
The coming of Jesus’ Lordship is not an inviting concept for many people. It portends the 

exclusion and condemnation of non-Christians for some people. And for some others, the 

coming of Jesus’ Lordship brings to mind a rigid state of theocracy in which diversity is 

forbidden. 

But the biblical context from which we lift the phrase ‘Come, Lord Jesus’ is not really what

many people imagine. That context – Revelation 22 – speaks of a pristine river of life that

emanates from one Source and flows through the central street of a city that is illuminated.

That river nourishes the roots of a tree that gives life – not to a select few, but to people from

every nation and culture.

The only thing that might exclude anyone from this city is a refusal to recognize the oneness 

of humanity. Because every person, from every nation, must eat the leaves from the same tree

of life, that’s nurtured by the same river of life, that emanates from the one Source of life. 

In this city, there is no life that is severed from community.

‘Come, Lord Jesus’ is nothing short of a plea for the renewal of humanity. It is the corrective 

to a society ravaged by gun violence and mass shootings. And it’s an indictment of those who

elevate the relative distinctions of nation and tribe to the status of ultimate allegiance. 

If you can imagine yourself in a better human community, we invite you join us this Advent

season, as we explore the possibilities and the promises of ‘Maranatha!  Come, Lord Jesus.’ 

Introduction 
K e n n e t h  L .  S a m u e l



Outside the cathedral in York, England is a statue of
Constantine. He was named emperor at the Roman 
settlement there in the year 306.

The church, York Minster, seems built for him.

Vaulted ceilings that take me most of the way to
heaven. Latin inscriptions in fresh gold leaf. Five
Grisaille windows from which I cannot pull myself
away.

And beside all this beauty, the trappings of national 
religion. Chapels dedicated to local military regi-
ments. Statues of sword-wielding kings. The words,
“God Save the Queen,” prominently displayed.

All of it built on the ruins of that Roman fortress.

It doesn’t seem quite right for the Lord we wel-
come, the sovereign we await. That one, we know,

arrives as a vulnerable child. That one, we know,
will die at the hands of the State.

That one will point to the powerful and tell his 
followers, “It will not be so among you.”

To underscore the point, a priest walks by me in 
finery fit for the place. I think something snarky.

But he starts to straighten the chairs and rearrange
the prayer books one per seat. Then he gets down
on hands and knees in his robes, crawling after
kneeling cushions that have been flung aside
thoughtlessly by tourists. He places them carefully
beneath each chair.

And my snark is silenced. And I remember which 
sovereign I serve.

V i n c e  A m l i n

Jesus called them to him and said, “You know that the rulers of the Gentiles lord it over them,

and their great ones are tyrants over them. It will not be so among you; but whoever wishes

to be great among you must be your servant...” (Matthew 20:25-26)

Great One, may it be so among us.
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Not to Be Served, but to Serve

I grumbled as I shuffled to the outdoor trashcan
after cleaning up my dog’s millionth accident. I
reached for the doorknob of my apartment and
couldn’t get in.

I had locked myself out and my partner was asleep.

I had such a long to-do list for the morning that I 
immediately started berating myself. How could I
finish unpacking in a timely manner if I accidentally
dedicated an undetermined amount of time to
creeping around my house, seeing if I could get my
partner to let me in?

Where would I reallot my regular morning session
of worrying about things I couldn’t change?

After about fifteen minutes, I accepted my fate. I
was wedded to my front stoop until my partner
found me.

And then, I saw the kind face of the woman collect-
ing cans from neighborhood receptacles and the

gentle gaze of the man who wanted to make sure
she made it up the hill without losing her cart.

I saw my next-door neighbor for the first time, as he
wished me a great weekend.

I met a sweet neighborhood dog, whose excitement
eventually made my dogs bark and led to my part-
ner finding me.

I would have missed so much of a beautiful morn-
ing working on the things I thought couldn’t wait,
chasing time and simultaneously hoping time didn’t
catch up with me. 

I’m so thankful for the reminder that God’s time
isn’t about my tasks or to-do lists. God’s time is
about the interconnected breaths and moments
that remind us we all belong to each other.

M a r c h a é  G r a i r

But do not forget this one thing, dear friends: With the Lord a day is like a thousand years, 

and a thousand years are like a day. (2 Peter 3:8)

Dear God: Keep resetting my clock to keep me mindful of others and closer to You. Amen.
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A Tale of Two Clocks

P R A Y E R

P R A Y E R


