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Text 
When the uproar had ended, Paul sent for the disciples and, after encouraging them, said good-by and set 

out for Macedonia. 
2 
He traveled through that area, speaking many words of encouragement to the people, 

and finally arrived in Greece, 
3 
where he stayed three months. Because the Jews made a plot against him 

just as he was about to sail for Syria, he decided to go back through Macedonia. 
4 
He was accompanied by 

Sopater son of Pyrrhus from Berea, Aristarchus and Secundus from Thessalonica, Gaius from Derbe, 

Timothy also, and Tychicus and Trophimus from the province of Asia. 
5 
These men went on ahead and 

waited for us at Troas. 
6 
But we sailed from Philippi after the Feast of Unleavened Bread, and five days 

later joined the others at Troas, where we stayed seven days. 
7 
On the first day of the week we came 

together to break bread. Paul spoke to the people and, because he intended to leave the next day, kept on 

talking until midnight. 
8 
There were many lamps in the upstairs room where we were meeting. 

9 
Seated in a 

window was a young man named Eutychus, who was sinking into a deep sleep as Paul talked on and on. 

When he was sound asleep, he fell to the ground from the third story and was picked up dead. 
10 

Paul went 

down, threw himself on the young man and put his arms around him. "Don't be alarmed," he said. "He's 

alive!" 
11 

Then he went upstairs again and broke bread and ate. After talking until daylight, he left. 
12 

The 

people took the young man home alive and were greatly comforted. 
13 

We went on ahead to the ship and 

sailed for Assos, where we were going to take Paul aboard. He had made this arrangement because he was 

going there on foot. 
14 

When he met us at Assos, we took him aboard and went on to Mitylene. 
15 

The next 

day we set sail from there and arrived off Kios. The day after that we crossed over to Samos, and on the 

following day arrived at Miletus. 
16 

Paul had decided to sail past Ephesus to avoid spending time in the 

province of Asia, for he was in a hurry to reach Jerusalem, if possible, by the day of Pentecost. 

 

Introduction 
 Last week we saw what makes a good pastor.  If you’ve ever wondered about that 

and weren’t here last Sunday, I encourage you to go back and check out that sermon.  All 

the sermons are on the church website (www.immanuel-baptist.net).  Part of being a good 

pastor involves setting an example by following Paul’s example.  Last week we saw Paul 

saying, “And now, compelled by the Spirit, I am going to Jerusalem, not knowing what 

will happen to me there.  I only know that in every city the Holy Spirit warns me that 

prison and hardships are facing me.  However, I consider my life worth nothing to me, if 

only I may finish the race and complete the task the Lord Jesus has given me – the task of 

testifying to the gospel of God’s grace” (20:22-24).  In today’s text we see that radical, 

single-minded resolve lived out.  The point of today’s passage is simple and it’s just this: 

the cause of Christ is a cause worth dying for.  What I plan to do in the remainder of 

our time is just tell you stories of men and women that help illustrate this principle. 
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But first, let’s pray… 
 

Secular Sacrifice 
 Do you like a good war story?  Did you get goose bumps watching Saving Private 

Ryan or inspired by Braveheart?  Now don’t misunderstand me here.  I’m not a 

warmongering hawk that sadistically relishes carnage and killing.  War is hell and heaven 

will be lasting peace.  Nor do I want to accidentally give the impression that I think 

America is always right and on the just side of every war.  Not at all.  It’s just that I’m 

American; I can’t help that.  And as an American, stories of American heroism are part of 

my cultural folklore and most of what I know.  So that’s what I’m going to use.  But 

heroism and sacrifice are universal. 

So, having those disclaimers out of the way, I have to tell you something; there’s 

no way around it – the Bible uses war analogies.  Jesus is our king.  Satan and evil are our 

enemies.  We put on armor for our spiritual battle.  The Word of God is a sword.  Jesus’ 

kingdom will one day prevail over all rival kingdoms in an epic battle that Peter Jackson 

couldn’t adequately depict.  And Paul says to Timothy in 2 Timothy, “Endure hardship 

with us like a good soldier of Christ Jesus.  No one serving as a soldier gets involved in 

civilian affairs – he wants to please his commanding officer” (2:3-4).  So guys and gals: 

there’s something in the soldier experience that relates to the Christian experience, Paul 

says. 

