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Today is the last Sunday of the Christian year. The great cycle of 
feasts and seasons, which began 52 weeks ago on the first 
Sunday of Advent, ends with a grand finale called the Feast of 
Christ the King, where we stand for a moment at the end of history 
to see how all the loose threads of time are gathered up, and the 
pattern and purpose of the universe story are revealed at last in the 
beauty of Christ, in whom all things are restored and fulfilled.  
 
As Colossians tells us: 
 
 God has rescued us from the power of darkness 
 and transferred us into the kingdom of God’s beloved Christ… 
 [in whom] all the fullness of God was pleased to dwell, 
 and through whom God was delighted to reconcile all things 
 to the mystery of divine love. 
 
The observance of Christ the King was created by Pope Pius XI in 
1925, and it made its way into the Anglican calendar as well. The 
pope was responding to the apocalyptic violence of World War I, 
when evil and madness seemed to seize control of the world. The 
pope wanted to establish a clear reminder that it is Christ to whom 
the future belongs; that it is Christ, and Christ only, that we must 
follow and serve.  
 
There’s a wonderful film called Son of Man (2007), in which the 
story of Jesus is depicted by South African actors, in a 21st 
century African setting. It begins in the desert, with Jesus and 
Satan sitting side by side on the top of a tall sand dune. And there 
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Satan offers Jesus the familiar temptations: use your power, 
dazzle the world, bow down to me and I will give you everything 
you desire.  
Jesus listens in silence. Suddenly, he turns to Satan and shoves 
him off the ridge. As Satan tumbles head over heels down the 
sandy dune, Jesus shouts down to him: “This is my world!” 
 
Satan comes to a stop at the bottom, picks himself up, dusts 
himself off, and shouts back at Jesus: “No! It’s my world!”  
 
The film cuts to a village in the middle of a bloody civil war,  
where terrible atrocities are proving Satan’s point.  
It’s his world after all.  
 
As Christians, we talk about divine purpose, but the madness and 
violence and stupidity of history sometimes tempt us to concede 
the field to the powers of darkness.  
 
Some of us are old enough to remember that day in 1963 when 
Americans dreamed together how God’s kingdom might come in 
the form of justice and love. Stirred by the words of Dr. King, we 
glimpsed the radiant truth of that biblical vision. Three months 
later, Satan offered his rebuttal in Dallas.  
 
So whose world is it? Are we in God’s dream, or Satan’s nightmare?  
 
In times like these, we can’t help wondering. From the invasion of 
Ukraine to the rise of racism, anti-Semitism, and political violence 
in America, from the depradations of vulture capitalism to our 
inexplicably suicidal inaction on climate change, Satan appears to 
have the upper hand. The world is “breaking bad.” 
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Those who mix their religion with political extremism say that God 
is on their side, but such statements are lacking in content. Their 
“God” is not really expected to supply any concrete assistance, 
such as plagues or angelic legions, to carry them to victory.  

“God-on-our-side” language is merely a dramatic way to say that 
“we are right and you are evil.”  

However, a new video ad is selling the startling idea that God has 
indeed, in these latter days, directly intervened in history by 
anointing a human messiah to enforce divine will through political 
power. Over God’s-eye aerial views of land and sea, we hear a 
caricature of Charlton Heston recite a text with biblical cadences 
and a lot of reverb: 

“And on the 8th day, God looked down on his planned paradise, and 
said, ‘I need a protector.’ So God made a fighter.… God said, ‘I 
need someone to be strong, advocate truth in the midst of hysteria, 
someone who challenges conventional wisdom, and isn’t afraid to 
defend what he knows to be right and just.… someone who will take 
the arrows, stand firm in the face of unrelenting attacks.’”  
 

As we hear these words, we see photographic images of the new 
Messiah, who turns out to be—wait for it—the governor of Florida! 
I knew he had presidential ambitions, but evidently he’s now in 
the running for the Antichrist. Are there really enough rubes out 
there to fall for the false messiah gag? 
 
About 60 years ago a southern preacher named Clarence Jordan 
liked to ask his fellow Christians: “What’s the biggest lie told in 
America today?” He’d let that sink in as everyone thought about it 
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for a moment. Then he’d say, “The biggest lie told in America 
today is: ‘Jesus is Lord.’” 
 
What he meant was, if you say “Jesus is Lord” and foster racism, 
you’re a liar. If you say “Jesus is Lord” and support white 
supremacy, you’re a liar. If you say “Jesus is Lord” and foment 
bigotry and hate, you’re a liar. If you say “Jesus is Lord” and afflict 
the vulnerable, you’re a liar. If you say “Jesus is Lord” and do 
harm to your fellow beings, you’re a liar.  
Someone has posted an amusing short video depicting Jesus as 
an incarnation of our worst politics. It shows Jesus teaching his 
disciples in a variety of settings:  
 

“I was hungry, and you gave me something to eat. I was 
thirsty, and you gave me something to drink. And behold: 
Now I’m all lazy and entitled. You shouldn’t have done that.” 

 
“What is a man profited, if he gains the whole world, but 
loses his own soul? A lot! He has profited a lot. One soul for 
the whole world, that is an amazing deal!” 

 
Sad to say, some people would prefer the anti-Jesus, who does 
nothing but reflect their own pitiful values. In any case, as the song 
says, “You gonna have to serve somebody: Well, it may be the devil 
or it may be the Lord, but you gonna have to serve somebody.”  
 
