
Christ the King 

By God’s Grace may I speak in his name who is Father Son and Holy 
Spirit. Amen. 

 

Once upon a time, there was a king, far way in a castle, wearing a 
golden crown, surrounded by servants, who fulfilled his every wish. 
That’s more or less the image of a king one finds in fairy tales. When 
we hear the word king, this is probably at least part of the image that 
comes to mind. Today though, we celebrate a very different kind of 
king. We celebrate Christ the King. A king without a castle, wearing a 
crown of thorns, a man part of an oppressed people, a thorn in the 
side of the powerful and rich. Crucified, like the worst kind of criminal. 

Why? Why is Jesus Christ this kind of king?  

I am old enough to still have grown up with cassette tapes. Me and my 
sisters would often drive my mum to distraction by listening to the 
same story tapes over and over again for hours. One of my favourite 
stories I still remember was about shoemaker Martin. Shoemaker 
Martin lived and worked in a basement room with a window, which 
gave him a view of the street above. In the evenings, after a long day 
at work, Martin would spend a bit of time reading the bible, before 
going to bed. One evening as he was reading his bible, he dozed off, 
and as he dozed off, he heard a voice telling him: “Martin, be ready, 
tomorrow I will come to visit you.” Martin felt certain it must have 
been God’s voice and he was very excited. First thing in the morning 
he made sure his room was in tiptop shape. When that was done, he 
prepared some hot soup, before he started his day’s work, while con-
stantly looking out the window, making sure he wouldn’t miss God’s 
visit. As he was watching he recognised old Stephen, who was shovel-
ling snow. He looked pretty frozen, so Martin got up, opened the door 
and called out to Stephen, inviting him in for a hot cup of tea. Martin 
sat down with Stephen in front of the warm fire, enjoying a cup of tea 
and a nice chat. Eventually Stephen had to leave again, and Martin 
continued his work while watching the window. Towards lunch time, 



he saw a young mother, trying to change her baby’s nappy. He got up 
and called to her, offering her to come inside and change the baby, 
where it was drier and warmer. The young mother gratefully accepted 
his offer. The baby was crying with hunger, so Martin offered to warm 
up some milk for the baby and asked the mother, if she would like 
some of the hot soup. She accepted both and so they all shared a 
meal together. After they left, Martin once again returned to working 
and watching. Later, he saw a woman with a big basket full of apples 
walk past, but all of a sudden, a little boy ran up, grabbing one of the 
apples and trying to run away. But the woman got him and started 
shouting at him. Again, Martin got up and quickly went outside, where 
he asked the woman to please let the boy go, who by that point 
looked very scared. After some back and forth the woman decided to 
let the boy go and Martin paid for the apple. Then the boy offered to 
help the woman carry the heavy basket and they went on their way 
with big smiles on their faces. Martin went back inside. It was getting 
darker, and soon it was time for him to put aside his work for the day. 
He felt quite sad, apparently, he had only imagined God telling him he 
would come and visit him today. When he finally got to reading his bi-
ble, he once again dozed off. Again, he heard the voice and this time it 
said: Did you not recognise me? And like in a dream he saw old Ste-
phen, the young mother and her baby, the woman with the basket 
and the little boy.  

As a little girl I always liked shoemaker Martin, I thought he was a very 
kind man. I also always got a bit annoyed with God in this story. Why 
couldn’t he just meet Martin outright? It seemed to me like God was 
cheating a bit here. I still like shoemaker Martin, but I like the way God 
decides to meet him even more. In our gospel reading today we heard 
Jesus saying: 

And the king will answer them, ‘Truly I tell you, just as you did it to 
one of the least of these who are members of my family, you did it 
to me.’  

A king who is hungry, thirsty, naked and in prison. That’s a far cry off 
from the king far away in a castle, with a crown and servants. It’s a 
very different kind of king. A king in need, not far off in a castle, but 



right here in front of us, encountering us in the least of these. One of 
us.  

These days we can’t invite each other in like shoemaker Martin invites 
people in. We often can’t even see each other’s faces, because we are 
wearing masks to protect each other. We live in a world where we 
give each other a variety of different labels: Men, women, rich, poor, 
disabled, able bodied, black, white, British, foreign and the list goes on 
and on. As we have to isolate from each other in a world that seems 
made up of labels we all carry, we can lose sight of each other’s hu-
manity. Other human beings become abstract concepts to us.  

But Jesus’ life and his words in todays gospel open our eyes to the 
truth beyond those labels and abstract concepts. The truth is, we are 
all made in the image of God. And that truth becomes inescapable as 
we encounter Christ the King. God, who became one of us, thirsty, 
hungry, naked and in prison. But also, the one who overcame death 
on the cross by raising to new life. Lord over all of creation, mighty 
and powerful, utterly good and holy. This God became one of us, so 
we can see the truth beyond the labels again: all of humanity is made 
in his image. The people in the story of shoemaker Martin could be la-
belled a poor old man, a homeless single mother, a cranky woman, a 
little thief. But what shoemaker Martin is told instead is: This is how 
God meets with us. This is Christ, the thirsty, hungry, naked and im-
prisoned king. God becoming one of us, to remind us, that we are all 
made in his image. I wonder, how will Christ visit you and me this 
coming week? 

Amen 

 

 