 And on top of the fact that the Bible is replete with war analogies, I agree that 

“Reinhold Niebuhr got it right in the early 1930s when he acknowledged that patriotism 

at least has the virtue of taking the self outside of itself to a broader community.  

Patriotism may be national egoism, as he called it, but it is an improvement over purely 

personal egoism, which can see no concern greater than the self.”
1
  Ultimately the 

kingdoms of this world are at best cheap imitations of the kingdom that rightfully 

deserves our highest allegiance – the kingdom of God.  But in war stories we see 

something of the self-less sacrifice and determination that the NT says should 

characterize the life of a believer in Jesus.  Ready for some war stories? 

 James Bradley is the son of John Bradley, one of the six men who hoisted the 

American flag at Iwo Jima – that event forever memorialized in bronze and in our brains.  

He wrote a book called Flags of Our Fathers telling the story of the bloody battle of Iwo 

Jima.  He writes: 

 

The hard statistics show the sacrifice made by…[the] 2
nd

 Battalion 

[to take this 8-mile-square island that was guarded by 22,000 Japanese]: 

1,400 boys landed on D-Day; 288 replacements were provided as the 

battle went on, a total of 1,688.  Of these, 1,511 had been killed or 

wounded.  Only 177 walked off the island.  And of the final 177, 91 had 

been wounded at least once and returned to battle. 

It had taken twenty-two crowded transports to bring the 5
th

 

Division to the island.  The survivors fit comfortably onto eight departing 

ships. 
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The American boys had killed about 21,000 Japanese, but suffered 

more than 26,000 casualties doing so.  This would be the only battle in the 

Pacific where the invaders suffered higher casualties than the defenders.
2
 

 

 Nearly 6,800 graves were left behind on Iwo Jima.  Outside one of the cemeteries, 

James Bradley relates, is an inscription: 

 

When you go home 

Tell them for us and say 

For your tomorrow 

We gave our today
3
 

 

 That’s sacrifice for a greater cause than oneself.  That’s what we’re talking about 

when we talk about a cause worth dying for.  Where you’re willing to give up your own 

personal pursuits and comforts for something greater.  Bradley tells the story of a young 

man named Jacklyn Lucas: 

 

He’d fast talked his way into the Marines at fourteen, fooling the 

recruits with his muscled physique…. Assigned to drive a truck in Hawaii, 

he had grown frustrated; he wanted to fight.  He stowed away on a 

transport out of Honolulu, surviving on food passed along to him by 

sympathetic leathernecks on board. 

He landed on D-Day [at Iwo Jima] without a rifle.  He grabbed one 

lying on the beach and fought his way inland. 

Now, on D+1, Jack and three comrades were crawling through a 

trench when eight Japanese sprang in front of them.  Jack shot one of them 

through the head.  Then his rifle jammed.  As he struggled with it a 

grenade landed at his feet.  He yelled a warning to the others and rammed 

the grenade into the soft ash.  Immediately, another rolled in.  Jack Lucas, 

seventeen, fell on both grenades.  “Luke, you’re gonna die,” he 

remembered thinking. 

Jack Lucas later told a reporter: “The force of the explosion blew 

me up into the air and onto my back.  Blood poured out of my mouth and I 

couldn’t move.  I knew I was dying.”  His comrades wiped out the 

remaining Japanese and returned to Jack, to collect the dog tags from his 

body.  To their amazement, they found him not only alive but conscious.  

Aboard the hospital ship Samaritan the doctors could scarcely believe it.  

“Maybe he was too damned young and too damned tough to die,” one 

said.  He endured twenty-one reconstructive operations and became the 

nation’s youngest Medal of Honor winner – and the only high school 

freshman to receive it.
4
 

 

How many high schoolers, engrossed in video games and celebrity romances, 

today know what that kind of heroism looks like?  How many of you have ever read 

Stephen Ambrose – D-Day, The Good Fight, Band of Brothers?  These are classic WWII 

stories.  Here’s just an example from his book Citizen Soldiers of the kind of stuff that 
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went on in the European theater of war.  The Hurtgen Forest was a fifty-square mile, 

densely wooded patch along the German-Belgium border.  Many people say it was an 

utter waste on the American side, an inconsequential part of the overall American 

strategy.  But I can’t help but think it played some part in the overall victory against the 

Axis powers even if it merely proved American resolve and deterred German offensives.  

