
TEXT:  John 14:15-21         May 17, 2020 

LIVING LOVE, LOVING LIFE 

One of the great privileges of parish ministry is presiding over funerals and memorial services.  
An important part of that for me is taking time to sit with families as they plan for their 
service.  Even if I have known the deceased individual fairly well, I always learn new things as 
sons and daughters, spouses, siblings and grandchildren share their stories.  And I consider it 
a great honor to be entrusted with taking those stories, and weaving them together in such a 
way as to not only paint a picture of their loved one, but also to offer all of us a word of hope, 
hope founded in the love of God, that love which transcends all barriers, even death itself. 

More often than not as I close such services with a benediction, I offer those gathered a 
challenge.  If you really want to keep your loved one’s memory alive, if you want to honor 
that memory, then follow his or her example.  If they cared about the natural world, I might 
encourage the congregation to work for its preservation through a local environmental 
group.  If they were a devotee of the arts, I might suggest finding ways to support a local 
musical, theatrical or artistic organizations.  If they were concerned about children’s 
education, I might speak of various ways they could make a difference in the life of a child.  In 
essence, what I am saying is simple:  if you truly love this person, then show it in and through 
your actions, actions that reflect what was important to him, what was meaningful to her.  
Insucha way you will not only keep the memory of your loved one alive, you will, in a very 
real way, keep their very spirit in your midst. 

Our passage from John has that same feel to it.  It is not a eulogy or funeral homily, but it 
does come from something scholars call the Farewell Discourse.  It is part of a long section of 
the Gospel of John that stretches over several chapters.  Chapters that reflect words Jesus 
shared with his closest followers at the Last Supper.  Whether or not these were the actual 
words he spoke at that time is a matter of scholarly debate.  But one and all affirm the tone 
and the substance of what is found in these chapters is reflective of and consistent with the 
understandings of life and death held by Jesus. 

In the passage Jesus seems to be well aware that his time on earth is drawing to a close; that 
soon his followers will be on their ownand he will no longer be present to them in any literal 
sort of way.  And perhaps some of them also sense that his death is imminent.  As they sit 
sharing supper, they are more than likely filled with a measure of anxiety and fear.  What will 
we do without our teacher?  How will we proceed without his guidance, his instruction, his 
support?  It is a very real dilemma for them. 

It is important to understand that the Gospel of John was probably written towards the very 
end of the first century CE.  Some sixty to seventy years after the death of Jesus.  By then the 



story of Jesus had been carried all across the Mediterranean world, and the vast majority of 
Christians had never actually met him.  In fact, by that time, most of those who had known 
him in the flesh were long since dead themselves.   

For many of those late first century Christians, there was a growing concern about Roman 
persecution.  Many of them faced the threat of arrest, torture and even execution.  They 
were risking their very lives to be followers of Jesus--but Jesus, at least in a literal way, was 
no longer on the scene to guide or protect them.   

So it is that they too--those late first century Christians--faced a similar dilemma as the first 
followers of Jesus.  But in recounting this storyof the Last Supper some sixty years later, in 
rehearsing these words of Jesus which brought comfort and hope to Peter, James, John, Mary 
Magdalene and the rest, they too found assurance, they too found comfort, they too found a 
way forward.  And so, can you and I.  For like those late first century Christians, we also seek 
to live life as followers of Jesus having never met him in the flesh. 

So, what is it Jesus says that can give us comfort and a measure of guidance?  In essence, it’s 
all about love.  “If you love me,” he says, “you will keep my commandments.”  (John 14:15) 
And how do we do that?  How do we demonstrate that we really do love Jesus?  By following 
his example.  By doing what he told us to do.  And what was that?  What is that?  He says it 
many different waysin the gospels, but it boils down to this:  love God and love your 
neighbor.  Not just in some abstract way.  But rather in concrete ways.  Feed your hungry 
neighbor.  Clothe your naked neighbor.  Visit your imprisoned neighbor.  Give drink to your 
thirty neighbors.  Get healthcare for your sick neighbor.  Welcome your newly arrived 
immigrant neighbor.  Champion equal rights for your gay or lesbian neighbor.  Reach out to 
your lonely neighbor.  Love your neighbor.  Because, as Jesus says elsewhere in another of 
the gospels, “Just as you [do] it to one of the least of thesewho are members of my family 
you [do] it to me.”  (Matthew 25:40b) 

