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Luke 9: 51-62 
51When the days drew near for him to be taken up, he set his face to go 

to Jerusalem. 52And he sent messengers ahead of him. On their way they 
entered the village of the Samaritans to make ready for him; 53but they did 
not receive him, because his face was set toward Jerusalem. 54When his 
disciples James and John saw it, they said, “Lord, do you want us to 
command fire to come down from heaven and consume them?” 55But he 
turned and rebuked them. 56Then they went on to another village. 
 57As they were going along the road, someone said to him, “I will follow 
you wherever you go.” 58And Jesus said to him, “Foxes have holes, and birds 
of the air have nests; but the Son of Man has nowhere to lay his head.” 59To 
another he said, “Follow me.” But he said, “Lord, first let me go and bury my 
father.” 60But Jesus said to him, “Let the dead bury their own dead; but as for 
you, go and proclaim the Kingdom of God.” 61Another said, “I will follow you, 
Lord; but let me first say farewell to those at my home.” 62Jesus said to him, 
“No one who puts a hand to the plow and looks back is fit for the Kingdom of 
God.” 
 
 There are entire libraries worth of books to be written about all the 

“Things They Don’t Teach You in Seminary.” Last week, as many of you know 

from Facebook, I added to that list of things when I realized that a mama 

duck had flown into our inner courtyard here at the church, made her nest 

and hatched eleven ducklings into an incredibly beautiful and safe space … 

minus the fact that there’s no water source in there! They don’t teach you 

seminary, how to deal with angry mama ducks … or how to get 12 ducks to 

walk into your building so that they can exit, properly, through the front 

doors! They don’t teach you how to integrate the revving of Harley motors by 

the deceased person’s bike gang into a funeral service or what to do when the 

ringbearer in the wedding is actually a ferret and isn’t too keen on giving up 

the rings. No, they don’t teach you those things in seminary, but one of the 



 

things I did learn in seminary was that no number of excuses, no matter how 

great they are, will make God’s call to follow Christ go away.   

 While it was something we talked about in classes, I learned it best 

from a friend of ours who lived in the apartment just around the corner from 

us. Judy. Judy was in her mid-60s when we started seminary together.  She 

had figured out that by the time she finished seminary, was commissioned as 

a pastor and then finally ordained as a clergywoman, she would have 

approximately three years to serve before the mandatory retirement age of 

72.   

 Judy was clear. She had heard God’s call to pastoral ministry when she 

was very young. But she also had a list of reasons for why she couldn’t listen 

to and follow the call. Women weren’t even ordained in the church when she 

first heard her call to ministry. People told her she must have misheard. She 

became a pastor’s wife and thought maybe that would be sufficient … but she 

kept feeling the call herself. By that point, women could be ordained, but no 

one, not even she and her husband, could even imagine what it would look 

like to be a clergy couple in a system where pastors move around from church 

to church, so clearly she wasn’t supposed to be a pastor because he already 

was. By the time we got to seminary in the early 2000’s she said something 

along the lines of, “the people who told me I couldn’t be a pastor are gone, my 

husband has died, the lease to my apartment was coming to an end, women 

are pastors all over the place now, I had already been through seminary once 

for my husband’s degree and I realized I had run out of excuses and better 

get myself into seminary before it was too late!”   

 Judy was a dear friend and one of those women who was a continual 

inspiration and reminder of how far the church had come and how hard 

others had worked for younger women, like me, to be able to go to seminary 



 

and follow our calls into ministry. And, she’s also someone I think of often 

whenever I read today’s lectionary text.   

 Jesus is on his way to Jerusalem, his journey through Galilee complete.  

The tone is somber and he’s already started to warn the disciples that he’s 

going to be betrayed and put to death. If Jesus had gone to business school 

and majored in marketing, it’s likely he would have flunked out in the first 

semester because he is a rotten salesman! In the reading from Luke’s gospel 

we find that Jesus doesn’t wrap up this life of discipleship in slick packaging.  

