
Sometimes I Also Wish to Go Away 
Luke 14:25-33; Jeremiah 18:1-11 

 
Jeremiah 18:1-11  
 
1The word that came to Jeremiah from the LORD: 2“Come, go down to the 
potter’s house, and there I will let you hear my words.”  
 
3So I went down to the potter’s house, and there he was working at his 
wheel. 4The vessel he was making of clay was spoiled in the potter’s hand, 
and he reworked it into another vessel, as seemed good to him.  
 
5Then the word of the LORD came to me: 6Can I not do with you, O house of 
Israel, just as this potter has done? says the LORD. Just like the clay in the 
potter’s hand, so are you in my hand, O house of Israel. 7At one moment I 
may declare concerning a nation or a kingdom, that I will pluck up and break 
down and destroy it, 8but if that nation, concerning which I have spoken, 
turns from its evil, I will change my mind about the disaster that I intended 
to bring on it.  
 
9And at another moment I may declare concerning a nation or a kingdom 
that I will build and plant it, 10but if it does evil in my sight, not listening to 
my voice, then I will change my mind about the good that I had intended to 
do to it.  
 
11Now, therefore, say to the people of Judah and the inhabitants of 
Jerusalem: Thus says the LORD: Look, I am a potter shaping evil against you 
and devising a plan against you. Turn now, all of you from your evil way, 
and amend your ways and your doings. 
 
Luke 14:25-33  
 
25Now large crowds were traveling with Jesus; and he turned and said to 
them, 26“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.  
 
27“Whoever does not carry the cross and follow me cannot be my disciple.  
  



28“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? 29Otherwise, 
when he has laid a foundation and is not able to finish, all who see it will 
begin to ridicule him, 30saying, ‘This fellow began to build and was not able 
to finish.’  
 
31“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? 32If he cannot, then, 
while the other is still far away, he sends a delegation and asks for the terms 
of peace.  
 
33“So therefore, none of you can become my disciple if you do not give up 
all your possessions.”  
 

The Sermon 
 
You could look around the circle at the eyes of each of us as we took in the 
words that Jesus had just said, and you could see how different ones of us 
reacted:  
 
 anger;  
  confusion;  
   disbelief that he had really just said what we’d heard him say;  
    sadness at the idea of what he was asking;  
     doubt that we could live up to the incredible demands, 
      or bear the cost of discipleship.  
 
And then there were some, like me, whose reaction included all of those 
emotions, plus one—well, two:  
 
The fact that sometimes, I’m not sure what I have signed on for, and I find 
myself mystified by the profound truth and beauty that seem to be just 
beyond the touch of my fingertips when I reach all the way out;  
 
And the fact that sometimes, it’s not mystifying at all, and the knowledge of 
what I have signed on for is absolutely clear.  
 
And that’s when I am confronted by the aching, midnight question of 
whether this way—the way of discipleship, of Christianity, of following this 



man wherever he leads, is really, in my heart of hearts, what I most want for 
my life.  
 
Because I’ve got some other things going on, and some relationships—and 
so do you—that are good, and noble, and worthy of our time and attention; 
things that are representative of the deepest love that a human heart is 
capable of knowing and sharing.  
 
And when Jesus says what he just said, I am not sure that I would trust 
anybody who could easily, readily, and without hesitation say, “Yeah, that’s 
me.”  
 
You may have heard from someone else—not Luke, but John—about the 
time when we were in Capernaum, and the synagogue authorities were 
disputing among themselves about what Jesus had been saying, and they 
were asking each other, “How can this man give us his flesh to eat?”  
 
So Jesus said to them, “Unless you eat the flesh of the Son of Man and drink 
his blood, you have no life in you… This is the bread that came down from 
heaven, not like that which your ancestors ate, and they died. But the one 
who eats this bread will live forever.”  
 
And even we disciples—I mean, we were Jews, too; those were our 
ancestors he was talking about—even we said, “This teaching is difficult; 
who can accept it?”   
 
And he said, “Does this offend you? 
 
He said, “Then what if you were to see the Son of Man ascending to where 
he was before? It is the spirit that gives life; the flesh is useless…”  
 
So now, we had heard what a literalist would describe as a call to 
cannibalism;  
 
we’d heard things that any realist would reject, since he was talking about 
people consuming him;  
 
and now we’d heard this word that stretched some distance past credulity, 
which seemed to be about watching him levitate all the way up into the 
stratosphere.  



 
And because of all this, you may have heard from John, “many of his 
disciples turned back and no longer went about with him.”  
 
And then Jesus turned to the twelve disciples who were the inner circle—the 
ones who had left everything to follow this man wherever he led—left their 
homes and their families and their familiar neighborhoods and their jobs and 
their security.  
 
