
Sermon for 11.26.17  The King in the Least of These Faith Lutheran Church 

Text: Matthew 25.31-26 

 This is Christ the King Sunday and everything in me wants to dive into this future when 

Christ returns in power and glory, with flowing robes and a golden crown and sits on his huge 

throne.  And I imagine praising this great King, surging around his throne, shouting hosanna, and 

singing his glory.  Imagine: seeing the king in all his splendor, being there when he comes 

again... wonderful image right? 

 By the way, did you all get to the Art Prize this year?  Did you see that gigantic image of 

Abraham Lincoln... it’s took the grand prize.  I bet a lot of you saw it or at least saw images of it 

in the newspaper or something.  I really liked it...  

 It was a portrait of Lincoln’s just the way you see him on the front of a penny, only it was 

huge and it was made of thousands of individual pennies with all the faces facing us.  And some 

of the pennies were shinier than others, and some were darker, and some we’re almost green with 

tarnish... and the artist arranged all them in such a way that the various hues created the one huge 

image.  So when you’re looking at the big image you think, “Wow it’s Abraham Lincoln!”  But 

then when you get closer you see all these “hidden” Lincolns as well. 

 So—keep that in mind—this parable starts out with the image of the son of Man 

swooshing down to earth on the day of judgement, and he sits on his huge throne—which just 

screams out “Here he is!  He’s the king!”—and I imagine all the people falling all over 

themselves to impress the king with their loud cheers and praises.  But then the king separates all 

the people into—basically—the good guys and the... less good guys I suppose.  And the king 

judges the people in the groups; and in the group on the king’s right hand are all these folks that 

he lifts up as having done good things for him by feeding him when he was hungry, caring for 

him when he was sick, clothing him when he was naked, and welcoming him when he was a 

stranger.  And the folks on that side say: “Who me?  I mean I’m glad you’re pleased and all, but 

truth is: I never saw you before today.”  

 And he says just the opposite to those on his left.  Their problem was that they didn’t 

reach out to give him a drink when they saw him thirsty.  They didn’t feed him when they saw 

him hungry, or clothe him when they saw him naked, or care for him when in prison or sick; they 

didn’t welcome him when he came to them as a stranger...   And they said to him, “Lord, give us 

a break, we never saw you before either; how can you say we didn’t do these things for you?” 

 And Jesus response to each side was, “Just as you did, or didn’t do, these things for the 

least of my brothers or sisters, you did—or didn’t—do them for me.” And both sides were 

shocked.  Nobody on either side of Jesus—those characterized as sheep or goats—had 

recognized him when he’d come to them hidden in the least of these. 

 And this got me wondering: would I recognize the king if he was standing right in front 

of me?  I mean, sure, the guy with the crown and scepter sitting on that throne; that’s what a king 

looks like.  And I’d be lining up to shout my praise and get a glimpse of his majesty... that’s the 

king I expect.  But what about the king in the least of these? 

 Back to Art Prize: what if you’d been led blindfolded up to within a few inches of that 

huge portrait of Lincoln, so close you could only see a few pennies at a time?  Of course you’d 

recognize those things as pennies because we’re so well versed in money—but would you even 

stop to consider who’s picture was on them?  Would you see the larger picture?  Would you get 

the grandeur?  Would you have any idea of the immense importance conveyed by a portrait of 

such scale?  I mean... how many times do you see a penny lying in the gutter and not even stop to 

wonder if it’s worth the effort to scoop it up?  How many pennies do you think you’ve ignored, 

stepped over, trampled on, because they were—after all—just pennies. 
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 Christ our King—equates the way we treat the least of our brothers and sisters with the 

way we treat him.  That means that when they come to us, it’s him coming to  us.  In the face of 

the least of these we see the face of Christ our King.  It’s these that we should be concerned with, 

these that we should care for.  We’re so concerned with the outsides.  We’re so ready to fawn all 

over the one with the crown and bow before him, swear our loyalty, pledge ourselves to do 

anything for him... because he is after all Christ our King. 

 But Christ our King isn’t nearly as concerned with all the fawning and kneeling and 

praising we might offer him... he’s much more concerned that we treat the least of these with just 

a little bit of respect and common compassion.   “Hold onto the fancy gifts you want to offer me, 

keep the fancy words and promises you’re saving for my return, hold onto all the etiquette and 

conventions and fancy protocol.  Just treat the ones you ignore right now with an iota of kindness 

and generosity.  Give ‘em a second look, say hello, put a little something extra in the fund for the 

soup kitchen or the homeless shelter, visit the sick, write a note every now and then to the 

lonely.” 

 Because the king isn’t just coming... the king is here, in the dozens of folks you meet 

every day; in the hundreds of folks you rub elbows with every week; in the thousands of people 

you’re blessed to know in your lifetime.  The king is here—not just coming again soon, although 

that’s true too—the king is here now... only hidden because he and she are so common in our 

eyes.   

 You know what occurred to me is that when I’ve thought of Jesus being in the “least of 

these” in the past, I’ve always thought of him hiding among them like those Where’s Waldo 

books... and I’ve acted like my job was to figure out which of the least of these is the king.  I do 

this odd thing: I start looking for the greatest of these in the least of these... if that makes sense.  

What I find myself doing is sorting through the least of these trying to figure out which are king-

like so I can smother them—and only them—with my kindness. “Not you; you’re too dirty.  Not 

you; you’re kind of scary.  Not you because I don’t like the way you talk, or the way you smell, 

or the way you’re... whatever.”  

 But I know that’s exactly not what Jesus wants me to do. The whole idea of “the least of 

these” is that they are the “least” of these.  Jesus is calling us to stop trying to judge who is 

worthy of our compassion and just start being compassionate... And even as I say that I need to 

make clear: that doesn’t mean putting yourself or your family in danger, it doesn’t mean giving 

rides to every stranger on the side of the road, or handing money to every one with a cardboard 

sign.  There are very good reasons for us to channel our compassion through appropriate systems 

and agencies.  But we can still be compassionate, we can still show respect, we can still refrain 

from making judgments and denigrating those who seem to be among “the least of these.”  

 It’s Christ the King Sunday, and in our Gospel lesson Jesus is calling us to get over the 

illusion that trying to impress him when he comes in glory at the end of the age is good enough.  

Our king is saying “yeah, yeah, yeah, save all the fawning and praising and cheering.  You want 

to let me know you’re my kind of guy or gal?  Show me by the way you live.  Don’t wait for my 

coming again when all will recognize me; show me your respect now by the way you treat the 

least of these.”   

 “Don’t store up your praise for the day the king is unveiled; the king is here, staring out 

at you through the eyes of the ones we all too often ignore, step over, and sometimes trample 

upon.  The king is here... and now is our moment, now is our time to show our loyalty, not just to 

the one on the throne, but to all that One holds dear.  Now is our time to show our loyalty to our 

King and all he stands for; to rise up in grateful response to the grace we’ve been given and care 

for one another as our King has called us to do. 



3 
 

 May we see in the least of these the image of our king, and may we serve him as we serve 

one another through his power and to his glory.  Amen 


