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Series: The Lord’s Prayer
Sermon: For Thine is the Kingdom . . .Amen!

Luke 11:2-4
He said to them, “When you pray, say: “‘Father, hallowed be your name, your kingdom come.  Give us each day
our daily bread.  Forgive us our sins,  for we also forgive everyone who sins against us.  And lead us not into
temptation.’”

John 18:33-37
Pilate then went back inside the palace, summoned Jesus and asked him, “Are you the king of the Jews?”
34 “Is that your own idea,” Jesus asked, “or did others talk to you about me?”
35 “Am I a Jew?” Pilate replied. “Your own people and chief priests handed you over to me. What is it you have
done?”
36 Jesus said, “My kingdom is not of this world. If it were, my servants would fight to prevent my arrest by the
Jewish leaders. But now my kingdom is from another place.”
37 “You are a king, then!” said Pilate.
Jesus answered, “You say that I am a king. In fact, the reason I was born and came into the world is to testify to
the truth. Everyone on the side of truth listens to me.”

Sermon
A while ago, someone asked why the colors change in the church every now and then.  Do we have a saintly
interior decorator who likes to move from green to red to white to purple?  Do we get tired of one color and then
its time to switch?  Are they all the same across Christendom, like do the Catholics use purple when we use
purple, do the Lutherans prefer green when we like to use red ?  Maybe it’s time I share a little of the
significance of these colors, since they are about to change in a week, or more accurately, in a half hour when
we do hanging of the greens!

There is a rhythm to the church year.  Just as there is a rhythm to your week, maybe even to your day.  And if
you mess up your week, or day, it just feels weird.  I took Monday off this week, and so Tuesday felt like
Monday, Wednesday felt like Tuesday.  Thursday felt like Thursday because it was Thanksgiving - but
somewhere I lost a day.  These rhythms keep us in balance.  This afternoon, we’ll be going to the abbey in
Mount Angel.  We’ll be taking our Christmas pictures up there on the hill, and then we’ll go to evening vespers
- or evening prayers.  The monks do wonderful chanting up there.  There’s prayers in the morning, afternoon,
and evening.  Everything on a pattern, a rhythm of life.  A cycle of spirituality.  In this month of intentional
prayer, I’ve been sharing the history of some pieces of artwork that depict prayer, and so it is with our last
sermon on prayer in this series: The Angelus.  My grandma had this one above the dining room table.  The
Angelus is a Catholic tradition going back centuries.  In some places of the world, you have morning, afternoon
and evening prayers.  It has changed over the millennia, over time and space, but the easiest way to describe the
Angelus is a series of prayers that coincide with morning, afternoon, and evening bells.  And it is a combination
of Hail Mary’s mixed in with some other scriptural readings - revolving around Jesus’ incarnation, death, and
resurrection.  You hear the church bells in the distance, and you stop and do your prayers.  It is still popular in
many parts of the world.  Most Church historians agree that the Angelus can be traced back to 11th-century
Italy, where Franciscan monks said three Hail Mary’s during night prayers, at the last bell of the day. Over time,
pastors encouraged their Catholic flocks to end each day in a similar fashion by saying three Hail Mary’s. In the
villages, as in the monasteries, a bell was rung at the close of the day reminding the laity of this special prayer



time. The evening devotional practice soon spread to other parts of Christendom, including England.   Toward
the end of the 11th century, the Normans invaded and occupied England.  In order to ensure control of the
populace, the Normans rang a curfew bell at the end of each day reminding the locals to extinguish all fires, get
off the streets and retire to their homes. While not intended to encourage prayer, this bell became associated
nevertheless with evening prayer time, which included saying the Hail Mary. Once the curfew requirement
ended, a bell continued to be rung at the close of each day and the term curfew bell was widely popular,
although in some areas it was known as the “Ave” or the “Gabriel” bell.  Curfew is a French word, cur means to
cover.  Few means fires.  Lafew in Beauty and the beast.  Curfew literally means to extinguish your flames.  

