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‘Jesus is My Best Friend’ 

  
A principal focus of today’s gospel is on Jesus’ friendship with his 

disciples.  That focus prompted me to make my first stop in preparing for this 
sermon at Webster’s Dictionary.  Mr. Webster defines a friend as someone 
attached to another person by affection or esteem. Going a bit further afield I 
remembered a quotation about friendship from author and humorist Mark Twain. 
Twain said, “The holy passion of friendship is of so sweet and steady and loyal 
and enduring a nature that it will last through a whole lifetime if you are not asked 
to lend money!” Twain’s humor aside, according to both Webster’s Dictionary and 
Mark Twain, friendship is clearly a wonderful thing. Unfortunately, if we take a 
closer look, it appears to be somewhat rare.  

Several years ago, a Clergy Journal I subscribe to, shared some interesting 
survey information about making friends. Sixty percent of men over the age of 30 
could not identify a single person they would call a close friend. Of the forty 
percent who were able to list someone they called a close friend, most of those 
friendships were made during their childhood, or school years. Most women, on 
the other hand, were able to identify 5 or 6 women whom they called close 
friends. However, when the researchers took a closer look, they found that a lot 
of those friendships were functional relationships, and not associated with the 
more personal sharing of a deep and endearing friendship.  
Based on those definitions and statistics, it would appear that truly meaningful, 
deep-seated friendships, are not easy to develop.  

Which, on this Mother’s Day, reminds me of a story from my early teenage 
years. Like most teenagers I had my ups and downs with regard to figuring out 
my place in the world. One afternoon I found myself having a conversation with 
my mother that wasn’t exactly going the way I had hoped it would. Evidently the 
role model I had chosen for sharing some unremembered experience - something 
along the lines of, ‘well Johnny’s parents are okay with it, why aren’t you?’ - didn’t 
measure up to my mother’s expectations for me. I got lectured, and was told in no 
uncertain terms that my earthly friendships were important, but the one I had with 



Jesus, and his role model, would, and should, always be first and foremost in my 
life. In the heat of our argument I didn’t really ‘hear’ that. However, as the years 
passed, I came to understand more fully what she was saying to me, and why.  
Which brings me to our Gospel reading this morning.  

For me three words stand out - love, friends and commandment. Jesus is 
speaking to his disciples in what is commonly referred to as his ‘farewell 
discourse’ on the night of his Last Supper with them. He is sharing with them his 
heartfelt understanding of the importance of love - and specifically, his love for 
them, and for those who would call Jesus their friend.  

As a historical note, Christians were commonly called “friends” before they 
were called Christians. The New Testament (Acts 11: 26) tells us that it wasn’t 
until more than a year after the death of Jesus, and the dispersion of his disciples 
in the early days of the church, that Jesus’ friends were called ‘Christians’ in 
Antioch. Yet, on the last night of his life, Jesus says to his disciples that during 
their time together, “I have called you friends.” Think about that. Let it sink in for a 
moment. “I have called you friends.” Before anything else. “I have called you 
friends.”  

For Jesus, calling someone a friend involved sharing love. The Greek words 
for that love are found no less than nine times in the verses we read this morning. 
“As the Father has LOVED me, so I have LOVED you; abide in my LOVE. If you 
keep my commandments, you will abide in my LOVE, just as I have kept my 
Father’s commandments and abide in his LOVE...This is my commandment, that 
you LOVE one another as I have LOVED you.” On and on he goes. Love, Love, 
Love!  

Now, here I need to pause and interject a cultural note for a more accurate 
context. The love about which Jesus speaks is not the romantic, mushy kind of 
love that different generations think of when we hear the term. No one, not even 
Jesus, can “command” that sort of emotion. My brothers and sisters, the love of 
which Jesus speaks is a characteristic, not of a romantic love, but of a love that 
genuinely good friends enjoy. That kind of love, is an act of the will. And that my 
friends is an important distinction for understanding what Jesus is telling us this 
morning.  

Which begs the question. What are some of the characteristics of that kind 
of friendship? Well, let me offer a couple. First of all, friends genuinely care about 
each other’s welfare. And that makes sense, doesn’t it? If you are my  



friend, I want the best for you. I want people to think well of you. I don’t want 
anything bad to happen to you. In fact, deep friendships are often forged in the 
midst of our common suffering.  

As a veteran I can tell you unequivocally that soldiers returning from the 
battlefield will always speak harshly of the ugliness of war - and yet, in the same 
breath, they will talk with great warmth about the friends that they made through 
the sharing of those experiences. And, of the friends they lost and will always 
remember.  

It’s probably true for you as well. People, who were often times initially 
perfect strangers - having passed through a terrible storm, an earthquake, or 
some other emotional, psychological, or physical trauma together, will suddenly 
feel themselves to be the closest of friends, and years later will still sit together, 
and reminisce, bonded by their shared experience.  

