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Series: For All the Saints
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John 17:1a, 13-19
After Jesus said this, he looked toward heaven and prayed:

13 “I am coming to you now, but I say these things while I am still in the world, so that they may have the full
measure of my joy within them. 14 I have given them your word and the world has hated them, for they are not
of the world any more than I am of the world. 15 My prayer is not that you take them out of the world but that
you protect them from the evil one.

Sermon
Long before we had kids, and my wife and I took a weekend getaway and went to a curious part of Eastern Iowa
known as the Amana Colonies.  A bunch of Amish Germans migrated to the midwest back in day and formed a
little commune of several different towns.  We stayed in a town called Kalona.  Just off of the beaten path,
Kalona has the largest Amish population this side of the Mississippi.  We saw black horse-drawn carriages,
clomping on the side of the road, to and from town.  Little cheese and sausage shops, furniture stores, farm after
farm, and an amazing number of wineries.  Good German folk.  We checked into our bed and breakfast, did a
short supper, and decided to hit the town.  It was nine o’clock at night on a Friday.  There is over 2,000 people
in this town, it’s a good size town for Iowa.  We drove around the downtown area, and we did not see a single
car - on a weekend.  The streets were empty.  It was like a scene from the Twilight Zone, man!  The street lights
were on, but nobody was home.  After a while, we did find a person walking along a sidewalk, but he looked as
confused as we were.  Lost, looking for a place to go.  We knew they were out there somewhere, but they were
hiding.  Not much going on in Amishville on a Friday night.  Looking at the signs, at the drug store, this general
store, that business, it seemed like everyone’s name was Yoder.  The “Yoder Pharmacy”, “Yoder cheeseshop”. 
We have a Yoder close to here, don’t we?  We were wondering how that would change the world, if everyone’s
last name was the same - and it happened to be Yoder.  Ben and Jerry’s Ice cream would now be, “Yoder and
Yoder’s Ice Cream.”  Instead of Fred Meyes, we’d go to Fred Yoders.  Or instead of saying, “Hey, get out of my
way,”, you could now say, “Hey, Yoder!  Get out of my way!”.  It would be impossible to get personalized
licence plates that say, “Yoder”.  Not that they have license plates, so the joke would be lost.  And I remember
thinking, How oppressive would it be to live like this!  Limited opportunities, without modern conveniences,
without internet, without cable.  Without, gasp, smart phones.  In some publications that they have for tourists
like ourselves, they highlight that they choose to live a part of the world, separate from the distractions and the
trappings of modern life.  They choose to be separate, free of the world that they would like to avoid.  Free to do
their own thing.   Freedom.  They can take away our lives, but they will never take away our FREEDOM!  Good
Braveheart line, from Scotland.

This week’s saint, was a Scotlandian.  Scotlandite?  Scotlodian?  A person from Scotland.  The 1500's were not
a pretty time for Scotland.  It was still held under Papal Authority from Rome.  The Pope ruled most of Europe -
but times were a’changing.  The Reformation had begun.  Sparks of revolution from Roman Catholicism had
emerged.  Martin Luther, John Calvin had paved the way for the concept of reformed church.  Henry the 8th

wanted a divorce in London, so fights were a brewin.  And the reformation took hold in Scotland.  John Knox
was raised in this time and place.  For what, he wasn’t sure.  There were other leaders in Scotland before John
Knox who had endured terrible costs.  There was Patrick Hamilton, who preached against church doctrine.  He
was burned at the stake.  If you’ve ever watched people play golf in Scotland, at St. Andrews, you have seen the
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mighty winds come off of the North Sea and wreck havoc with the play.  Think about starting a fire!  Patrick
Hamilton refused to recant, saying, “I am not in awe of your fire”.  It took the whole day to carry out the
sentence, relighting the fire time and time again, while he raised his blackened hands to God.

Another leader, named George Wishart.  Wishart was a preacher who had the gift of persuasion and could get
people rallied for a cause.  There were two opposing Catholic factions in Scotland, the catholic bishop and a
Catholic Cardinal, veighing for rulership.  Because Wishart did not choose sides or support either candidate,
Wishart was convicted of treason and the court sentenced him to death.  When the executioner was told that
Wishart was his next victim, he fell to his knees and begged for forgiveness, that he had to do his duty -
knowing he was innocent.  Wishart bent over, and kissed him on his cheek and forgave him.  This was the kind
of world John Knox grew up in.  These were his heros.

When John Knox graduated from the University, he went into the priesthood anticipating a small local parish
where he could live his days in obscurity and relative peace.  And for a while, it worked.  He went about his
work, day in, day out, week in, week out - like a pastor is supposed to do.  But he encountered something that he
was not ready for.  John, chapter 17.  We read just a portion of it this morning.  It is a part of a long prayer that
Jesus gives to God, highlighting that we are to be distinctly different of this world.  Not of the world but
separate.  The message of Christ, just as it did 1500 years prior, was one that promoted sacrifice, love,
discipleship, forgiveness and other such noble endeavors.  The world does not like criticism, especially a world
that embraces greed, indulgence, every man for themselves.  John Knox looked around at his church.  The only
church.  And discovered it to be “of the world”.  This is not to criticize the current Roman Catholic Church.  No
one today, either protestant or catholic, would disagree that the mediaeval church was filled with corruption,
ripe with vice, indecent and unholy.  Yes, a good Pope would come around every now and then, but for the most
part, they were concerned about filling their own coffers and supplying their own wants.  Forgiveness for a
price!  Power in the hands of those whose greedy ambition stripped nations of their wealth and kept the poverty-
stricken in their poverty.  More in love with gain and prosperity than with God and His children.  And Scotland
was one of the worst of them.  The church loved the world.  And the world loved the church.