Our painting today reflects that tradition.  The Angelus is a French oil painted by Jean-François Millet,
completed in the 1850's.  The painting depicts two peasants bowing in a field over a basket of potatoes to say a
prayer, the Angelus, that together with the ringing of the bell from the church on the horizon marks the end of a
day's work.  Millet was commissioned by an American, who never came around to pick it up.  He asked for it. 
Paid for it.  Never got around to getting it.  It was a painting of two peasants in a potato field, the title was
Prayer for the Potato Crop.  When the American never came by to get the painting, Millet changed it.  He added
the church steeple in the background and renamed it The Angelus.  Millet said: "The idea for The Angelus came
to me because I remembered that my grandmother, hearing the church bell ringing while we were working in the
fields, always made us stop work to say the Angelus prayer for the poor departed" I know when I first saw it,
hanging in my grandparents room,  I thought it was a funeral scene.  Two parents over a small grave.  I’m not
that crazy.  Only this week, I learned that Salvador Dalí saw a print of this painting in his school and insisted
that this was a funeral scene, not a prayer ritual and that the couple were portrayed praying and mourning over
their dead infant. Although this was an unpopular view, at his insistence the Louvre X-rayed the painting,
showing a small painted-over geometric shape strikingly similar to a coffin by the basket.  It seems possible that
Millet originally painted a burial, but then converted it to a recitation of the Angelus, complete with a visible
church bell tower.  The painting was literally changed from a scene of death to a vision of life.  From Sadness to
Joy.  This painting has changed hands a dozen or so times, but now hangs at a museum in Paris.  We have this
progression as well in the Christian faith.  From darkness to light.  From death to life.

And if you think you are done with your history lesson this morning, you are sorely mistaken.  Buckle up, trivia
fans!  Take a deep breath.  Everybody breath.  I want to tell you why we change colors every now and then.

Within the Christian year, there are several distinct periods of time that Christians are observant to.  Lets begin
with next week.  Next Sunday is the beginning of the Christian liturgical year.  Yes, I know it’s still December
on our calendars, but it’s the front side of the church year.  A period of waiting - of darkness.  We have four
Sundays before Christmas.  Sometimes they all land in December, sometimes we get our First Sunday of Advent
in November, over Thanksgiving Weekend.  This year, as it lands, we get Advent beginning next week,
December 2 .  Four weeks to prepare.  Advent is old English, meaning to come, to arrive.  We are waiting fornd

the Christ Child to appear.  Until then, we are waiting, although I don’t know how much more Bing Crosby I
can take by then.  We use the color purple or blue during this season.  It stands for royalty and penitence.  A
time of reflection and waiting.  The church lessons usually revolve around the prophet Isaiah, or the pre
Christmas stories.  And then we get to Christmas.  The Mass of Christ.  December 25 .  Put there because thatth

used to be the darkest day of the year.  We truly don’t know when he was born, so the Pope and Bishops decided
on the darkest day, as it is a good metaphor for light coming into the World.   We change the color to White, joy
and festivity.  Purity and goodness in the world.  We then get the twelve days of Christmas (they’re not before
Christmas, but afterwards!).  We keep the colors white at this time - and it goes to Epiphany, the 6  of January -th

the celebrated time that the wise men found Jesus.  I know, we put them in the nativity story, but they didn’t
show up till later.  12 days of Christmas.  After Epiphany, we get back to Green.  For a short while.  Maybe a
month, maybe two.  Depends on where Easter lands.  Easter is tied to Passover, the Jewish holiday that
celebrates their freedom from bondage in Egypt.  Jesus was crucified and returned over Passover weekend, so
we are tied to our Jewish sisters and brothers on the calendar at this point.  Passover, and Easter, by extension, is



