not imagine that they would survive. 

Sound familiar?  

 

But God remembered Noah,  

And the rain stopped,  

And the waters seeped away. 

 

Rachel could not have a child, 

So even though Jacob loved her 

More than her sister Leah, 

She was worthless. 

Have you ever felt worthless?  

 

But God remembered Rachel, 

And she conceived and bore a son, 

Who carried on the story of salvation.  

 

God remembers. 

God’s remembering is seeing, 

knowing, 

accepting, 

offering the healing love  

of the one who knows us through and through. 

 

When the criminal on the cross cries out, 

Jesus, remember me, 

When you come into your kingdom, 

He makes an opening  

Where truth can shine through. 
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The criminal cries out,  

Jesus, you are one  

With the one who remembers. 

Jesus, wherever you are going 

Is the place where remembering – 

seeing, knowing,  

Accepting and healing love – 

is the rule and principle that orders all things. 

 

The criminal’s plea 

Is the beginning of the new order, 

The renewal of the world.  

Because the promise of Jesus, 

Today you will be with me in paradise, 

Is the first glimmer of that new world. 

 

The king comes into his kingdom 

Through the painful mystery of the cross.  

 

 

We can’t see through the cross 

To the throne of heaven 

Where we can recognize the king. 

 

But the king is here, 

On the cross.  

The cross is his throne for now, 

Until the moment comes when he renews all things. 

 

But does this matter at all, 

For us,  

Here and now? 

 

Does this make any difference 

To our own suffering and confusion  

And immense capacity for screwing up? 

 

Yes. 

 

God is undaunted by our confusion. 

God can hold the still center 

While we flail around, 

Sometimes doing our worst – 

And sometimes doing our best. 
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There is no moment more powerful than this, 

No place to see more clearly 

what it means to be God – 

The God who comes among us 

To make the welter of our confusion and cruelty 

the center and source 

Of new and renewing life. 

 

Christ reigns from the cross, 

The cross that is forever,  

At least for now.  

 

But for now, 

Until he restores all things 

In a mystery beyond our knowing, 

The only place where we can see Jesus  

As Christ the King reigning in glory 

Is from the beautiful, terrible, 

Inexplicable splendor 

Of the cross.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


