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April 13, 2008 

Psalm 23; John 10:1-10 

Sermon: “Have You Seen the Doors to Our New Church?”  

Text: “I am the door.”        Rev. Bob Jack 

 

Have you seen the new doors on our new Worship Center? 

Of course you haven’t. They haven’t been installed yet, but they’re 

beautiful. The external doors are heavy dark wooden doors with 

crosses carved into them. And the internal doors to the sanctuary 

have frosted glass windows with crosses etched into the centers.  

Beautiful! 

I once heard a distinguished church architect say that the 

most important part of a church is the front door. Not the 

sanctuary; not the choir loft or the pulpit; the front door. That’s the 

first thing people see when they come to church.  

I was reading an article the other day about changing times in 

the banking industry. Used to be that all banks were built to look 

like impregnable fortresses, with thick, huge front doors that gave 

off the message “Hey, your money’s safe here. Don’t worry; 

nobody’s getting through these doors.” 
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Then, sometime toward the end of the last century banks 

became more “user-friendly.” They wanted to attract customers, to 

put a warm and friendly face on banking. So out went the huge, 

impenetrable doors and, instead, glass doors were installed. Now, 

you’re invited to come in, look around, smile at the cashiers, taste 

the cheese and crackers, check out the brochures. Banks are more 

accessible these days. 

What do our doors say about our church? Well, let me see . . . 

for years we’ve had to put up with some pretty heavy wooden 

doors that made all sorts of racket every time they were opened – 

especially if we were in worship, during a quiet time, and someone 

opened the front door: Thump, thump, clang, clang, thump! What 

did that say about our church? 

A door should be fit, not only to the size of the opening, but 

also to the life that goes on inside the building. When I was a kid 

growing up in Boston, the place to go for entertainment was The 

Boston Garden. The Celtics were in their heyday, with Bob Cousy 

and Bill Russell and John Havilicek; and the Bruins (the hockey 
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team) was pretty respectable, too. The problem was, none of us 

could afford the ticket prices. 

But there was another way to get in to see the games, and we 

kids didn’t know any better. Around back, in the parking lot, we 

would meet one of the attendants who wore the standard uniform 

of the Garden (a maroon vest with insignia). We would each give 

him a dollar and he would tell us a code, and up the fire escape we 

would climb, up to the third balcony. Then, we’d knock on this 

huge metal door – whatever the code was. And another attendant 

would let us in to see the game. We didn’t think it was wrong at 

the time, because we were kids, and we paid our money to a 

uniformed attendant, and he let us in through the door.   

I can still picture the door to the principal’s office at the 

Junior High School I attended. Mr. Whitaker was a large and 

imposing man, and he used to carry one of those wooden pointer 

sticks with the rubber tips, that he would use to control the flow of 

traffic in the hallways. The door to his office seemed larger than 

life, too, and I would always tiptoe past it for fear of – who knows 
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what? It had one of those vanity windows with a narrow pane of 

reinforced glass, that I suppose was meant to let light in, but all it 

ever said to me was, “You better never, ever have to go to Mr. 

Whitaker’s office, because that huge door with the reinforced glass 

means you’re never coming out – alive.” 

As a pastor some of the most interesting doors I enter through 

are hospital doors. When I walk up to the door of a hospital room 

to visit one of you, I’m always somewhat relieved when the door is 

open. That means, not only are you awake, but also that you’re not 

too terribly sick. When the door is closed, it means that they may 

be performing a procedure on you and I’ll have to wait outside for 

a while. Or it means that your illness is a little more serious, 

perhaps, and my visit may not be appropriate at that particular 

time.  

I always stand there, in front of the closed door wondering if 

I should knock and enter, or hunt for a nurse who can tell me how 

serious the illness is and whether it’s appropriate for me to enter. 

Sometimes, I just ever-so-slightly open the door, maybe tapping 
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lightly on it as I open it, and wondering what sort of reception I’m 

going to get on the other side. 

Doors can be built to keep people out, or to let people in.  

In today’s gospel reading, Jesus says that he’s the door – he’s 

the gateway for the sheep. It’s an interesting figure of speech, “I 

am the door.” It’s like that all through John’s Gospel, where he has 

Jesus saying things like, “I am the door,” “I am the way, the truth, 

and the life,” “I am the good shepherd,” or, “I am the vine and you 

are the branches.”   

The gospel reading begins with Jesus saying that he’s a 

shepherd. That’s a favorite metaphor for Jesus to use in the Gospel 

of John. Some of you have been studying Keller’s popular book A 

Shepherd Looks at the 23
rd

 Psalm; and right now I’m reading Tim 

Laniak’s book Shepherds after My Own Heart that examines 

biblical traditions of leadership. Tim is Professor of Old Testament 

at GCTS just up the road, on Choate Circle.  
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Jesus is not only the shepherd, he’s the good shepherd. And 

he’s not only the good shepherd, but he’s the shepherd who’s so 

good that he’s even willing to lay down his life for his sheep.  

Then Jesus talks about those who refuse to go through the 

door of the sheepfold: Robbers, thieves, bandits, mischief-makers 

who try to sneak over the wall, and wreak havoc among the flock. 