Sharing, my brothers and sisters, is something close friends do. They share 
material things, of course. Even money, despite Mark Twain’s humorous caveat to 
the contrary. Even more important, friends share what is in their hearts - their 
most important, sensitive, and meaningful experiences and feelings. Author and 
theologian C. S. Lewis said, “Friendship is born at that moment when one person 
says to another, ‘What! You, too? I thought I was the only one who felt that way.”  

All those things are true of Jesus’ friendship with the disciples and with us. 
But that’s not all. There’s more involved in Jesus’ definition of friendship.  It 
should be no surprise that there are also expectations involved. Jesus says, “You 
are my friends if you do what I command you ... And I appointed you to go and 
bear fruit ...” Hearing that, ask yourself, have you ever been let down by a friend? 
My guess is we probably all have at some time or another. Has your 
disappointment at being let down – or the other person’s disappointment at being 
let down by you – ever strained, or even fractured your relationship? Of course, it 
happens all the time, doesn’t it? Well, my friends, Jesus is pretty clear and 
straight-forward with us this morning in saying that friendships are sustained and 
deepened when friends keep up their end of the bargain. And yes, those 
friendships require a lot of hard work and maintenance. But, nothing worth while 
ever comes easy. Our friendships with one another often require sacrifices of 
some sort, and, in rare cases, even the supreme sacrifice - as Jesus reminds us. 
“No one has greater love than this, than to lay down one’s life for one’s friends.”  

Have you ever had a friend like that? There’s one that I know that we all 
have in common. He gave up his life for us, his friends, on a hill called Calvary,  



outside the city walls of Jerusalem, overlooking the town dump. It was there that 
your friend and my friend died that we might live with him forever.  

So, if that’s the kind of friend you want in your life, how do we get to be 
Jesus’ friend? In today’s gospel Jesus answers that question. “You are my friends 
if you do what I command you.” But, I will admit to you, having gotten it wrong 
before, even as simple a statement as that could lead some to misunderstand if 
we take Jesus’ words out of context. Friendship with Jesus is not simply about 
following some rules, as that sentence might lead us to believe. It’s not just about 
coming to church on Sunday. It’s not just about reading the Bible.  

Remember what the command is? Jesus says, “This is my commandment, 
that you love one another as I have loved you.” In other words, if you want to be 
my friend, be a friend to all my other friends. And while that sounds so simple, we 
all know it is not.  

My brothers and sisters there’s another important point about Jesus’ 
friendship to remember as well. We have not come upon this relationship with 
Jesus by accident. As Jesus reminded the disciples at that last supper with them, 
“You did not choose me but I chose you.”  

If Jesus was simply interested in winning the battle of who follows the rules 
and commandments the best, he would have probably chosen the Pharisees. 
After all, they were known for their supposed piety. They were the ones who 
prayed at least three times a day. They knew their Scripture. They worked hard 
every day at trying to obey all of God’s laws. They even fasted once or twice a 
week as a way of demonstrating their religious devotion.  

But, whom did Jesus choose as his disciples, as his friends? Not the 
Pharisees. He chose fishermen – known to be crude and foul-mouthed, impatient 
and hot-headed. He chose a tax collector – even though everyone knew they 
were less than honest. He chose a zealot – a fanatical revolutionary. Jesus’ group 
of chosen friends were in many ways, a group of misfits. Knowing that, it must 
have made for some really interesting dinner conversations during their time 
together.  
Oh, and just as importantly, Jesus chose us. All of us, known to be sinners, 
known to be somewhat less than perfect, known to have all kinds of problems in 
our lives. Jesus has chosen us - you and me.  

Friendship. Love. Commandment. Recalling those definitions with which 
Jesus began all this, let me add another bit of insight from a comic strip cultural  



philosopher, Charlie Brown. In one of his finer moments, Charlie finds himself 
standing all alone. He says, “A friend is someone who sticks up for you when you 
are not there.”  

That kind of friendship reminds me of our Burial Office in the Book of 
Common Prayer. Through our reading of Scripture, our homily, prayers of the 
people, and our sharing of memories, we remember the deceased as a friend. I 
would argue that the highlight of our liturgy for the dead, is remembering that the 
most important relationship - the most important friendship in our lives - is the 
one we have with Jesus Christ.  

As I reflected on the story of my mother’s comments to me so many years 
ago, I thought about what Jesus said to his disciples. And I thought about my 
own funeral service, and wondered how others will choose to remember me. 
While I hope that isn’t anything I need to worry about any time soon, I would be 
more than content if, when that time does come, I am remembered as Jesus’ 
friend. How about you? Amen!  