And he asked them: “Do you also wish to go away?”  
 
Today, though, we’re hearing from Luke, and Luke was describing a point 
well into Jesus’ ministry, when large crowds had started to travel with us.  
 
These were not the crowds that had left everything behind—homes and 
families and jobs and security and familiar neighborhoods.  
 
But they were people who meant to be part of something good, something 
Godly. They were attracted by the covered dish dinners and the programs for 
their kids and the mission projects that gave them a chance to give 
something back—good things.  
 
The amusing anecdotes in preaching; the glorious, spiritual music; the potty 
training classes and the group outings and the general sense of having a 
place and a circumstance wherein good people could do good things in and 
for God’s good world.  
 
People, in other words, more or less like you and me.  
 
And, these who were now enthusiastically coming out to walk with Jesus 
and the disciples were also something else: as Fred Craddock and others 
have noted, they were people who, in their enthusiastically following Jesus, 
“seem totally unaware that he is going to Jerusalem and to the cross.”i 
 
They didn’t have to give up anything; all they had to do was kind of walk 
along. And that was actually pretty good already, because they had their 
Fitbits and they could track their heart rate and make sure they got in their 
10,000 steps a day. So it was fun, and convenient, and good for your 
health—these are all good things.  
 



And when it was time to do other good things—get the kids to school; look 
after house payments; check on Mom and Dad—good things—they could 
simply peel off and step away from the crowd for a while, take care of their 
real life business, and then come back and rejoin the traveling circus 
whenever it made sense in their real lives to do so.  
 
And that’s just about the time that Jesus stopped and 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.”  
 
It was arguably the worst church growth strategy in history.  
 
But oh, was it good evangelism.  
 
So let’s be clear about a couple things:  
 
The Greek word used here for “hate” is the opposite of the “άγάπη” word 
used for “love.” As Luke Timothy Johnson has written, those words are 
about “modes of action, not emotions. The point is not how one feels toward 
parents and family but one’s effective attitude when it comes to a choice for 
the kingdom.”ii 
 
Craddock pointed out that “to hate is a Semitic expression meaning to turn 
away from, to detach oneself from. There is nothing of that emotion we 
experience in the expression, ‘I hate you’…And to hate one’s own life is not 
a call for self-loathing;” it’s just that “in the network of many loyalties in 
which all of us live, the claim of Christ and the gospel not only takes 
precedence but, in fact, redefines the others.”iii 
 
Will Willimon has said, “The choice that Jesus sets before the multitudes is 
not a choice between good and bad but rather a conflict between one good 
value and another. Following Jesus involves a conflict with some of our 
cherished values”—you might say some of our worthiest, noblest, highest, 
most important values. 
 
Shirley Guthrie wrote about the “family-threatening holiness of Jesus and 
his followers,” saying, it’s not that the Christian faith is against family life as 



such; but that “God and God’s kingdom call into question all other 
attachments and loyalties.”iv 
 
So, just as what Jesus had said was not really a call to cannibalism, or  
continually eating his own flesh, or getting ready to watch him levitate up to 
the moon, his words here weren’t exactly what they may seem, either. 
 
And if all of this sounds just a bit desperate, imagine those of us gathered 
around Jesus who just heard him say what he said. It had nothing to do with 
telling you to “hate” the people who are most precious to you or your own 
life the way English-speaking Americans would use that word, “hate.”  
 
But it was hard enough to hear it for what he was actually saying.  
 
Twenty years ago, the poet Tony Hoagland wrote a reminiscence of summer 
evenings:  
 

Sometimes I wish I were still out  
on the back porch, drinking jet fuel  
with the boys, getting louder and louder  
as the empty cans drop out of our paws  
like booster rockets falling back to Earth 
 
and we soar up into the summer stars.  
Summer. The big sky river rushes overhead,  
bearing asteroids and mist, blind fish  
and old space suits with skeletons inside.  
On Earth, men celebrate their hairiness, 
 
and it is good, a way of letting life  
out of the box, uncapping the bottle  
to let the effervescence gush  
through the narrow, usually constricted neck. 
 
And now the crickets plug in their appliances  
in unison, and then the fireflies flash  
dots and dashes in the grass, like punctuation  
for the labyrinthine, untrue tales […] 
someone is telling in the dark, though 
 



no one really hears. We gaze into the night  
as if remembering the bright unbroken planet  
we once came from,  
to which we will never  
be permitted to return.  
We are amazed how hurt we are.  
We would give anything for what we have.v  

 
We would give anything for what we have: our friends, our families, our 
homes and our back porches and our memories of a place to be, and a cold 
beverage, and a starlit night to sit there in the comforting, wondrous dark, 
and dream.  
 