But the Scots were, and still are, an independent sort of people.  You don’t tell a Scotsman what to do.  After
Wishart’s execution, a band of rabble-rousers grouped together and raided the castle where the Cardinal was
living.  Was living.  After the raid, he was no longer living.  Among the people in the revolution were the
fathers of some of Knox’s students - he also had been teaching.  And they asked him to come, live in this
Cardinal’s castle, (he wasn’t using it anymore) and be their pastor, their chaplain.  He accepted the position,
hoping to do good.  Not a big fan of rebellion, the Pope in Rome had other ideas.  The French military came to
the Pope’s help and the castle fell into France’s hands.  John Knox avoided the death penalty but found himself
chained to an oar as a galley slave.  For the next year and a half he would row.  And row.  And think.  And
think.  He thought about home.  He thought about his people, his family, his beloved church.  How the Church
was corrupt and not following God - if anything it was against God.  He thought about John 17, about a church
that was not tied to earthly pleasures but hungered alone for the righteousness of God.

His ship was assigned to sail the North Sea, along the coast of Great Britain.  Every now and then, he could see
through the small hole and see familiar landmarks along his homeland.  A lighthouse here, a village there.  He
could even see the steeple of the church where he once preached years before.  He served his 19 month sentence
and was freed.  From there, he went to England to preach and search for Reform in the Church of England.  By
then, Mary Tudor was the Queen.  Also known as Bloody Mary, she sought to reestablish Catholicism into its
prominence.  Over 300 people were burned at the stake as she tried to reform the reformers.  John Knox escaped
to Germany when he saw the writing on the wall, or the folks on the spit, as it were.  From there, he pastured a
church of English refugees, who fled Britian during this time.  After some time, he believed that it was his duty
to head back to Scotland.  It would not be fair, he thought, for others to fight and to suffer while he was in
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hiding.  And besides, he told himself, he was not of this world.  There was nothing in this world that would
bribe him otherwise.  There was nothing in this world scary enough that would keep him away.  Upon his return,
he personified the mighty civil war that erupted upon his return - and because of his work.  He embodied a
national uprising against Bloody Mary - to bring back religious freedom and reform.  His ragtag army was
nothing compared to the English Army and now the joining French Army.  The Queen would ask, “Where is
John Knox’s God now?”  But in the end, John Knox rallied the unlikely support of the English countryside,
tired of war and intolerance and drove the Queen off the island, running for her life.  John Knox had won.  The
first fight.  The next queen, Mary Stuart, Queen of Scots, was also Catholic.  But because of John’s popularity,
the new Mary allowed other types of worship in the land.  She said “I fear the prayers of John Knox more than
all the assembled armies of Europe.”  She would not last too long, either.  Her head found the bottom of the
executioners basket before her reign found any legitimate power.  Scotland was Free!  And John Knox was
given the credit.  It was his work and dedication that began a new revival of reform - based off of John Calvin -
to create a church in Scotland, it was the beginnings and the birth of the Presbyterian Church.  On his deathbed,
John Knox - hardly able to speak, called for someone to read his favorite passages of scripture, especially John
17 - the place “where I cast my first anchor”.  Out of that reformation that John Knox began, the puritans came
to be.  And it is them, in this upcoming weeks, that we remember in the Thanksgiving holiday.  Our pilgrims
were straight from John Knox.

In this country, we love our freedom.  We hold these truths to be self-evident.  We have God-given rights and
freedoms that all men and women and children should enjoy.  I’m a little biased here, but I do believe that we
have the greatest nation on earth.   God bless America - the land of the free.  But there is a cost to this freedom. 
We say that Freedom is a God given right, but God just doesn’t give it to us, we discover that we have to protect
that right, fight for our freedoms.  I heard someone once say that the price of freedom is unceasing vigilance. 
God bless those who have given to us the freedoms that we enjoy - I haven’t earned it or deserved it, but possess
it just the same.  The Amish that I spoke about in Iowa - they are separate, but they pay their taxes without
asking for assistance in return, for they also know that there is a price to be paid for their safety, for their
community’s’s security.

But while we have the most freedom of anybody on the planet, we also make ourselves the slaves of the world. 
I am a slave of the trappings of this world.  I believe that I have to have e-mail.  It is a necessity.  I have to have
a smart phone.  It is a necessity.  I have to have that, I have to have this.  Netflix, Hulu, Disney plus.  Its almost
scary how much time I put in at work to cover such luxuries that I could live without just 10 years ago.  I’m sure
that many of you can think back to the times that you were struggling, just getting started in this world, and it
was the happiest time of your life.  I believe that we are free to choose the things that captivate us.  We have the
freedom to pick our masters.  We might get ourselves into debt.  We choose our lifestyle that might run us into
the ground.  I talk to a lot of people who say that they cannot quit their job because of high debts or loans that
won’t leave them alone.  I talk to a lot of people whose own addictions - which they initially choose, have
turned on them and now controls much of their life.  We might be controlled by our pride or our egos.  We
might even be controlled by our traditions - traditions that might be good, but prevent us from seeing other
wonderful possibilities.  We are free to choose what controls us.  And too often, we chose the world.

In the middle of our pledge drive, a parishner mentioned that they felt a little embarrassed, they pay more to
their phone bill than they give in charity, to anyone, not just to church.  Ouch.  If your cable bill is higher than
your charity, something is out of wack.  A little too much world.    

We are not of the world.  The world should not own us.  Does the world own you?  Are you tied down to what
this world can offer?  God offers us freedom from the world - to live your life in true freedom!  Free to love. 
Free to live our lives.  Free to save a hurting world.  Maybe those boring Amish can teach me a little bit after all. 
Thanks be to God!
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