And here’s the amazing thing, original disciples who sense I may not be here much longer, 
here’s the incredible reality, late first century Christians who never met me in the flesh, 
here’s the profound truth, twenty-first century followers of mine living in a time of pandemic, 
when you love your neighbor, when you reach out in whatever way you can to those in need, 
you will suddenly realize, I am right there.  Right there in the midst of life itself.  “The world 
may no longer see me,” he says, “but you will . . . .”  (14:18a, 19a) Right there.  Right here in 
your very midst.  Guiding you, comforting you, giving you strength and courage.  My Spirit 
will be with you. 

How do we keep the memory of Jesus alive?  By following his example, by living by his 
command to love God and neighbor.  And in some mysterious way we can’t fully understand, 



it is not just his memory that we keep alive and present to us every day, it is the very Spirit of 
Jesus himself that lives in such actions. 

From the very beginning Jordan Gutheim was a ray of sunshine in the lives of her family, her 
friends, and all those around her.  She was a local girl, born December 20, 1995, right here at 
Healthpark Hospital.  Soon she began attending the Preschool associated with Evangelical 
Christian School in Fort Myers.  Every day she would come rushing into her classroom all 
smiles, eager to connect with her classmates, who were delighted to see her. 

In elementary school she began demonstrating her athleticism, and quickly became 
enamored with soccer.  Later she would add track, hurdles in particular, to her repertoire.   

In Middle and High School, she began finding ways to serve her fellows in student 
government.  In time she even served as President of the student body.  At her church she 
started volunteering as a worker in the Children’s Ministry program.  She especially loved the 
younger children--and no doubt they adored her.  Her laughter was infectious!  Her spirit 
filled with love. 

In high school she planned on going to Florida State University, and after attending South 
Florida for two years she eventually found her way to FSU in Tallahassee, where she was 
preparing for a career in Event Planning.  In fact, she was offered, and accepted, an internship 
with Gartner in London, working in their Events Department. 

In order to prepare for that, Jordan got a job working part-time at Jason’s Deli.  She even 
found a bit of time for her boyfriend, Benji Piechoczek.  Very shortly before she was to leave 
for London, in June of 2016, Jordan and Benji were out for a day in nature.  As they headed to 
their destination, and waited to turn at a busy intersection, a semi-truck rear-ended them, 
and drove them into oncoming traffic.  They never even made it to the hospital. 

Jordan’s parents, Greg and Lorraine Gutheim, were beside themselves. There beautiful, 
loving, giving daughter was gone just like that.  Her parents were devastated.  There may be 
no grief as that which comes with losing a child.  But they wanted to keep her memory alive.  
They wanted to be able to feel her presence with them.  And so, they established a 
foundation in her memory.  Out of those funds they have distributed donations and gifts to a 
variety of causes Jordan supported.  Jordan’s Blessings, they call their gifts.   

Every year, near the anniversary of her death, they make a special donation--a special 
blessing.  And this year, wanting to show support for medical workers in the midst of this 
pandemic, it was meals worth $1800.  Meals given to workers at Healthpark, where Jordan 
had been born.  Meals prepared by Jason’s Deli, where she had worked.  230 of them.  “We 
want to show love for people,” said her dad, “because she’s not able to.”  (NBC-2.com, May 



12, 2020) Except, in one very real way, she is able to--through her parents and those who 
support the foundation.  “We do this,” her parents have written on the foundation’s website, 
“as Jordan’s representatives striving to fulfill the words of Hebrews 13:16: “And do not forget 
to do good and to share with others . . . .”  

So it is Jordan’s memory is kept alive, and her spirit can be felt in each loving act. 

“The world may not see me,” said Jesus, “but you will . . . .”  (John 14:18a. 19a) I will be there 
right in the midst of you every time you show love for your neighbor.  I have no doubt Jesus, 
and Jordan too, in some mystical sort of way, was right there at Healthpark this past week, as 
those meals were being handed out.   

“The world may not see me . . . but you will.” 

Amen 

John H. Danner     

 


