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John 15:1-17 
 

What a friend we have in Jesus, all our sins and griefs to bear 
What a privilege to carry, everything to God in prayer. 
Oh what peace we often forfeit, oh, what needless pain we bear. 
All because we do not carry, everything to God in prayer.  
 

Are we weak and heavy laden, cumbered with a load of care?  
Precious Savior still our refuge, take it to the Lord in prayer. 
Do your friends despise, forsake you? Take it to the Lord in prayer. 
In his arms he’ll take a shield you; you will find a solace there. 

 

I would guess that are millions of people who know and love this hymn.  Some of them might be in 

this sanctuary right now.  And it is a wonderful image – Jesus as our caring friend, the one who will bear 

our burdens, shield and care for us no matter what.  Who wouldn’t love to have a friend like that?   

And so, turning to our text, what do we hear from the lips of Jesus himself?  “I do not call you 

servants any longer...but I have called you friends…”  There you have it, just what we wanted to hear…us 

and Jesus,,,,Friends!  Good buddies!  End of sermon.  Time to go home happy…right?  What else is there 

to be said?  

Well, in fact, Jesus does have something else to say.  “You are my friends if you do what I 

command you.  And here is what I command: love one another as I have loved you.”  Love one 

another…not a suggestion, not an idea we might try when we have some extra time, not a warm, if 

somewhat unrealistic, sentiment.  No, it is a command.  If you are going to be my friends, get out there 

and love.  Don’t talk about it, don’t wish for it, don’t dream about it, don’t have a group discussion of how 

you feel about it…just do it – love one another.  That’s what my friends do. 

I once read a sermon in which the preacher proclaimed that he would be quite pleased not to be 

called a friend of Jesus.  Why would anyone, especially a Christian pastor, say such a thing? 

“I do not call you servants any longer…but I have called you friends.”  Sounds like a pretty good 

promotion, doesn’t it, from servants to friends?  Kind of like moving off the lawn and onto the good patio 

furniture, from the floor to the comfortable bed, from the outhouse to the penthouse.  “Hey, look at us, 

we’re friends of Jesus.”  Who wouldn’t want that?  But then Jesus says just a little more about this whole 

friendship thing: “I do not call you servants any longer because the servant does not know what the 

master is doing.  But I have called you friends because I have made known to you everything that I have 

heard from my father.”  Did you get that?  A servant does not know what the boss is doing.  You put in 

your eight hours, go home, put your feet up and don’t worry about the job until tomorrow. If he wants to 

stay up late and worry about profit and loss and deadlines, that’s his business, not mine.  Don’t ask me 

about the master’s business.  I don’t know and don’t want to know.  I mind my own business, take care of 

myself and my own. 

“But I have called you friends because I have made known to you everything that I have heard from 

my father.”  A friend of Jesus does know about the master’s business, shares in the knowledge of God’s 

operation in the world, what God is doing and how God is doing it, what God intends for God’s world.  A 

friend of Jesus knows that God is creating a community of love that is intended to embrace absolutely 

everyone.  And a friend of Jesus recognizes this love, has this love, and is duty-bound to share this love, 

no matter what the cost. 

A Fred Craddock story: “I will never forget the first time I was invited as a friend to spend the night 

in the big house, the house with many rooms, God’s house.  I was, of course, very excited as a new friend 

of Jesus and a first time visitor to the big house.  Angels showed me around and answered my endless 

questions.  The food was heavenly and at night I was shown to a room of my own.  The excitement of the 

day finally resolved into weariness and weariness into rest.  My bed was a cloud and with the soft sound 

of music coming from somewhere I drifted into sleep. 

“Sometime during the night, my sleep was interrupted by sounds coming from the next room.  I did 

not know who was in the room, but somebody was having a rough night.  The sound noise was not 

snoring; it was more groaning or moaning, accompanied by tossing and turning.  I thought about knocking 

on the door, but was afraid to do so, lest I add to that person’s discomfort.  So I tolerated it till morning, 

catching only snatches of sleep.  



“At daybreak I heard the person next door move about the room and then step into the hall.  I did 

the same, wanting to see who it was, and, if appropriate, to express regret that the night was so restless.  

It was God.  I was shocked – I was speechless. 