Here’s how Stephen Ambrose tells it: 

 

Call it off!  That’s what the GIs wanted to tell the generals, but the 

generals shook their heads and said, Attack.  On November 2, the 28
th

 

Infantry Division took it up.  Maj. Gen. Norman Cota, one of the heroes of 

D-Day, was the CO.  The 28
th

 was the Pennsylvania National Guard and 

was called the “Keystone Division.”… 

It tried to move forward, but it was like walking into hell.  From 

their bunkers, the Germans sent forth a hail of machine-gun and rifle fire, 

and mortars.  The GIs were caught in thick minefields.  Everything was 

mud and fir trees.  The attack stalled. 

“The days were so terrible that I would pray for darkness,” Pvt. 

Clarence Blakeslee recalled, “and the nights were so bad I would pray for 

daylight.”… 

For two weeks, the 28
th

 kept attacking, as ordered.  On November 

5, division sent down orders to move tanks down a road called the Kall 

trail.  But no staff officer had gone forward to assess the situation in 

person, and in fact the “trail” was all mud and anyway blocked by felled 

trees and disabled tanks.  The attack led only to loss. 

…[But] there were heroes.  On November 5, the Germans 

counterattacked.  An unknown GI dashed out of his foxhole, took a 

bazooka from a dead soldier, and engaged two German tanks.  He fired 

from a range of twenty-five meters and put one tank out of action.  He was 

never seen again…. 

The 28
th

’s lieutenants kept leading.  By November 13 all the 

officers in the rifle companies had been killed or wounded.  Most of them 

were within a year of their twentieth birthday.  Overall in the Hurtgen, the 

28
th

 Division suffered 6,184 combat casualties, plus 738 cases of trench 

foot and 620 battle fatigue cases.  Those figures mean that virtually every 

front-line soldier was a casualty.
5
 

 

Entire other divisions were used up in the attack on Hurtgen; as Ambrose puts it, they 

“poured out [their] lifeblood”
6
 for that cause.  Over 24,000 combat casualties were 

amassed in taking this little forest.  Here’s a first-hand account of a battle for the forest 

that displays what it means to be a soldier: 

 

[It was] a wild, terrible, awe-inspiring thing.  We dashed, struggled from 

one building to another shooting, bayoneting, clubbing.  Hand grenades 

roared, fires cracked, buildings to the left and right burned with acrid 

smoke.  Dust, smoke, and powder filled our lungs, making us cough, spit.  

Automatic weapons chattered while heavier throats of mortars and 
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artillery disgorged deafening explosions.  The wounded and dead – men in 

the uniforms of both sides – lay in grotesque positions at every turn.
7
 

 

This is something of what Paul says the Christian life calls for as a good soldier of 

Christ.  It’s a battle, not for the faint of heart. 

There’s also the story of Frances Slanger, forgotten heroine of Normandy, that’s 

told in a recent book by Bob Welch entitled American Nightingale.
8
  She immigrated to 

the U.S. as a child.  As she grew up she was determined, despite discouragement from her 

parents and physical limitations, to become a nurse.  She graduated from nursing school 

and joined the military, but was told she would have to stay stateside.  She wanted so 

badly to go overseas to help on the warfront during WWII.  She eventually managed and 

was among those who splashed ashore on Utah beach 4 days after D-Day wearing 

fatigues and a three-pound helmet, wading through water and dead bodies just like the 

men she was with.  She went right to work, treating the wounded.  On November 7th, 

1944, from a makeshift hospital on the front lines she wrote a poignant letter telling of 

her responsibilities, of how men were “brought in bloody, dirty, with the earth, mud and 

grime, and most of them so tired.  Somebody’s brothers, somebody’s fathers and 

somebody’s sons.”  And she shared of her joy in “seeing them gradually brought back to 

life, to consciousness and to see their lips separate into a grin when they first welcome 

you.”  She was glad to do what she could to help the cause and in her letter praised her 

patients saying, 

 

Sure, we rough it, but in comparison to the way you men are taking it, we 

can’t complain, nor do we feel that bouquets are due us.  But you, the men 

behind the guns, the men driving our tanks, flying our planes, sailing our 

ships, building bridges and to the men who pave the way and to the men 

who are left behind – it is to you we doff our helmets.  To every GI 

wearing the American uniform, for you we have the greatest admiration 

and respect. 

 

Frances’ letter was published and brought encouragement to thousands of men across the 

front, but she never knew it.  She died the day after writing it from a bomb dropped on 

her tent.  She was the first American nurse killed in Europe after D-Day. 

