
Sermon for Reign of Christ


Well, here we are at the last Sunday of the Church year and on the verge of 
the last weeks of the calendar year.  Many of us are likely to be saying, 
Good Riddance to 2020!


For all the hardship this year has brought, it has also thrown into sharp 
relief the good, the bad and the ugly, as it were.  The image of Jesus as a 
leader of love, mercy, grace and justice invites our imaginations to a place 
of hope as we end this less than hope-filled year.


This feast day, Reign of Christ, is particularly apt for this year of 2020.  
Ninety-five years ago, in 1925, Pope Pius XI, reflecting on the devastation 
of World War One, the Spanish Flu, and the rise of nationalism throughout 
the world, decided that the last Sunday of the Church calendar would be a 
Sunday when the gathered community would look to Jesus as the model 
for a true leader.  The Catholic, Anglican, Lutheran and Orthodox churches 
have continued to observe this feast. 

It is interesting, if not disturbing, to note that 1925 was the year that Benito 
Mussolini declared himself dictator of Italy and Adolf Hitler wrote his 
autobiographical manifesto, Mein Kampf. 

And here we are, almost 100 years later.  Trump refuses to concede to the 
democratically elected president in the United States.  Covid-19 can be 
found in pretty much every country of the world and has killed 
approximately a million and half people. Nationalism is again on the rise. 

And into this reality, that doesn’t sound like much has changed in 100 
years, comes into our vision, yet again, of a different kind of leader. 

Not one asserting his power.  Not one demanding attention.  Not one 
shouting out his rights and our obligations. 

Into our midst this day and everyday, comes the Shepherd King, a different 
kind of leader, calling us all to a different kind of world. 

All I can say is, Thanks be to God!! 



I invite us to simply drink in the words of scripture. To rest in the beautiful 
and very real images of our God as the one who gently cares for us, 
watches over us with love, seeks us out when we are in trouble.  Who 
comes to us filled with longing and love, not demands and accusations.  
Who brings us rest and restoration, not impossible tasks or exhausting 
obligations.


And all this loving Shepherd asks of us is to see the face of Christ in the 
other.  To witness the reality of God’s presence in all people, in all creation, 
and to respond with the same love, mercy and justice that God brings to 
us.


The visions of the prophet Ezekiel speak to the image of God as our 
Shepherd which we hear again throughout the psalms.


For thus says the Lord GOD: I myself will search for my sheep, and will seek 
them out. 

As shepherds seek out their flocks when they are among their scaAered sheep, 
so I will seek out my sheep. I will rescue them from all the places to which they 
have been scaAered on a day of clouds and thick darkness. 

This God is a God who seeks out the flock - not to lord it over them, but to rescue 
them.  I am reminded of the famous English poem, The Hound of Heaven, wri@en 
by Francis Thompson published in 1893. 

The poem, which begins,  

I fled Him, down the nights and down the days; 
I fled Him, down the arches of the years;… 

Speaks to the relentless, love-driven, seeking God who follows us and 
seeks us out throughout our lives, even when we ourselves are turned 
away from that loving face. 

This is the God who seeks us out in the places of our fear and anxiety in 
the midst of a pandemic.  This is the God who persists in getting our 



attention when we find ourselves focused on our loneliness, our failing 
bodies, our less than reliable minds.   

Even when we are scattered by our own failings - the unloving word we’ve 
spoken in haste, the relationship we’ve broken because of unresolved pain, 
the anger we shared in a moment of passion - even then, this is the God 
who walks the pathways of life with us, moving about us in such ways that 
we catch a glimpse here and there and are reminded we are not alone. 

This fierce loving, always seeking Shepherd does not put demands on us 
that are unreasonable, impossible or life-denying.  We are not taxed by this 
God, nor are we set up with endless rules and obligations. 

Rather, one thing is asked of us.  As Jesus teaches the difficult and strange 
teaching of the goats and the sheep in the last judgement, he makes at 
least one thing clear.  When we look at our neighbours - whoever they 
might be - we are looking at Jesus.  And what we do to the least of them, 
we do to God, known to us through Christ. 

Be it your niece or neighbour, your friend or foe, a homeless person or the 
cashier at Shoppers - each and everyone of them is embedded with the 
Spirit of the God who created them, The Shepherd King who loves us so 
relentlessly.  We are simply asked to respond to the others we encounter in 
light of this truth. 

Imagine what our world would look like if our leaders seriously modelled 
themselves aGer this Shepherd King.  The president’s and prime ministers, the 
queens and kings, the mayors and councillors, the police chiefs and priests. 

Imagine. 

For now, for this moment though, I invite you to rest in the loving heart and hands 
of the God who seeks you out in the places we find ourselves today.  Let me end 
with the words to the Hymn “The King of Love my Shepherd is” which we will 
listen to as a solo as well. 

The King of love my Shepherd is, 
Whose goodness faileth never; 
I nothing lack if I am his 



And he is mine for ever. 
Where streams of living water flow 
My ransomed soul he leadeth, 
And where the verdant pastures grow 
With food celestial feedeth. 
Perverse and foolish oft I strayed, 
But yet in love he sought me, 
And on his shoulder gently laid, 
And home, rejoicing, brought me. 
In death's dark vale I fear no ill 
With thee, dear Lord, beside me; 
Thy rod and staff my comfort still, 
Thy cross before to guide me. 
Thou spread'st a table in my sight; 
Thy unction, grace bestoweth: 
And O what transport of delight 
From thy pure chalice floweth! 
And so through all the length of days 
Thy goodness faileth never; 
Good Shepherd, may I sing thy praise 
Within thy house for ever. 

Amen. 


