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Text: Luke 14:25-33

Now large crowds were traveling with him; and he turned and said to them, “Whoever comes to me and does not
hate father and mother, wife and children, brothers and sisters, yes, and even life itself, cannot be my disciple.
Whoever does not carry the cross and follow me cannot be my disciple. For which of you, intending to build a tower,
does not first sit down and estimate the cost, to see whether he has enough to complete it? Otherwise, when he has
laid a foundation and is not able to finish, all who see it will begin to ridicule him, saying, ‘This fellow began to build
and was not able to finish.” Or what king, going out to wage war against another king, will not sit down first and
consider whether he is able with ten thousand to oppose the one who comes against him with twenty thousand? If
he cannot, then, while the other is still far away, he sends a delegation and asks for the terms of peace. So
therefore, none of you can become my disciple if you do not give up all your possessions.”

esus definitely has some difficult teachings, and

we’ve been hearing some of them lately. Two

weeks ago he talked about putting mercy over
tradition, and last week he talked about choosing
humility over honor. But that’s nothing compared to
this week. Today we hear him tell a crowd of people,
“Whoever comes to me and does not hate father
and mother, wife and children, brothers and sisters,
yes, and even life itself, cannot be my disciple.”

| don’t know about you, but my first thought
when | hear that is, “Well, | guess | won’t be a
disciple then.” Because | can’t imagine hating my
wife, my kids, my parents, my brother—not even for
Jesus. But is that really what he’s telling us to do? Is
he really saying we have to literally hate the people
we love the most in order to be his followers? The
short answer is no. But like most things Jesus says,
it's complicated.

Some people think this is simply a problem of
translation—that the word for hate that Luke uses
actually means something more like “turns from.”
Which does soften the reading a bit. But it still
sounds like Jesus is telling us to turn our backs on
our loved ones, which is pretty hard to square with a
lot of his other teachings that emphasize how
important it is to love people. So, I'm not sure we
can translate our way out of this one. | think we
have to dig a little deeper.

One way of interpreting this passage that | think
is pretty helpful comes from a theologian named
Stanley Hauerwas, who pointed out that we, as
Christians, don’t like to think of ourselves as violent.
We like to think of ourselves as peace-loving—with
one exception. When it comes to protecting our
families, that’s where most of us draw the line. Most
of us would absolutely use violence to stop someone
from hurting a family member and feel completely
right in doing so.

Love, then, creates the circumstance in which
violence is justified. And what Jesus’ teaching does,
according to Hauerwas, is prevent that circumstance
from occurring in the first place by erasing the
distinction between family and non-family, insider
and outsider, us and them. If we stop thinking in
those terms, if we move beyond those categories, if
we no longer love the people in this group but not
the people in that group, then our justification for
violence goes away, and the only thing left to do is
to love everyone the same.

But man is that hard to do.

| know I’'m a pastor and all, but | don’t know if |
can love indiscriminately like that. | don’t know if |
have it in me to love a stranger the same as my
family—especially if that stranger is hurting a
member of my family. | mean, if someone was
hurting one of my daughters, | don’t know if | could
say to myself, “This is a human being, as worthy of



love as any other human being, including my own
child.” And then act out of compassion rather than
anger and try to find a peaceful solution rather than
punch them in the face. Maybe that’s one of those
things you can’t know until you’re in that situation.

But we need to think about it before we sign up
to be disciples. We need to understand that this is
what’s being asked of us—a love that doesn’t
distinguish between these people and those
people—and decide if we have that kind of love in us
before we start down this path. It’s like someone
building a tower or waging a war, Jesus says. They
need to make sure they have enough supplies or
enough soldiers to get the job done before they
begin. Otherwise, they’ll run out half-way through
and find themselves in place they don’t want to be.

| think what it comes down to for me is that |
don’t want to stop loving the way | always have and
start loving the way Jesus wants me to. | don’t want
to stop loving my family above all and start loving all
as if they were my family. It seems risky. It seems
like giving up control. Even though | get it. | get that
removing all the boundaries we place around our
love is the only way the world is ever going to
change. It’s the only way we’re ever going to be free
from violence. It’s the only way we’re ever going to
have real peace.

It’s just so hard to let go.

So, | guess | have some work to do before | can
live the way Jesus is calling me to live. | guess | have
to work on trusting him more and believing in his
vision of what human life could be if we were just
willing to open our hearts, not just to some, but to
all. And maybe you have some work to do in that
area, too. Maybe all of us need to sit down and
estimate the cost of discipleship. And if we think we
can’t go where Jesus wants us to go, then we have
to ask ourselves why not. What are we afraid of?
What’s holding us back?

Hopefully what’ll come out of that process is the
sobering realization that, yes, being a disciple is
something that stretches us in ways that aren’t
always comfortable. But it’s also something that’s
totally worth it. Because it leads us into a new day
when words like “family” and “kin” no longer have

any meaning. Because everyone is seen as family,
and everyone is treated like kin.

If only there was a way for us to get a glimpse of
that new day. To inspire us. To motivate us. To
encourage us. Well, guess what. There is.

When we celebrate communion, as we will in
just a moment, we understand that the bread and
the cup are a foretaste of what God has in store for
us—a little sample of the heavenly feast that awaits.
And that’s comforting, but it also highlights a
tension. When we envision what’s to come, it
highlights the fact that it’s not here yet. We still live
in a world of violence and injustice, and most of the
time it seems like that’ll never change. But what we
find when we come to this table is not only a space
to consider the idea that the world could be
different, but a space in which it actually is. Because
when we eat the bread and drink the cup together,
Christ is here with us, and in his presence we
experience something of the world God intends for
us all.

That’s the hope | take away from this difficult
teaching. Yes, the cost of discipleship is high. Yes,
loving indiscriminately seems impossible. But Jesus
doesn’t ask us to do it alone. He gives us this
community, this meal, and his very self. And that’s
all we need to start moving, one act of love at a
time, toward the kingdom he proclaimed. So may we
take up this challenge together. May we be honest
about the cost. And may we discover the joy of
walking this road together, with Christ at our side,
leading us into a love big enough to include us all.

Let’s close with a prayer:

Lord Jesus, your words challenge us, and
sometimes they unsettle us. You call us to a love
without limits—a love that risks, a love that sees
no one as an outsider. We confess that it feels
beyond us. Yet we believe you do not leave us to
do this work alone. You walk beside us, you give us
one another, and you feed us at your table with
grace enough for the journey. So strengthen our
faith, widen our hearts, and guide our steps in
your way of peace. For we pray in your holy name.
Amen.



