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Exodus 23:20
“See, I am sending an angel ahead of you to guard you along the way and to bring you to the place I have
prepared.

Romans 8:28, 31-32, 35-39
28 And we know that in all things God works for the good of those who love him, who have been called
according to his purpose.

31 What, then, shall we say in response to these things? If God is for us, who can be against us? 32 He who did
not spare his own Son, but gave him up for us all—how will he not also, along with him, graciously give us all
things? 

35 Who shall separate us from the love of Christ? Shall trouble or hardship or persecution or famine or
nakedness or danger or sword? 36 As it is written:

“For your sake we face death all day long;
    we are considered as sheep to be slaughtered.”

37 No, in all these things we are more than conquerors through him who loved us. 38 For I am convinced that
neither death nor life, neither angels nor demons, neither the present nor the future, nor any powers, 39 neither
height nor depth, nor anything else in all creation, will be able to separate us from the love of God that is in
Christ Jesus our Lord.

Sermon
For the rest of this month, before we get into the Christmas season, I want to explore and share a few of the
saints that we have in our Christian Tradition.  A few heroes of the faith.   More specifically, I would like to
share with you the scripture verses that have shaped their lives, the essence of who they were.  The people who I
will venerate, if you will, had one or two scripture verses that have molded them into the people that they were. 
It became their mantra, their motto, their entire being.  When we think of saints, we tend to think of the people
who lived years and years and years ago.  We really don’t have too many saints in today’s day and age, I
thought.  I remember years ago, I would have put Mother Teresa as our number one living saint in the world - I
don’t know who it would be today.  One of my greatest fears was dying right after Mother Teresa and I would
be right behind her in line for the Pearly Gates.  Right behind her, I could just imagine Saint Peter looking at
Mother Teresa and saying something like, “Mother Teresa, I wish you could have done just a little more.”  I
would be toast.  But we have saints all around us.  In short a saint is someone, anyone who shares the faith. 
You’re a saint, I’m a saint, and the challenge is for us to live up to saintly plateaus.  God doesn’t look for great
people, God looks for people of faith.  One of the saints of the second half of the last century was certainly a
person of faith.