“God said to me, ‘I’m sorry if I disturbed your sleep.  I know my groaning was a disturbance, but I 

just couldn’t get my mind off all my hurting children.”  It was an author, I believe Zwingli, who said, “It is 

God’s pain, not God’s peace, that passes human understanding.”  

What does it mean to be a friend of Jesus?  It is to see the world as God sees it, loving the least of 

these, even those we would call enemy.  It means loving as God in Christ has loved us – again not as a 

suggestion, but as a command – as a way of life, again, without counting the cost, without waiting for the 

right people to love.  Do you begin to understand why that pastor was not too sure about being a friend of 

Jesus?  Who can live such a life, day by day? 

A pastor shares this story, a story that rings painfully true in my life: “I spent most of my life in the 

gravitational pull of New York City, and a good deal of time in the city itself.  On one occasion I was going 

to see a play with a group of friends who were from other parts of the country, and so less familiar with the 

city’s strange and different ways.  As we walked to the theater, I had a certain spring in my step.  After all, 

I was with people I enjoy, the exhilarating rhythms of the city were all around us, and I had in my pocket 

tickets to the hottest show in town.  In short all seemed right with the world.    

“To get to the theater, we had to walk through a particularly tough neighborhood.  No problem, I 

assured my companions, I’ve done it many times.  Conversation flowed, there was much laughter.  And 

then I realized that everyone had become suddenly silent. Then one of my companions said, ‘Did you see 

that woman?  She looked like a prostitute.’  Everyone seemed to know at once who he was talking about.  

I assured them that it is common to see prostitutes in this part of the city.  But my friend said, ‘No, I mean, 

did you notice the way she was crying.’  Everyone else immediately responded, obviously struck by the 

same sight.” 

He concludes, “We walked the next few blocks in silence.  The reason for my silence was different, 

however.  You see, I had seen the woman who so haunted the others, but the sight didn’t strike me in the 

same way.  I had barely noticed her.  I don’t think I am less compassionate than most people.  But in all 

the times I had walked in that neighborhood I must have left some of my compassion on that street.  It 

probably lay there on the sidewalk, dry and lifeless, until it was swept up and carried away.” 

There are times when it is easy to love others.  Much of the time we don’t need to be coaxed into 

having love and compassion for family members, friends, for those in need.  Sometimes love is easy, 

almost effortless, as if loving others is an inescapable part of what it is to be a human being.  

Ah, but then there are the times when someone, perhaps even someone we know and love, 

disappoints us or betrays us or takes advantage of us.  We help someone and receive not even the 

slightest sign of gratitude in return. In those moments love and compassion no longer seem effortless, can 

seem in fact beyond the best human effort.  “Jesus I can’t do this.  I’m not sure I even want to do this.  My 

love has limits.  I don’t want to feel the world’s pain.  You may have chosen the wrong friend.”  

But then my mind goes back to his command – a command to love.  And it occurs to me Jesus is 

not calling for a leap of thought or special knowledge or emotion.  He doesn’t really seem all that 

interested in how we feel.  He calling for a leap of action – of showing mercy, of being a neighbor, of doing 

love.  The one who has chosen us, who seems determined to love us even when we are unloving and 

unlovable, does not want us to confuse the knowing, understanding, feeling, thinking or saying of love 

with the actual doing of love.  So yes, pray for your enemies, turn the other cheek, reach out to the hurting 

and the lost, try forgiveness – even with that family member who drives you crazy.  Don’t wait until you 

feel like it, just do it, because we follow one who cares for each one as if he or she is the only one, who 

showers gifts of grace on all, even those we might consider to be unworthy.  Dare to break free from the 

obsession with safety and control, and risk being faithful and loving even to those whom we did not 

choose.  

Barbara Brown Taylor: “So love God. Love a neighbor.  Be a neighbor and don’t complicate things 

by arguing about the specifics.  You know what it means to love because some time or another you have 

been on the receiving end of it.  And remember that knowing the right answers does not change a thing.  

If you want the world to look different next time you go outside, do some love.  Do a little, do a lot, but do 

some and do not forget to get some for yourself.  Just do it and find out that when you do, you do live and 

live abundantly…that your joy is complete, just like the man said.”     