 

Paul’s Sacrifice 

 We see in these stories of secular sacrifice glimpses of what it means to be a 

“soldier of Christ.”  This stubborn determination to charge ahead, despite dangers and 

discouragement from others for a greater cause is what we see in Paul in today’s text.  

The only difference is that Paul’s cause was infinitely greater than any other. 

 Paul was an obstinate man wasn’t he?  But he was the good kind of stubborn.  

Most Christians are stubborn because they won’t get off their butts and do anything for 

Christ – “I’ve got to protect my family;” “It’s too risky;” “I’m too tired;” “I did 

something crazy… once… ten years ago.”  Paul was stubborn in that he couldn’t be 

tempered; no one could dissuade him from charging headlong into danger for the sake of 

the cause of Christ.  We see today that Paul and his group have to tear themselves away 

from the Ephesian elders.  As fond as he was of them, he had to go, and he went.  Luke 
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recounts for us with Stephen Ambrose-type-style the stops on the voyage – Cos, Rhodes, 

Patara, passing to the south of Cyprus, and landing at Tyre in Syria. 

 In Tyre, Paul and his companions searched out the local church and fellowshipped 

with them for a week.  “Through the Spirit,” it says, “they urged Paul not to go on to 

Jerusalem” (v. 4b), meaning that the Holy Spirit revealed to them what he had revealed to 

Paul already, that prison and hardships are facing him (cf. 20:23).  They were scared for 

him.  “But when our time was up,” Luke reports, “we left and continued on our way” (v. 

5a).  This did not scare Paul, at least not enough to deter him.  Against the judgment of 

the disciples in Tyre, Paul plowed ahead and they sent him off with prayer, unable to 

reason with him. 

 From Tyre they went to Ptolemais and stayed with the brothers there for a day 

before heading down to Caesarea.  Here we meet an earlier character in the story of Acts 

– Philip, one of the seven proto-deacons who also preached in Samaria and to the 

Ethiopian eunuch.  He’s all grown up now and has four single daughters who prophesied.  

Another prophet named Agabus came down from Judea while Paul was at Caesarea and 

in typical OT prophetic fashion prophesied with an object lesson, tying Paul’s belt around 

his hands and feet and saying, “In this way the Jews of Jerusalem will bind the owner of 

this belt and will hand him over to the Gentiles” (v. 11). 

When everyone heard this they really got worried for Paul and pleaded with him 

to change course, even Luke.  But Paul answered, “Why are you weeping and breaking 

my heart?  I am ready not only to be bound but also to die in Jerusalem for the name of 

the Lord Jesus” (v. 13).  He would not be dissuaded and they finally gave up and 

commended him to the Lord’s will.  And then they went on to Jerusalem and stayed at a 

guy’s house named Mnason.  Even though the Spirit had made it clear that he would be 

mistreated in Jerusalem and everyone told him to play it safe, settle down, and protect 

himself, Paul was adamant that he was willing to die in Jerusalem for the sake of the 

Name.  Luke, in looking back on this and recounting it to us, is showing us that this kind 

of recklessness for Christ is admirable.  If you’re a Christian, are you reckless for Christ?  

Or do you play it safe? 

 

Sacred Sacrifice 

 Enough stories of secular sacrifice.  How about some stories of sacred sacrifice, 

those who have followed in Paul’s footsteps and counted their lives as worth nothing to 

them compared to following Christ.  How about John G. Paton, the 19
th

 century Scottish 

missionary to an island chain halfway between Hawaii and Australia.  A few decades 

earlier missionaries had tried to preach the gospel on this island, but within minutes of 

arriving they were killed, roasted, and eaten.  Upon learning of Patton’s plans to go there 

a Mr. Dickson exploded, “The cannibals!  You will be eaten by cannibals!”  But to this 

Paton responded: 

 

Mr. Dickson, you are advanced in years now, and your own prospect is 

soon to be laid in the grave, there to be eaten by worms; I confess to you, 

that if I can but live and die serving and honoring the Lord Jesus, it will 

make no difference to me whether I am eaten by Cannibals or by worms; 

and in the Great Day my Resurrection body will rise as fair as yours in the 

likeness of our risen Redeemer.
9
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Patton had the same stubbornness that Paul had. 

