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It’s Christ the King Sunday. The Sunday in which we proclaim boldly, as our ancestors in the 
faith once did under threat of death and persecution, Jesus is Lord! I think we do well to recall, 
at least once a year, that the early followers of Jesus were known atheists because they did not 
worship the pantheon of Roman gods. Their proclamation that there is one God and Jesus is 
Lord was a bold and radical declaration of their allegiance to no other ruler but Christ.   
 
Some years ago I was in New York City for a conference. I was wandering around the 
neighborhood looking very much like the tourist that I was. You know the kind: standing on the 
sidewalk looking up with jaw dropped, mouth open, just agog with everything. While 
wandering around I came across a brick wall with these lines written in red paint: a ruler for 
the rest of us. It didn’t indicate who is “the rest of us” but over the lines was a poster of Jesus 
dressed in contemporary middle-eastern dress: the ruler for the rest of us. At the time I thought 
that was pretty cool and it certainly surprised me seeing it on a street in New York.  
 
But now, on this Christ the King Sunday, I’m thinking a better caption describing that 
contemporary Jesus would be “a ruler for all us” for after all the reign of Jesus is not for a 
select few who happen to get it. He has overturned all the rulers of this world in the oddest, 
most scandalous way possible - torture, humiliation, death and resurrection - not only for the 
“rest of us”, whoever that is, but for all of us; every last one of us in every place and time, 
including the criminal with the simple prayer on his lips: remember me! Yes, Lord Jesus, 
remember me when you come into your kingdom. Isn’t this the dearest, most poignant prayer 
of our hearts? Lord, will you remember me when you come into your kingdom? There it is: do 
you know who will remember you? Jesus is the Lord who remembers you who are lost; 
you who are alone; you who are afraid; you who are left out; you who have no place to 
call home; all who call upon him in faith and hope.  
 
I am going to ask you to join me in singing this prayer precisely as prayer. First the choir will 
sing then we will join them.  
 
Of course, we also know that Jesus, the Son of God, did not escape the agony of the brutal 
powers that defy the rule of Christ. In fact, the gospel raises for us the unvarnished view of just 
what kind of ruler it is that reigns in power for us. This ruler is so radically different from every 
ruler of this world that we are often tempted to make him into one who rules like all the rest, 
with an iron hand and dominance over others, reinforced with violence. Smash your enemies! 
Yet, Jesus - the ruler for all of us - refuses that form of power. He rules in love and mercy.  
 
It’s a grim scene altogether; crucifixion is shocking, brutal, horrifying. Yet, what Christians 
perceive in this horrible scene is something altogether astonishing and even joyful. Love. 



God’s love hidden in the cross where Jesus hangs between two criminals. Only one of whom 
recognizes him as the Lord of all.  
 
We want to turn away at the scene until we realize this is the way of God that overturns all the 
ways of this world in the most radical way possible: not with violence but with forgiveness and 
love that embraces even death itself on its way to changing everything. This is our ruler. This is 
our King. He is the one who remembers you. The whole scene caused the hymn-writer Issac 
Watts to sing: love, so amazing so divine, demands my soul, my life may all.  
 
Who can perceive this radical reversal of everything we know about power?  It turns out that 
the least likely sees what is hidden in Jesus’ death. The dying thief, in contrast to his fellow 
criminals and the accusing soldiers, perceives rightly Jesus’ true identity and the reign of Christ 
that is to come. This is the evidence of faith that sees in Jesus what is utterly invisible in 
ordinary sight and time. There is nothing but violence and bloodshed - the powers of death 
working their will as they do. But the dying thief sees something else: the reign of Christ who 
pronounces what you and I desire to hear: “today you will be with me in paradise.”  
 
This reign of Christ remains hidden underneath the violence of this world. Yet, occasionally 
we glimpse his rule in our lives even as we hope for the fullness of God’s way to become our 
way. The other dying criminal could not see it neither could the soldiers. All they perceived was 
a weak, vulnerable, failed Messiah. That much is obvious; and for many still that is all there is. 
Yet, those like the dying thief perceive something different: the King who is Christ overturning 
all notions of human kingship.  
 
Many of you will know, because I shared it many times, that my favorite graffiti of all time is 
also scrawled on a wall in New York City. In a tunnel near Union Theological Seminary on the 
wall is written Aslan Rules! I need to hear this in these post-election days and I hope it is still 
there. (For those who don’t know, Aslan is the Lion character in C.S. Lewis’ Chronicles of Narnia 
who is indeed the Lion who rules all in mercy and humility.) The rulers of this age come and go, 
and like those early followers of Jesus – the atheists of the their day – we still claim Jesus is 
Lord!  
 
In the name of the Father and the Son and the Holy Spirit. Amen.  