Jim Elliot was one of those kids that you would marvel at.  He had an inner spirit and a drive that was both
infectious and enlightening.  He came from a simple home in Portland, Oregon.  His father was an evangelist
and his mother was willing to open their doors to visiting missionaries and sojourners in the faith.  Around the
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dinner table, Jim would hear of the trials and joys of being a traveling missionary, from the exotic languages to
the spiders and snakes to the change of hearts of the people who have never heard the Gospel of Christ.  The
Missionary’s life is a hard life, a tough life, but a life filled with insurmountable joy.   At the age of 20, Jim and
some buddies hitched hiked down to Mexico to visit a friend’s parents who were missionaries.  Almost
immediately, he felt his heart longing for this type of life.  He said it like this, “I am as sure of His direction as I
am of His Salvation.”  After graduation from college, he began soul searching.  He spoke at churches and civic
groups about supporting missionaries, not quite sure if he wanted to make that commitment to the missionary
life.  He knew that was where God was calling, but it’s quite another thing to accept that calling.  He went to
summer classes at the University of Oklahoma to learn Spanish.  His advisor happened to be a former
missionary himself, just back from the Ecuadorian jungle in South America.  It was like it was meant to be.  It
seemed that God’s calling was becoming a little more clearer.  On the fourth of July in 1950, Jim prayed with all
his heart, show me the way, dear God, show me what you want.  He committed himself to a ten day schedule of
deliberate prayer, scripture reading and study.  Ten days later, God reached him.  He wrote in his journal, “It
came this morning in an unexpected place.  I was reading casually in Exodus 23 when verse 20 came out
vividly.  ‘Behold, I send an angel before thee to keep thee by the way and to bring thee into the place which I
have prepared.  Take heed before him.”  All along, Jim knew that God had prepared him and had called him to
full time mission work, but he hemmed and hawed for quite some time.  Now, he was ready to make that
commitment.  He was going to the Ecuadorian Jungle of the upper Amazon.  Maybe some of you know this
story.  There was a movie about him a few years ago, “End of the Spear”.  For anyone familiar with mission
work, the Jim Elliot story is what legends are made of.  He didn’t go down there himself, there were three
others, Nate Saint, Ed McCully, and Pete Flemming.  For four years, they ministered to the tribes of the South
America jungle.  In some places they found limited success, in other places they were not welcome.  But they
continued their struggle.  Every now and then, they came back to the states to tell their story.  On one of these
trips, Jim married his sweetheart Elisabeth.  If it’s hard to be a missionary, you should try and be married to one. 
Elisabeth didn’t travel with them, but waited at home for the chance of Jim to stay home for good.  But Jim
wouldn’t return on his next journey.  He and his fellow missionaries came upon a new tribe that hadn’t been
documented before, known as the Auca Indians.  There was a miscommunication error, and the missionaries
were killed with homemade lances and machetes.  It was a horrible ending to a story that we think should have a
good ending.  If this is a life of faith, who needs it?  We’re like that as well, aren’t we?  When bad things
happen, we look to God and say, What gives?  Haven’t I been good enough?  What did I do to deserve this?  I’m
trying to be faithful, but this is my reward?  But God doesn’t promise us an easy road.  He doesn’t promise us a
happy ending, as we would think of a happy ending.  But what He does promise us is that if we are faithful, all
things will eventually work out for good, even if we are not there to see it.  We don’t work for reward in this
life, but in the life yet to come.  At the news of Jim’s death reached Elisabeth, she wanted nothing to do with the
Missionary life and the dangers that it posed.  But God touched her heart as well.  Jim’s work could not be left
in vain.  Elisabeth and some other family members of the slain missionaries traveled to South America, and in
this act of faith, tried to reach their husbands’ killers and try to minister to them.  They discovered a culture that
was based on fear and survival.  For centuries, these tribes lived in constant fear of murderous attacks from their
enemy tribes, who would sneak up on their villages in the dark of night, crouch under the stilted houses, and
spear their sleeping victims through the bamboo floors.   They lived in a world where it was kill or be killed. 
They had never known any other way of life.  And they could not fathom how the families of the strange people
whom they killed would come down to them and show them love.  That act of love changed one tribe.  It was a
small tribe.  Hard to grow in population when any day can be your last.  They didn’t have a word for
grandparent - because no one made it that long.  Got that?  The generational turnovers  was so great that you
never got to see a grandparent.   Mincaye, one of the Waodoni hunters who killed the missionaries,  "adopted"
the son of Nate Saint, teaching him to hunt with a blowgun, climb trees, and use spears.  The man who killed his
father was now trying to make up for his mistake.  Years ago Steph and I got to listen to Nate Saint, as he talked
about his father and the tribe that found faith.  We also got to meet Mincaye, the man who killed the
missionaries.  This is how Nate Saint described the tribe. "In a society where people lived in abject fear and
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virtually constant anger and hatred - and I would say that those are three primary characteristics of the tribe's
emotions - they were glad to learn that they don't have to live like that all the time."  He remembers waking up
one night as a child, lying on the bamboo floor of his house, and hearing their tribe yelling loudly because they
thought they heard upriver tribesmen sneaking into their village.

He asked his Aunt Rachel what the they were yelling.  "She told me, `They're saying, "If you want to spear us,
come and spear us. But we won't spear you back. We're following God's trail. We're living in peace."'

"And I said, `Well, Aunt Rachel, do you agree?' I was thinking that wasn't such a good plan."
That night, they were able to sleep in peace - with the other tribe wondering what was going on.  When the
missionaries first arrived, there were about 200 Waodoni, Mr. Saint said. Today there are around 2,000. "Once
the killings stopped, there has been a huge population explosion," he said.

Mincaye, the man who killed the missionaries was now the pastor of the church in that tribe.  Hundreds of
savages were now Christians, growing in love and Godliness together.  Jim Elliot did not get to see how the
story ended, but we have this belief that for the faithful, God works all things toward the good.

I look at the violence that we seem to face in this world.  I am mindful of the church shooting last week.  More
than one person has asked me if we plan to arm ourselves somehow, just in case.  More than one politician has
said that maybe churches and schools and other places of peace should be armed.  And maybe I’m naive and
ignorant, but I don’t want a firearm hanging around this place.  Or at my children’s school.    I grew up in a
family that had guns.  It was for safety.  My family doesn’t have guns.  It’s for safety.  We all want the same
thing - safety.  So no, I’m not planning on having a weapon hidden behind the altar, just in case.  

It didn’t turn out very well for Jim Elliot and the others.  But they dedicated their life so that others may know
Christ.  And through their expressions of love and peace, they changed a tribe, a region, a hidden country in the
backwaters of the Amazon.  I don’t know what our future holds, but in the meantime, may God touch your heart
and know that in all things, all things, God works toward the good through our faithful lives.  Amen. 
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