 Hey guys, do you know the name Adoniram Judson?  Great story.  He was a 

missionary to Burma in the 1800s who eventually died from a sickness he acquired there, 

like many people warned him would happen.  His life is amazing, but I just want to read 

you a letter he wrote to his future wife’s father asking for her hand in marriage.  This is 

how you do it, guys: 

 

I have now to ask, whether you can consent to part with your daughter 

early next spring, to see her no more in this world; whether you can 

consent to her departure, and her subjection to the hardships and sufferings 

of missionary life; whether you can consent to her exposure to the dangers 

of the ocean, to the fatal influence of the southern climate of India; to 

every kind of want and distress; to degradation, insult, persecution, and 

perhaps a violent death.  Can you consent to all this, for the sake of him 

who left his heavenly home, and died for her and for you; for the sake of 

perishing, immortal souls; for the sake of Zion, and the glory of God?  Can 

you consent to all this, in hope of soon meeting your daughter in the world 

of glory, with the crown of righteousness, brightened with the 

acclamations of praise which shall redound to her Savior from heathens 

saved, through her means, from eternal woe and despair?”
10

 

 

Her father left the decision up to her… and she married him and she died young on the 

mission field, seeing two of her children die in infancy and her third outlive her by 6 

months before dying at age two.  In her own words, she came “to the determination to 

give up all my comforts and enjoyments here, sacrifice my affection to relatives and 

friends, and go where God, in his Providence, shall see fit to place me.”
11

 

 Then of course there’s the classic Ecuador five – the five missionaries who were 

speared by the Waorani Indians in 1956.  These guys were rebels.  Some called them 

cocky and mavericks.  They were warned on several occasions not to go there, but they 

wouldn’t listen.  God had called them there.  God had stirred up a passion in their hearts 

for the Waorani people that wouldn’t be squelched by the fear of death.  God had inspired 

Jim Elliot to pray such ludicrous things as, “Father, take my life, yea, my blood if Thou 

wilt, and consume it with Thine enveloping fire.  I would not save it, for it is not mine to 

save.  Have it, Lord, have it all.  Pour out my life as an oblation for the world.”
12

  And his 

famous saying, “He is no fool who gives what he cannot keep to gain what he cannot 

loose,” which is really nothing more than Jesus’ teaching that “whoever wants to save his 

life will lose it, but whoever loses his life for me and for the gospel will save it” (Mk. 

8:35).  That’s how we should live. 

 Jim Elliot’s widow, Elisabeth Elliot, wrote a biography of Amy Carmichael, the 

Irish missionary to India, called A Chance to Die.  The title comes from a correspondence 

Amy had with a young lady who was considering becoming a missionary.  “What is 

missionary life like,” she asked.  Amy wrote back saying, “Missionary life is a chance to 

die.”  A chance Amy Carmichael jumped at.  She stayed in India for 55 years without 

furlough, the last 20 years confined mostly to a bed due to an injury, which gave her the 

opportunity to publish some 35 books, books that demonstrate a willingness to take up 
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her cross daily and die, even if it’s not literally at the hands of cannibals and savages, but 

the slow death of forsaking worldly comforts and pouring oneself out for others. 

 How about Richard Wurmbrand, getting closer to the modern day?  Richard 

Wurmbrand was a Romanian Jew who miraculously came to Christ by reading a Bible 

and understanding his deep sin and God’s deeper love for him in Christ.  He became a 

pastor of a Lutheran congregation in Romania shortly before the Soviet take over.  He 

describes that time: 

 

The communists convened a congress of all Christian bodies in our 

parliament building.  There were four thousand priests, pastors, and 

ministers of all denominations.  These four thousand priests and pastors 

chose Joseph Stalin as honorary president of this congress.  At the same 

time he was president of the World Movement of the Godless and a mass 

murderer of Christians.  One after another, bishops and pastors arose in 

our parliament building and declared that communism and Christianity are 

fundamentally the same and could coexist.  One minister after another said 

words of praise toward communism and assured the new government of 

the loyalty of the Church. 

My wife and I were present at this congress.  My wife sat near me 

and told me; “Richard, stand up and wash away this shame from the face 

of Christ!  They are spitting in His face.”  I said to my wife, “If I do so, 

you lose your husband.”  She said, “I don’t wish to have a coward as a 

husband.” 