Only a  thief, a burglar, or a bandit would climb in through a 

window, or jump over a fence, or force his way through the door, 

uninvited, rather than be let in through the door. 

And then Jesus connects this teaching about doors and the 

sort of people who refuse to use doors, to the direct statement, “I 

am the door.” What does he mean by this? “I am the door.” 

Well, if you look at it one way, when Jesus says, “I am the 

door,” I think he’s using a rather humble image for himself. Jesus 

is the door that leads to God. The door is not the house. It’s not the 

dwelling place, not the goal. A door is a passageway into the 

house. It’s a means of getting to a destination.  
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So, when Jesus says, “I am the door,” it’s kind of like Jesus 

saying “I am the way.” He’s the way to God, the way to abundant 

life, the way to true freedom. Jesus is the way that you and I get to 

God. 

Or, maybe the traffic is moving in the other direction. Maybe 

Jesus is saying that he is the way that God gets to us.  

You’ve probably all seen that famous religious painting by 

English artist Holman Hunt. The original painting hangs in a hall 

in Kebel College at Oxford University. It’s the one where Jesus is 

standing there in the darkness, holding a lantern in his hand, 

knocking at the door. It’s a beautiful image of Jesus, the light of 

the world, knocking on the door of our hearts, trying to bring us 

light.  

But the scripture doesn’t talk about that, about standing at the 

door and knocking. That’s another scripture verse from the Book 

of Revelation. Instead, here’s Jesus simply saying, “I am the door.” 

He is the way. He is the path. 
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And this is who we are as Christians, isn’t it? We are people 

who believe that of all the possible ways to get to God, Jesus is the 

best way, the surest way, the only true way. In this Jew from 

Nazareth, who lived briefly, died violently, and rose unexpectedly, 

you and I and everyone else have the surest way to God. 

As I said before, this strikes me as a rather humble image of 

Jesus to apply to himself. If he is the door, then he is not the 

destination, the end result, but the way to the end. And yet, as we 

said before, doors are important. A door tells you a great deal 

about the character of the house, about what goes on inside.  

And when we look at Jesus, the door, we believe that we 

have seen as much of God as we ever hope to see. He’s not only a 

door into the house, but a door that’s part of the house, a door that 

tells a lot about the house that it gives entrance to.  

Some people take exception to Jesus’ claim to being the way, 

the truth, and the life, especially when he says that “no one comes 

to the Father except through me.” And when you and I make that 

claim about Jesus sometimes we’re classified as being arrogant, 
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intolerant, and exclusivist. But still we can make those claims 

about Jesus. 

And when we do, we need to make them in the same way 

that Jesus made them – with a certain amount of humility. That is, 

we can’t imagine that people like us would have any way to get to 

God, except through Jesus. He’s the door, he’s the opening, he’s 

the way by which you and I have done something that’s very 

difficult for people like us to do – namely, to draw close to God.  

But we’re also saying that can’t imagine any way of being 

with God, the true and living God, except by the way of Jesus. And 

we can’t imagine being in the presence of God that’s not also the 

loving, compassionate, self-sacrificing way that was the way of 

Jesus.  

There were other saviors in Jesus’ day that tried to save the 

world by raising an army, or by starting a revolution, or by 

overthrowing the government, or by some other form of might 

makes right.  
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Jesus does what he does through words, through preaching 

and teaching and reaching out to us in sacrificial love, and by 

dying on the cross. This is the way, the door, the only door, that 

leads to God.  

As all of you know, we’re in the midst of a war in Iraq. Our 

President, who supports the war, also claims to be a Christian. And 

I’ve heard Christians of good character speak out in opposition to 

the war. Some of the discussions have gotten nasty, and tempers 

have flared. In one such discussion at a presbytery function, I 

heard a woman say, “What would Jesus do? We’re all Christians, 

but we disagree. That means that all of these good reasons, either 

for the war or against the war, may be beside the point. Is there 

anything that Jesus shows us that can help us decide this issue?  

And I thought she made a good point. As Christians debate 

these issues, we shouldn’t become obsessed with the simple 

question, “What works?” Or even by asking, “What do the 

majority of Americans feel we should do?”  
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Instead, we believe that Jesus is the door. We believe that 

there is no way for us to get to God or for God to get to us except 

through the door named Jesus. So, it behooves us to try to move 

through this door, and to use him as a model for all our behavior. 

But we enter through the same door, together. 

I am saying this to you because you’re gathered here in 

church today. This means, in light of what the Bible teaches, that 

you know what I’m talking about. Because you’ve gathered in this 

house of worship. And how did you get here? You had to come 

through the door. That door is Jesus. 

You grasped the handle and you opened the door. Or, maybe 

someone opened the door and let you in. And this means that when 

Jesus says, “I am the door,” many of you sitting here today can 

say, “Amen!” Because in your own life, you’ve demonstrated the 

truths behind this passage from the Bible. Jesus has been your 

door, the way to eternal life. That’s why you’re here.  

Some days, life seems so overwhelming and your faith seems 

so weak, that about the only thing you can say with any certainty is 
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that on Sunday you opened the door and entered the church. And 

that’s OK; it’s enough. Because Jesus is the door. Come on inside.   

  

  

 


