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John 18:33-37 
 

 In the name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Spirit. Amen. 

 I was about 12 or 13 – I don’t remember for sure and the whole family was getting ready to go to church. 

My brother and I had managed to get ready early that day and were playing some game (that I also don’t re-

member) and we got in an argument about something that seemed like the most important thing in the world at 

the time (but I also now don’t remember what it was). What happened next though, I remember very well: I 

chased my brother out of my room, through every other room in the house, and out into the back yard, all the 

way around the edge of the yard and back to the back door of the house. As you may have guessed, he was 

just a bit of a faster runner than me. 

 As he shot through the back door he slammed it behind him and I reached out my left arm to stop the door 

from closing, but instead of contacting the door on the wooden part my hand landed on a window pane and 

immediately shattered the glass. Someone later told me that if I had carefully removed my hand from the bro-

ken pane I would probably have been able to avoid the jagged surrounding glass, but of course in the heat of 

the moment I just instinctively yanked my arm back and sliced open my wrist on the broken pieces. 

 On the way to the emergency room to get stitches it occurred to me that I should say a prayer. My mom 

had wrapped a bandage around my wrist and as I sat staring out the window and clutching the bandage I 

prayed for a miracle: I prayed that God would miraculously heal the wound and when the doctor removed the 

bandage we would all be amazed to discover that the wound was gone and no stitches were needed. I mustered 

every bit of faith I could find, hoping that if I sincerely believed I would experience an astounding miracle. 
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 In one sense such a prayer is perfectly reasonable. After all, if God made the heavens and earth, the stars 

and the starfish, then surely God could easily close the wound in my wrist. Besides that, when God became 

flesh and lived with us as Jesus, he healed people all the time and even raised the dead. God is all-powerful, so 

all I needed him to do was a little bit of that power for me.  

 Which brings us to this day – the last Sunday after Pentecost, also called Christ the King Sunday. It is a 

day to remember and celebrate Christ’s almighty power as the King of all Creation, enthroned forever in heav-

en as the one is both fully God and fully human.  

 But the gospel text assigned for this Sunday already points us to some questions about what it means to 

speak of Christ the almighty King. Because our gospel text today is set in the midst of Jesus’ trial, just hours 

before his condemnation and crucifixion, as he stands helpless and powerless before Pilate. Pilate asks him if 

he is a King and Jesus says that he is – but he qualifies his answer. “My Kingdom,” Jesus says, “is not from 

this world.” In other words, Jesus’ power as King does not come in the way that power normally comes to 

Kings in this world: by birthright or by conquest. And therefore Jesus does not exercise his Kingly power the 

way the Kings of this world exercise their power: ruthlessly, dramatically, or at a whim. Jesus is King but he is 

like no other King we have known, he is the King who stoops to wash the feet of his followers and whose 

throne is a cross. He makes his home, not in palaces or executive mansions, but among the poor, the lonely, 

and the outcast. 

 That day when I cut my wrist I asked Jesus, the King of all creation, to use his power to perform an amaz-

ing miracle but when we got to the hospital and removed the bandage nothing had changed. The doctor at the 

E.R. stitched me up, I went on with my life, and I still have a very faint scar there to this day. 

 It would be many years before I was able to see how Jesus actually answered my prayer that day – be-

cause, in fact, my prayer had been answered. The wound was closed, not by Jesus reaching directly into my 

world and touching my wrist but by Jesus sharing his gift of healing with the doctors and nurses at the hospital 

who stitched it closed without me even experiencing much pain. I was healed, not instantly and by some inex-

plicable force, but slowly, as my body knit the skin back together in just the way that Jesus had designed it to 

do. 
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 The King of all creation had used his power to care for me and watch over me, but because his Kingdom 

and his power don’t look like the kingdoms and powers of this world I had trouble seeing him at work. My 

prayer for all of us this Christ the King Sunday is that the Holy Spirit will open our eyes, our hearts, and minds 

to be able to see the power of God at work in Christ for us – even when it is hidden in ways we do not expect. 

 Amen. 

  

 

   