Instead of minimizing the cost to attract more customers, he appears to 

emphasize the hard stuff that’s usually in the fine print. He seems to take the 

idea of “truth in advertising” to an extreme! 

 The challenge of this week’s scripture is this: if we want a way of life 

that’s soft and cuddly and kitten videos and lounging around on the beach … 

then Jesus’ way isn’t it. If we want a God who will respect our priorities, 

honor our social, cultural and economic boundaries, and keep our lives neat 

and orderly … then Jesus is probably not the Son of God we should follow. If 

we want a spirituality that’s comfortable rather than transformative … we 

might want to consider walking away now.   

 Because this is a really tough text about discipleship: first, a group of 

Samaritans refuse to welcome Jesus into their village. When James and John 

hear the news, they offer to burn the offending village to the ground. Seems 

legit!  Jesus tells them that if they’re going to be his disciples, they’ll have 

to give up their desire for acceptance by others, and their desire for revenge 

… oh yeah, and their anger … including the self-righteous variety.   

 Jesus continues his journey and a person yells out to him, “I’ll follow 

you wherever you go!” You’d think this would be welcome news, but Jesus 

wants to make sure that they know exactly what they are getting themselves 

into and he says, “foxes have holes, and birds of the air have nests; but the 



 

Son of Man has nowhere to lay his head.” In other words, if you want to 

follow me, you’ll have to give up the comfort of a verbal affirmation that 

doesn’t go any further than words. And, you’ll have to give up the comfort of 

the physical trappings of the world.   

 The third interaction begins with Jesus calling out, “Follow me.” The 

first person responds, “Lord, first let me go and bury my father.” Another 

replies, “I will follow you, but let me say farewell to those at home.” Jesus’ 

words seem really, really harsh, “let the dead bury their own dead” and “no 

one who puts a hand to the plow and looks back is fit for the kingdom of God.”  

Ouch! In essence, he’s saying this call to discipleship is more important than 

social convention, than human traditions, than home life, and familial 

relationships, and work, and certainty, and ease.   

 These are difficult words to hear because these would-be disciples seem 

to be making legitimate requests. They are asking for time for really good 

things. And that’s why it makes us so uneasy to read this passage. Because 

what I’ve found is that this life of following Jesus rarely asks us to choose 

between pure good and pure evil. More often than not; actually, just about 

every single day, the real call is to choose between what is good and what is 

good. Family, friendships, knowledge, stability, home, acceptance, control, 

comfort, meaningful work, strong morals, service to others, happiness and 

peace … the pursuit of all these things is good.   

 I believe this is exactly the point. There is so much that is good … the 

list is endless. Which means the efforts to obtain it all can also be endless.  

Which means the excuses we humans could come up with to postpone our 

discipleship are … also … endless.   

 Not too long ago I was talking with a mom in my office and her 

daughter was playing with some of the toys in my office and then she started 

to wander around and pick up all of the things that she thought were 



 

“beautiful.” Some prayer beads, a couple of heart shaped rocks, my singing 

bowl, a rubber duck, a pillow covered in bright sequins, a pink highlighter.  

Her mom asked her if she wanted some of the apple slices they had brought.  

The little girl said, “yes” and came running to get them, but her hands were 

so full of the all the pretty things she had picked up that she didn’t have room 

in her hands for the apple slices.   

 I think this must be what we look like to God. Filling our lives … with 

good things … but sometimes, with so many good things that we don’t even 

have room for the sustenance we need to have life in abundance. This text is 

all about the call in our lives to follow Jesus and I believe it tells us that we 

need to come to this calling with open hands. With open hands … open minds 

… open hearts … open lives … so that first and foremost we have room to 

follow Jesus, to receive God’s grace, and to share Christ’s love. I suspect what 

we will find is that if we come with open hands and we put the most 

important stuff in first … there will still be plenty of room for all the other 

good things to fit right in. May it be so, in your life and in mine. Amen.   

  