Then I arose and spoke to this congress, praising not the murderers 

of Christians, but Christ and God and said that our loyalty is due first to 

Him.  The speeches at this congress were broadcast and the whole country 

could hear proclaimed from the rostrum of the Communist Parliament the 

message of Christ!  Afterward I had to pay for this, but it had been 

worthwhile.
13

 

 

 Richard Wurmbrand, founder of the Voice of the Martyrs, had to pay dearly for 

this and many other costly decisions he made.  He coordinated the underground church in 

Romania, smuggled Gospels into Russia, preached Christ creatively and fearlessly when 

it was illegal, and as a result spent many years in prison, including 3 years in solitary 

confinement with his only human contact being his Communist torturers.  And torture 

him they did.  You can read about it in his book, Tortured for Christ.  In 1965 he 

appeared before a U.S. Senate Internal Security Subcommittee to testify on human rights 

abuses and religious freedom in communist countries and he stripped down to his waist to 

reveal eighteen deep torture wounds on his body.  All because he thought like Paul and 

considered his life worth nothing to him, if only he may be faithful to telling the message 

of Jesus. 

 Let’s get a little closer to home.  How many of you have heard of Wayne Gordon?  

Wayne Gordon founded Lawndale Community Church about 38 blocks west of here back 

in the late 70s.  He tells his story in a book called Real Hope in Chicago.  He tells about 

the trials of moving into a thoroughly decayed, urban neighborhood, getting his house 

robbed repeatedly, and all kinds of stuff like that, but I want to tell you the story of how 
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his calling into urban ministry was confirmed, in his own words.  When he was in high 

school he came to Chicago for a summer to help out with Uptown Baptist Church in its 

early years. 

 

One night I found myself sharing my faith with a man who was 

about twenty years my senior.  He invited me to his apartment to continue 

our conversation.  Before long, however, I realized he was not interested 

in getting to know Christ.  What he really wanted was to have sex with 

me…  When I told him it was time for me to leave, he blocked my path to 

the door and hastily locked the chain. 

Terrified, I prayed silently, imploring God to deliver me.  I felt ill-

equipped to protect myself, as this man was not only older but bigger.  

After I had refused his advances, he attempted to manipulate me 

psychologically…  After about thirty minutes, he began to get more 

pushy, and I grew more scared. 

…Waiting for the right moment, I ran at this guy as hard as I 

could.  Using the best of my football skills, I tackled him, and as we 

wrestled there by the door I was able to disengage the chain.  Whether 

God gave me supernatural strength or an extra dose of adrenaline, I don’t 

know.  But somehow I was able to throw this guy far enough across the 

room for me to get out the door.  As I ran down the hallway I looked back 

over my shoulder and saw him reaching into his pocket.  I feared he might 

have a gun or a knife, but I kept on running down the hallway, out of the 

apartment, and away from the building. 

It never occurred to me to allow such a terrifying experience to 

dissuade me from my calling.  What I learned from this – and from other 

experiences the summer of my sixteenth year – was that I could trust God 

in all situations.  I returned to finish high school even more convinced of 

what the Lord wanted me to do.
14

 

 

Stubborn, stubborn Wayne Gordon!  

 

Conclusion 
 Here’s my main plea with you all today: the cause of Christ is a cause worth 

dying for.  It should inspire the brightest flashes of heroism and sacrifice in us.  Rob Bell 

says correctly “that deep down people [are] wired for revolution.  Nobody in the culture 

is calling them to anything worth dying for.  They were created to live for massive, global 

purposes, and yet all day long they are bombarded with messages about how their life 

would be better with more products.”
15

  And the sad thing is most churches aren’t calling 

people to lay down their lives for the cause of Christ and most Christians have neutered 

Pauline panache and watered Christianity down to something very tame.  Christianity for 

many is something safe, comfortable, and… utterly boring.  John Piper writes (in a book 

that’s free to all in the back of the room): “Oh, how many lives are wasted by people who 

believe that the Christian life means simply avoiding badness and providing for the 

family.  So there is no adultery, no stealing, no killing, no embezzlement, no fraud – just 

lots of hard work during the day, and lots of TV and PG-13 videos in the evening (during 
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quality family time), and lots of fun stuff on the weekend – woven around church 

(mostly).  This is life for millions of people. Wasted life.  We were created for more, far 

more.”
16

 

 Friends: I don’t want to jack around with life.  Do you?  I don’t want to mess 

around, chasing pathetic, self-centered dreams, satisfied with piddly toys and trinkets.  

