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Luke 23:33-43:
When they came to the place that is called The Skull, they crucified Jesus there with the criminals, one on his right and one on his left. Then Jesus said, “Father, forgive them, for they do not know what they are doing.” And they cast lots to divide his clothing.
And the people stood by watching, but the leaders scoffed at him, saying, “He saved others; let him save himself if he is the Messiah of God, his chosen one!” The soldiers also mocked him, coming up and offering him sour wine and saying, “If you are the King of the Jews, save yourself!” There was also an inscription over him, “This is the King of the Jews.”
One of the criminals who were hanged there kept deriding him and saying, “Are you not the Messiah? Save yourself and us!” But the other rebuked him, saying, “Do you not fear God, since you are under the same sentence of condemnation? And we indeed have been condemned justly, for we are getting what we deserve for our deeds, but this man has done nothing wrong.” Then he said, “Jesus, remember me when you come in your kingdom.” He replied, “Truly I tell you, today you will be with me in paradise.”
Prayer of Illumination
There is a thin line between this year and the next. A thin line between what has been and what will be. A thin line between endings and beginnings, loss and promise, weariness and renewal. And today, on the final Sunday of the Christian year—the Sunday before Advent—we stand right on that line. We are perched on a threshold, looking back at the steps we have taken this year and looking forward toward a new path waiting to unfold.
The church gives us this day on purpose. The last Sunday of the liturgical year is called Reign of Christ Sunday—a day to remember whose story we are living in. Whose hope we turn toward. Whose Light we trust. Before we enter Advent’s waiting and longing, we pause to say again: Christ is our center. Christ is our hope. Christ is the One who reigns in love, even in a world that feels unsteady. It is a kind of spiritual deep breath before we begin.
But Advent begins next week, and with it comes a powerful theme for this community: What do you fear? This isn’t meant to unsettle us, but to ground us. To give us a real place to start our Advent journey—not with sentimentality or forced cheer, but with honesty. Because if Advent is anything, it is honest. Advent begins in the dark. It begins with longing, with the ache of people waiting for good news. Advent tells the truth about uncertainty, and it meets us where we actually are, not where we pretend to be.
And so, we ask: What do you fear?
We might fear not having enough. We might fear too much change or not enough change. We might fear conflict in the world, conflict at home, conflict in our own hearts. We might fear that the burdens we carry are too heavy, the responsibilities too great, the unknowns too many.
But Advent doesn’t leave us there. Advent insists on hope. Not a soft, nostalgic hope, but a fierce, resilient, defiant hope. A hope that is brave enough to stand at the edge of what is ending and still lean into what is coming. A hope that whispers, even when the world feels fragile, “The Light is on the way.”
And that brings us back to the threshold where we stand today.
We often think of transitions as clean breaks—one thing ending, another beginning—but the truth is that most of life happens “in between.” Most of life happens in the thin spaces where the old and the new overlap, where we carry both burden and blessing, where we are both weary and expectant, both afraid and courageous. The thin line between this year and the next is not a hard border; it is more like dawn, where darkness and light meet for a moment, touching each other before one gives way to the other.
In that in-between place, we find stories that remind us how God shows up in transitions. One of those stories comes from Luke 23, where Jesus hangs on a cross between two criminals—literally placed between life and death, past and future. One criminal hurls insults; the other says simply, “Remember me.” Jesus invites this thief hanging on a cross to be part of the new kin-dom, even while they are dying together at the hands of the one in charge of the currently earthly kingdom – Caesar.  And Jesus promises, “Today you will be with me in paradise.” Even in that most impossible threshold, hope slips in. Showing that we are all on equal footing.  Each one of us reconciled to ourselves, to one another and to God in this tiny moment of hope.
Hope has always entered our world through thin places.
Think of Mary, standing on the thin line between fear and faith when she heard God’s call. Think of Joseph, standing on the thin line between doubt and trust when he chose to stay. Think of shepherds on a hillside, standing between night and dawn when the sky broke open with good news. The birth of Christ wasn’t a grand spectacle from the beginning; it emerged through ordinary people who stood at thresholds and dared to believe that God could do something new through them.
That’s the invitation to us today: to be brave with the burden we are blessed to bear. To trust that the very places in our lives that feel thin, stretched, uncertain, or unfinished might be the places where God is preparing something new.
Because here is the truth: Christ is always being born somewhere. Not only in Bethlehem long ago, but in us—again and again, year after year, breath after breath. Christ is born every time compassion rises up in us. Christ is born every time we choose forgiveness over bitterness. Christ is born every time we walk toward justice, toward peace, toward each other. Christ is born every time we refuse despair and insist on hope.
As we prepare to enter Advent, we might ask ourselves: Where am I standing on a thin line right now? What threshold am I on? What part of me is longing for new creation, new courage, new birth? Can I be born anew just like the tiny Christ child?
Maybe it’s in your relationships—the longing for more honest conversations, more patience, more presence. Maybe it’s in your work or your family or your sense of calling. Maybe it’s something inside you, a part of your spirit that is stretched thin, longing for fresh breath. Maybe it’s the heavy news of the world, where violence and division continue to fracture communities and hearts. There is so much to fear. And yet, that is exactly where Advent begins—right in the middle of that fear, insisting that something holy is possible.
This year, our Advent theme invites us not to run from fear but to look at it with courage. Not to deny it, but to bring it into the presence of God. Fear, after all, is not the enemy of faith. Fear is often the doorway to deeper trust. Mary was afraid; Joseph was afraid; the shepherds were terrified; even the disciples, after the resurrection, were afraid. But God moved through their fear, not around it.
We stand on the edge of a new liturgical year, and with it comes the promise of new creation. Not the kind of creation that wipes away the past, but the kind that grows out of it—the kind that takes what we have learned, what we have carried, what we have endured, and shapes it into new possibility. God’s new creation does not pretend we are unhurt; it promises that hurt will not define us. God’s new creation does not pretend the world is easy; it declares that grace is stronger than despair.
As this year ends and Advent approaches, imagine the line between them not as a wall, but as a doorway. A narrow doorway, perhaps—a thin line—but a doorway nonetheless. A doorway that transports us from standing at the foot of the cross to sitting quietly at the stable door waiting for the birth. Through it, Christ is waiting to be born again in our hearts, in our homes, in our community, in the world. Through it, we are invited to carry our fears in one hand and our courage in the other. Through it, we are invited to live with hope—not passive hope, not quiet hope, but insistence on hope. Hope that is brave enough to stand up to the world as it is and still believe in what it can become.
So, as we step toward Advent, may we be brave with the burdens we bear. May we trust that the thin places in our lives are sacred. May we open our hearts to the new creation God is shaping within us. And may we walk together into a new year of faith—trusting that the Light is already coming, already rising, already on its way. May it be so.  Happy New Year Everyone!  Amen.
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