So who’s it going to be? 
Whom do we serve? 
Who or what rules our life? 
To whom do we belong? 
To what do we surrender? 
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You’re gonna have to serve somebody. 
  
In this age of hyper-individualism,  
the idea of submission to a larger reality, 
a greater good,  
goes against the grain. 
But we’re all governed by something,  
maybe even a whole crazy stampeding herd of somethings, 
pulling us here, driving us there. 
Whether we are conscious of it or not,  
there are voices, internal and external,  
which direct and rule our hearts in every moment. 
A hundred years ago, Scottish theologian P. T. Forsyth suggested 
that “The first duty of every soul is not to find its freedom, but its 
Master.” And then he added: “If within us we find nothing over us, 
we succumb to what is around us.”  When that is the case, there 
is no shortage of impulses, passions, ambitions, ideologies, 
agendas and distractions to swallow us up and sweep us away. 
 
On the last Sunday of the Christian year, the Feast of Christ the 
King, we pledge allegiance to the Divine Love that governs the 
universe. As Frederick Denison Maurice, nineteenth-century 
Anglican priest and social reformer, reminds us, the reign of 
Christ extends into every province of our common life:  
 

When we say, ‘Thy kingdom come,’ we desire that the King 
of kings and Lord of lords will reign over our spirits and souls 
and bodies, which [belong to God]… We pray for the 
extinction of all tyranny…; [we pray] for the exposure and 
destruction of corruptions inward and outward; [we pray] for 
truth in all departments of government, art, science;  
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[we pray] for the true dignity of professions [and labor]; [we 
pray] for right dealings in the commonest transactions of trade; 
[we pray] for blessings that shall be felt in every [dwelling]. 

How much of our lives is ruled by Christ? 
Do we only give a part of ourselves, part of the time?  
Jesus may get Sunday mornings, but does he get the working week? 
He may get our spiritual life, but does he get our worldly affairs? 
Does he get our relationships, or our use of time? 
Does he get our politics, or our economics? 
 
There’s a story that Swedish Christians tell about an aged and 
pious church lady who was always quoting Jesus. She was also 
sharply critical of her fellow church members because they drank 
wine. And she said that if they ever started serving wine instead 
of grape juice for communion, she’d just have to leave the church. 
Some folks reminded her that Jesus himself drank wine, but she 
replied, “You know, that’s the one thing about Jesus I never liked.”  
 
That’s our story too, of course. 
There’s always something about the Jesus way that gives us pause— 
though it’s probably not the wine we have trouble with. 
 
But Jesus gets that about us.   
And still, he never gives up on us.  
He knows we can do it. 
Just try it, he says. Pick up your cross and follow me. 
 
In our Book of Common Prayer, each morning is begun  
as an act of surrender to divine governance  
that will carry us through rest of the day. 
I invite you now to close your eyes to pray with me these words  
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from the office of Morning Prayer: 
 

O God… to know you is eternal life, and to serve you is 
perfect freedom… We humbly pray you so to guide and 
govern us by your Holy Spirit, that in all the cares and 
occupations of our life we may not forget you, but may 
remember that we are ever walking in your sight… in all we 
do, direct and rule our hearts to the fulfilling of your 
purpose… that, having done your will with cheerfulness 
during the day, we may, when night comes, 
rejoice to give you thanks. Through Jesus Christ our Lord. Amen. 

 
We don’t always remember that we live and move and have our 
being in the divine reality.We’re such forgetful creatures. 
So we need attentive practices  
to encourage awareness of God’s guiding, loving presence  
in our hearts, our minds, our bodies. 
 
God is never absent, but we often are.  
So we pray and reflect and come to the liturgy.  

And we strive for mindfulness  
“in all the cares and occupations of our life” as well.  

 
However, it’s not enough to feel spiritual or centered within ourselves.  
The heart, crucial as it is, is too small a kingdom for Jesus. 
As the hymn says, “Crown him Lord of all.” 
 
But today’s gospel does not show us a mighty ruler striding the 
corridors of power, but only a naked man nailed to a tree. Soldiers 
laugh at the pathetic absurdity of his “kingship.” The sign above 
his head—“King of the Jews”—is a mocking irony. His only 
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apparent subject is the dying thief hanging next to him. “Jesus,” 
he gasps, “remember me when you come into your kingdom.”   

 
Some kingdom! 
Some king! 

 
Does Christ’s kingdom exist only in the future? Or is it somehow 
breaking into the here and now, even in the killing fields of history, 
where you need the faith of a dying thief to see it?  
 
If you want to see Christ’s kingdom,  

 
Love God, love people, love the earth, 
with everything that is in you. 

 
When you do that—when we do that— 

the kingdom comes, 
the kingdom takes place, 

  the kingdom becomes visible, 
the kingdom is here. 

 
 
The question we began with—whose world is it?—is, alas, 
undecidable within the flux of history. You can’t choose on the 
basis of the evidence, because for the time being the evidence is 
mixed, like the wheat and the tares. 
 
But you can decide who’s got the better story—Jesus or Satan. 
And you can choose which story you want to belong to: 

 
The story which overflows with life,  
or the one that ends in death. 



 9 

 
Your choice. 
 
 
Lord, your summons echoes true when you but call my name 
Let me turn and follow you and never be the same 
In your company I’ll go where your love and footsteps show 
Thus I’ll move and live and grow in you and you in me 