And I don’t want to play around with church.  Where we just get together with other 

people we like and have baby showers and 4
th

 of July picnics and where we just want to 

have Jesus as our boyfriend who speaks lovey-dovey to us instead of our commanding 

officer whose eyes are like fire, his face is like the sun, and the sound of his voice is like 

rushing waters.  How pathetic!  Now, does this mean you have to be a missionary to 

cannibals?  No.  Most of you are called to your jobs in Chicago.  I can’t fully go into it, 

but in that book you can pick up for free in the back (hint, hint), there’s an excellent 

chapter on “Making Much of Christ from 8 to 5.”  Please read that.  You can die for 

Christ in your cubicle.  I totally believe that and want to raise an army of people who are 

doing that from 8 to 5 during the week. 

 Some of you God may be calling to go overseas to a closed, Muslim country 

where you may get your head chopped off or an unreached tribe somewhere.  And if God 

is putting that on your heart, I say go for it.  We’ll support you in that.  We want to be a 

part of that.  I want to mobilize forces deployed all over the world.  As I thought about 

this, some of you may be called to give your life in a mission that’s not the mission of 

Immanuel, and that’s okay.  Go and throw yourself into a church that’s doing that.  There 

are many battle fronts in the cause of Christ even in Chicagoland where people can lose 

their lives for him.  That’s fine with me, as long as you’re on mission somewhere. 

 But what we can’t have is people just sitting on their rumps and jacking around 

with life, like those people who took picnic baskets to Civil War battlefields to watch the 

action with their parasols and pink dresses.  Get in the battle!  Guys: stop being sissies 

who need your mom to hold your hand.  Stop being so passive and timid and wimpy!  Be 

men.  We need some more Jack Lucases for Christ.  And ladies: don’t waste your life 

being busybodies, gossips, and fashion queens.  We need some more strong Deborah-

like, Proverbs 31 women who can charge into battle like Frances Slanger.  C’mon.  Stop 

guarding your life, making calculated decisions that protect yourselves in the name of 

Christ.  We have a specific mission as a church to infiltrate the UIC area and tell people 

about King Jesus and rescue them from the concentration camps of sin, the foolishness of 

treason that worships God’s gifts instead of God.  That’s the mission of this particular 

division of Christ’s army, clear and simple. 

 I’m realizing more and more that the pastors of this church aren’t here to baby-sit 

you, hold your hand, wipe your noses, pat you on the back.  We’re not like hotel 

concierges sitting at a desk, waiting to help you and meet your outrageous demands and 

make your stay at church comfortable and cozy.  We’re war generals, with paint on our 

faces and mud on our boots leading you into battle, beating down the gates of hell, 

recklessly charging ahead on our mission to share Christ with the UIC area, whooping as 

we go, stirring up the troops like King Henry the fifth before battling the army of France: 

 

…he which hath no stomach to this fight, 

Let him depart; his passport shall be made, 

And crowns for convoy put into his purse. 



11 

We would not die in that man's company 

That fears his fellowship to die with us. 

This day is called the Feast of Crispian. 

He that outlives this day, and comes safe home 

Will stand a-tiptoe when this day is named 

And rouse him at the name of Crispian. 

He that shall see this day and live old age 

Will yearly on the vigil feast his neighbors 

And say, “Tomorrow is Saint Crispian.” 

Then will he strip his sleeve and show his scars, 

And say, “These wounds I had on Crispin’s Day.” 

…This story shall the good man teach his son; 

And Crispin Crispian shall ne’er go by, 

From this day to the ending of the world, 

But we in it shall be remembered – 

We few, we happy few, we band of brothers. 

For he today that sheds his blood with me 

Shall be my brother; be he ne’er so vile, 

This day shall gentle his condition. 

And gentlemen in England now abed 

Shall think themselves accursed they were not here, 

And hold their manhoods cheap whiles any speaks 

That fought with us upon Saint Crispin’s Day.
17

 

 

 So we’re looking for a few good men and women who really believe that the 

cause of Christ is a cause worth dying for, and as a church we will storm this 

neighborhood with a stubborn readiness to die here.  Who’s with me? 

 

Benediction 
May you truly find your life by loosing it! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

This sermon was addressed originally to the people at Immanuel Baptist Church, Chicago, Illinois, by Pastor 

Nathan Carter on Sunday morning, July 30, 2006.  It is not meant to be a polished essay or substitute for 

personal Bible study.  The vision of Immanuel Baptist Church is to transform sinners into a holy people who 

find fulfillment for their hunger for beauty, meaning, and eternal satisfaction in the glory of Christ alone. 
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