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Sermon for Christ the King Sunday, Year C 

November 24, 2019 

The Rev. Evelyn Wheeler, Rector 

Jeremiah 23:1-6; Psalm 46; Colossians 1:11-20; Luke 23:33-43 

Who is this king? 

The anointed, the chosen, the son of man and son of God, the wanderer, the story-teller, 

the asker-of-questions, the challenger-of-the-powerful, the ironic and occasionally 

sarcastic rabbi-without-a-synagogue… 

A coffee-klatsch attender 

a sick-bed healer, 

a mensch 

a caster-out-of-demons 

a man of prayer, 

A path-breaker 

a mind-bender 

a lover of souls 

a demander of truth 

a defender of wrong-doers 

Or, as Colossians has it: the firstborn of all creation, the image of the invisible God, our 

rescuer from the power of darkness, 

And, today, on the cusp of what we sometimes call “ordinary time” and the “waiting time” 

of Advent, a victim of imperial oppression under a death sentence. 

It’s only in Luke’s gospel that we hear the two men, two thieves, that were crucified with 

him, speak: 

- One to scoff and one to speak in faith and trust. 

- One who didn’t even dare to hope he could be rescued, and the other, who didn’t 

care, except that he be remembered – who trusted, even as he was in agony and 

dying, that being remembered was enough. 

I wonder, how often are we – am I – like the first thief – looking for an escape from the 

mess we’ve made of our lives, or the mess I’ve sometimes made of mine … 
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   If you can’t fix it, O you who claim to be Messiah of God… 

  Then I don’t believe in you. 

When we get to thinking God’s going to rescue us – from illness or accident or anything, 

because isn’t God all powerful and didn’t Jesus promise that whatever we ask for in his 

name we will get it … when we begin to think of God as our get-out-of-jail free card… 

What do we think when God is silent?  When the situation we’re in doesn’t change, when 

answers are withheld? 

Do we think, maybe all this religion stuff is lies and fantasy? 

Or do we think, if we go on praying, God will listen – as we remember the story of the 

unjust judge who finally responded to the widow’s plea for justice just to shut her up? 

Do we ever think that the silence … is our answer? 

The second thief, hanging there next to Jesus, scolded the scoffing one – we got ourselves 

into this mess, by our own choices, we deserve our state. 

It sounds pretty harsh, put that way. We got ourselves into this mess; blaming God for not 

getting us out is not going to make it any better. 

And neither will blaming others – the Romans of our own day, those in power, or 

immigrants, or LGBTQ people, or uppity women, or anyone else – we all have the option to 

make choices, but even the good choices we make may not be enough to get us out of a hole 

… 

Because sometimes we are simply in a mess, through no one’s fault at all, or because 

someone else did do something that put us there. 

Yet we always have choices.  We get to choose, most importantly, how we will respond to 

whatever situation we find ourselves in. 

The second thief knew that; and he made his choice – he chose to trust Jesus was who his 

disciples claimed he was, and all he asked of the son of God, the king of the Jews, was to 

be remembered. 

“Remember me, when you come into your kingdom.” 

I suspect that deep down, it’s what we all want – to be remembered. 
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To have been known. 

And Jesus answers him – 

  Today, 

  You will be with me 

  In paradise. 

  Today, 

  You will be with me 

  In paradise. 

To be with Jesus is to be in paradise 

Today. 

Now. 

Simply because we trust that God remembers us. 

Hanging on a cross, dying slowly and in horrible pain, in paradise. 

Caught up in family squabbles, yet still in paradise. 

Sitting on death row awaiting execution, in paradise. 

Caged like an animal, separated from family, in paradise 

Torn apart by civil divisions, in paradise. 

Snared by circumstance, tragedy, history, poor choices or sheer bad luck, yet still … in 

paradise. 

What are we to make of it? 

Our king wears a crown, yes, in his majesty – but it is a crown of thorns.  Wearing it draws 

blood, wearing it speaks shame and humiliation 

To wear it is a sign there is no indignity too great or too small, that Jesus does not accept 

it – yet even in that acceptance, even in that pain and humiliation, he is in paradise. 

Jesus, remember me, when you come into your kingdom. 

  Today,   You will be with me,   In paradise. 