the first Sabbath after the first full moon, after the first day of spring.  Got that?  Easter, first Sunday, after the
first full moon, after the first day of spring.  Which is why it moves by quite a lot, over a month of days are
possible.  Middle of March to late April.  Anyway, before Easter, we have 6 Sundays of Lent, to prepare our
hearts and minds for the Passion Week.  Lent begins with Ash Wednesday, either in February or March.  The
color of Epiphany is Green, as Jesus grew in stature and in wisdom.  But at Ash Wednesday, the color is black
or gray, but goes to purple on that Sunday.  Six Sundays of purple as we get ready for Easter.  At Easter the
color goes to White.  And we stay in the land of Eastertide for six Sundays.  Then, we get one of my favorite
liturgical color days.  I should say Day.  We get red for one day.  Pentecost.  What’s Pentecost I hear you ask. 
Pentecost - the coming of the Holy Spirit.  The Disciples get power and wisdom to carry out Jesus’ message to
the four corners of the world.  We save Red for one Sunday.  And also for other commemorations of the Holy
Spirit, such as at ordinations of pastors and such.  After Pentecost, the church calendar eases up a bit, and we
switch back to Green, signifying Ordinary Time.  That is what we are in right now, ordinary time.  Green
signifies growth.  And many of the lessons and scriptures we get during this time revolve around the teachings
of Jesus, the miracles, those things that create growth in the Disciple.  And the importance of Jesus continues to
grow throughout these weeks.  Maybe you remember the 10 commandment series this summer, or even now,
when I’m supposed to be talking about prayer!  For thine is the Kingdom, right?  We had All Saints this month,
and you get a feeling that we’re winding down this faith journey before we kick it in again.  And this is the last
Sunday of Ordinary Time, before the cycle begins again, and today is an oft-neglected commemoration called
Christ the King Sunday.  Some churches change the colors to white, but we were lazy.  It can still be green.  At
the end of the Christian year - after the birth, after the death and resurrection, after all of the teachings and the
healings and miracles and the wonders of Christ, we get to a Sunday where we do say Jesus, you are the King of
Kings, the are the Lord of Lords!  No one is above you.  Every knee shall bow, every tongue confess that Jesus
Christ is Lord.  Christ the King - ruler of the Universe the highest throne, sovereign to none!  We start the year,
waiting in darkness for what?  for a baby.  Unsure of how a baby is going to save humankind from itself, from
each other, from the laws of sin and death.  The liturgical calendar begins with nothing, and ends with the
declaration that this baby is king of the Universe.  That’s the progression of faith.  From Jesus doesn’t matter -
to Jesus not only matters, but he is the king of all matter.  And he rules our lives with truth and grace.  And
makes the nations prove.  For Thine is the Kingdom!  For Thine is the Power!  For Thine is the Glory!  Forever
and Ever Amen.  And next week, we start all over.  Back to purple.  Waiting, wondering.  Wishing.

There’s a rhythm, there’s a cycle.  There is a continuity here.  These are the seasons of life.  You might be in
darkness, awaiting a great light.  You might have stress and worry, sadness and grief.  Despair and loneliness. 
These are periods that we all go through.  Stick around Oregon long enough, you notice that season’s change. 
They don’t stay the same.  My in-laws flew in on Tuesday, our last great day of sunshine.  They marveled at the
mountains and the distant hills.  I said, enjoy it today, we won’t see them again till June!  I’m not really joking
about that am I?  Seasons don’t stay the same.  Same with the seasons of life.  Same with church seasons.  The
colors change because we change, and we focus on different aspects of our faith.  And as we participate in the
liturgical year, we understand that darkness leads to light.  That death leads to life.  That Christ goes from a
twinkle in his mother’s eye to the king of the universe.  He is Christ the King.  No matter what season of life
you are in, let the King reign in your life.  At the tolling of the bells, in the morning afternoon and evening.  The
kingdom, power and glory are his.  And the family of God said, AMEN.


