
 

 

 
                                                                    HALLOWED BE 

                                                                    
YOUR NAME 
 
In our culture, a person's 
name is the greatest 
connection to their own 
identity and individuality.   
Some might say it is the 
most important word in 
the world to that person.   
It is the one way we can 
easily get someone's 

attention.   It is a sign of courtesy and a way of recognising them.     
 
‘Name’ can also imply repute, distinction, renown and eminence.   
In that sense, God’s Name is his ‘standing’ in the world.   Do people 
acknowledge him, respect him, honour him? 
 
Christians take it for granted, if sometimes in the breach rather than 
the observance, that God’s Name should be respected, not spoken 
lightly, and never by an oath to deceive someone.    But ‘hallowing 
the Name of God’ carries a further meaning. 
 
It is found in Leviticus 22:32:  Do not desecrate my holy Name. I 
must be sanctified (hallowed) among the Israelites. I am Yahweh, 
who made you holy and who brought you out of Egypt to be your 
God. I am Yahweh. 
 
The Hebrews came to understand themselves as chosen to be 
God’s ambassadors to the world.   So when their faith in him and 
quality of living attracted the admiration of the people among whom 
they lived, they felt that they were sanctifying (hallowing) the Name 
of God.   When they did the opposite, betraying their faith and way 
of life, causing people to have contempt for the God of Israel, that 
was a desecration of God’s Name.   That is what the prophet Amos 
means when he says: 
 



 

 

They trample on the heads of the poor as on the dust of the ground, 
and deny justice to the oppressed. . . so as to desecrate My holy 
Name. 
 
Later on, when Jews were persecuted, and some even died rather 
than renounce their faith, their faithfulness to death came to be 
regarded as the ultimate ‘hallowing of the Name’, and they were 
called ‘kedoshim’, Holy Ones. 
 
So Jesus was the inheritor of at least five hundred years of this 
Jewish self-understanding, and this is the background against 
which I suggest we should understand Hallowed be your Name. 
 
Jesus said:  Let your light so shine before men, that they may see 
your good works and glorify your Father in heaven, (Matt. 5:16), 
 
This is our first and most important task as Christians.  We may 
speak and preach all we like, but we may as well save ourselves 
the trouble, if by our lives we do not hallow God’s Name.   If the 
Gospel cannot transform and heal our hearts, no one is going to 
believe us, and why should they?   We are called to be transformed, 
not just for our own sake, but for the world. 
 
That’s some challenge, really!   When we Christians are faithful to 
our mission, when we live and lead and inspire as Christians, then 
God’s Name is hallowed.   
 
That has never always been easy, and Jesus never promised it 
would be.   From the very beginning, those who followed him 
suffered persecution from time to time, and even death.   Christians 
refusing to deny their faith by offering incense to the Roman 
Emperor were thrown to be torn to pieces by wild beasts in the 
arena, to amuse the crowds.   Some cheered.   Others asked: Who 
is this god who is worth dying for? 
 
And so, in different ways, it has been down the centuries. 



 

 

In 1994, above Westminster Abbey's Great West Door, were placed 
ten statues to martyrs of our own time - Christians who gave up 

their lives for their Christian faith and principles. 
 
The martyrs are drawn from every continent and many Christian 
denominations and represent all who have been oppressed or 
persecuted for their faith.    Among them are victims of Nazism, 
communism and religious prejudice in the 20th century.   They 
include civil rights leader Dr Martin Luther King, Jr and St Oscar 
Romero, Archbishop in El Salvador, both of whom were 
assassinated; and Dietrich Bonhoeffer, killed by the Nazis in 1945.   
Among them, and less well-known perhaps, is Maximilian Kolbe. 
 
Raymund Kolbe was born on January 8, 1894, in the Kingdom of Poland, 
 
Much of his life was strongly influenced by a vision he had of the Virgin 
Mary when he was 12. 
 
That night I asked the Mother of God what was to become of me. Then she 
came to me holding two crowns, one white, the other red. She asked me if I 
was willing to accept either of these crowns. The white one meant that I 
should persevere in purity, and the red that I should become a martyr. I 
said that I would accept them both. 
 
One year after his vision, Kolbe and his elder brother, Francis joined the 
Conventual Franciscans.   In 1910, Kolbe was given the religious name 
Maximilian. 
 



 

 

After a highly successful academic career, he became an equally 
successful religious publisher, and then went on to found monasteries in 
India and Japan 
 
In 1936, Kolbe's poor health forced him to return home to Poland.   When 
the Germans invaded, Kolbe refused to sign a document that would 
recognize him as a German citizen with his German ancestry, and 
continued to work in his monastery, providing shelter for refugees - 
including hiding 2,000 Jews from German persecution. 
 
On February 17, 1941, Kolbe was arrested by the German Gestapo. Three 
months later, he was transferred to Auschwitz. 

 
Never abandoning his priesthood, 
Kolbe was the victim of severe 
violence and harassment.   Toward 
the end of his second month in 
Auschwitz, men were chosen to face 
death by starvation to warn against 
escapes.   When Kolbe heard one of 
them cry out in agony over the fate of 
his family, he said:  I am a Catholic 
priest from Poland; I would like to 
take his place, because he has a wife 
and children.  The switch was 
permitted.   During the last days of his 
life Kolbe led prayers with the 
prisoners and remained calm.    He 
was the last of the group to remain 

alive, after two weeks of dehydration and starvation.   Finally the guards 
could wait no longer, and gave him a lethal injection of phenol.   
Maximilian Kolbe died on August 14 1941.   Pope John Paul II canonised 
him as a martyr on 10th October 1982. 
 
The man whose life he saved, Francisczek Gajowniczek, survived 
Auschwitz and further imprisonment in Sachsenhausen.   He declared so 
long as I have breath in my lungs, I shall consider it my duty to tell people 
about the heroic act of love by Maximilian Kolbe, and died in 1995 at the 
age of 93. 



 

 

 
The heroic witness of some martyrs is known world-wide.    However, I 
have just now been shocked to discover that at this very time some 300 
million of our sister and brother Christians are suffering persecution, that 
is, one out of seven of us, and in some 147 countries.   
(Sources:  www.churchinneed.org,www.opendoorsuk.org.   The Open 
Doors Prayer Diary is helpfully informative.) 
 
So I invite us to give thanks for the freedom we enjoy to worship freely, 
and consider carefully the deeper meanings for each of us of praying 
‘hallowed be your Name’; 
 
to honour those, known to us and unknown, who have borne costly witness 
to their faith in Christ; 
 
and to seek God’s support and comfort for sisters and brothers now 
suffering for the faith we share with them. 
 
Lord, we cry to you to support and comfort those who have been torn from 
their homes and families, and imprisoned because of their faith in you.   
Give them strength to hold to you, and their belief in your goodness when 
they are tortured, deprived of light and sleep, or in any other way 
tormented.    Help them to know that they are not forgotten and that 
Christians throughout the world pray to you on their behalf.    Give them 
the deep, hidden support of your Spirit to enable them not to let go of you, 
and the realisation that you do truly love and care for them.  
 
We pray also for those whose friends and loved ones have been taken 
away from them, often in the night, and do not know what has happened to 
them. 
 
Help and support them in their anxious time of suffering and waiting.   We 
ask this for the sake of our Saviour who suffered on a cross,  and for the 
sake of his Mother, who waited beside him in her Son’s agony.   Amen. 
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