And Jesus reminded us, by what he said, that all of that wonderful stuff did 
not create you; does not, by itself, sustain you—that’s the Holy Spirit 
working—and cannot redeem you.  
 
We can’t imagine anything better than what we know because we have 
nothing to compare it to— 
 
which I believe has everything to do with why God had to come to us in 
human form before we could even have a clue— 
 
but picture the things that you value most in the world. And now just 
imagine if there was something even better than the security of having those 
things in your life.  
 
I know we can’t imagine anything more wonderful than the best of our 
memories and the most beautiful of our dreams—but what if you could?   
 
Human beings know nothing deeper than the love between a loving parent 
and a child, or a trusting child and their faithful parent; or siblings, or 
devoted spouses, and in some cases the love of a pet owner for a beloved 
pet. But what if you could imagine a love even deeper than the most 
powerful, vulnerable love you have ever felt for someone?  
 
We can’t imagine anything more (literally) awesome than the unfathomably 
vast field of stars in the night sky, but what if you could?  
 



And what if it were not just your imagination, but it had actually revealed 
itself to you? 
 
Wouldn’t you want to live a life of gratitude and appreciation for the 
breathtaking beauty that you had encountered?  
 
Wouldn’t you want to share it with everybody you know?  
 
And wouldn’t that necessarily have an effect on everyone around you, and 
on what you did with your resources, and how generously and even 
extravagantly you would love and forgive and support and show tangible 
compassion for everyone from your closest relative to your most egregious 
enemy?  
 
Jesus made sure those who thought they could embrace that life understood 
that it is not a half-measure to be attended to occasionally or half-heartedly.  
 
Kenda Creasy Dean wrote an analysis of a wide-ranging study that was done 
almost a decade ago about young people and their relationship to church. 
She wrote, “Churches seem to have offered teenagers a kind of ‘diner 
theology’: a bargain religion, cheap but satisfying, whose gods require little 
in the way of fidelity or sacrifice. Never mind that centuries of Christians 
have read Jesus’ call to lay down one’s life for others as the signature feature 
of Christian love (John 15:13), or that God’s self-giving enables us to share 
the grace of Christ when ours is pitifully insufficient.  
 
“Diner theology is much easier to digest than all this… So who can blame 
churches, really, for earnestly ladling this stew into teenagers, filling them 
with an agreeable porridge about the importance of being nice, feeling good 
about yourself, and saving God for emergencies?”vi 
 
Leonard Cohen, the Jewish Canadian poet who spent most of the 1990s also 
becoming greatly accomplished, if that’s the word, as a Buddhist monk, told 
an interviewer some years ago:  
 
“If you deal with this material you can’t put God on. I thought I could spread 
light and I could enlighten my world and those around me and I could take 
the Bodhisattva path which is the path of service, of help to others. I thought 
I could, but I was unable to. This is a landscape in which [people] far 
stronger than you, far braver, nobler, kinder, more generous, [people] of 



extremely high achievements have burnt to a crisp on this road. Once you 
start dealing with sacred material, you’re gonna get creamed.”vii 
 
These great crowds, who thought they had become disciples, were finding 
out that they couldn’t just look like they were following Jesus, while they 
kept on clinging to the things that made their lives easy and comfortable. 
 
You are probably not a perfect disciple. I am definitely not.  
 
It is acceptable for disciples to struggle with the demands of discipleship. I 
daresay there are times in every Christian’s life when we just want to walk 
away.  
 
It’s not in spite of that, but because of it, that you are welcome at this table,  
 
and in this community of tainted saints,  
 
where God is already at work on the potter’s wheel, re-fashioning us into 
something better than we think we can be.  
 
Sometimes when Jesus asks, “Do you also wish to go away?” I say no right 
away—of course—but in my heart of hearts, sometimes I wonder.  
 
Let us rejoice and be glad that God will never walk away from us.  
 
Keith Grogg 
Montreat Presbyterian Church 
Montreat, NC  
September 4, 2016 
                                                 
i Fred B. Craddock, Luke (Interpretation, A Bible Commentary for Teaching 
and Preaching). Louisville, KY: John Knox Press, 1990; p. 181.  
ii Luke Timothy Johnson, The Gospel of Luke. Collegeville, MN: Liturgical 
Press, 1991; pp. 229-230.  
iii Craddock, op. cit. pp. 181-182.  
iv Shirley Guthrie, Christian Doctrine (Revised Edition). Louisville: 
Westminster/John Knox Press, 1994; p. 344.  
v Tony Hoagland, “Jet,” in Hoagland, Donkey Gospel. St. Paul, MN: 
Graywolf Press, 1997.  



                                                                                                                                                 
vi Kenda Creasy Dean, Almost Christian. New York: Oxford University 
Press, 2010.   
vii Leonard Cohen, interview with L.A. Style,1988  
 


