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A Sermon by Robert W. Prim 

16th Sunday after Pentecost; September 8th, 2013 

Luke 14:25-33 

“Gospel Hate” 

~~~~~~~~ 

Today, we talk of hate.  We talk of hate, but not in the way you 

might suspect.  Here’s an example of the kind of hate of which 

we are not talking. 

 

Not so long ago, we had a morning when everyone could sleep 

late. No one had to go to school and there were no meetings to 

attend; so, the Prims were going to let nature take her course.  

We had, however, a new alarm clock.  It is very nice; it has a 

good radio that picks up NPR clearly.  On this particular day, 

however, we did not have to set it; so, on the night before I 

turned it off. 

 

Or so I thought.  This alarm clock has this peculiar marking of 

off/on/automatic, and the lines don’t really line-up.  I 

accidentally moved the little knob from “wake to music” to 

“wake to alarm.”  And at 6:00 a.m. the alarm went off.  And this 

is no ordinary alarm.  I think the same company that makes the 

alarm for fire stations makes this alarm.  If I am ever having a 

heart attack and you need to jump start my heart, just place this 

alarm by my head.  And it went off on this wonderful day on 

which I  could sleep a little late.  I slapped it hard and muttered a 

few harsh words and went back to sleep. 

 

Seven minutes later ...this “alarm-to-wake-the-dead” went off 
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again.  I had hit the snooze button.  I started flipping switches 

until I finally turned the thing off, and as I put my head down on 

the pillow but not to sleep again that day, I said to God and my 

pillow –  “I hate that alarm!”  

 ~~~~~~~~ 

 This is not the kind of hate of which we speak today.   

 ~~~~~~~~ 

Today we are not even denouncing, though we would be right in 

doing so, the hatred of peoples toward one another –  like the 

hatred between some Jews and some Arabs, Sunni or Shia, 

Protestant and Catholic, between liberal and conservative in 

politics and in the Presbyterian church, between rebels in Syria 

and the Bashir Assad Government. To be sure our faith has 

something to say about such hatred, and I will get there after the 

sermon is over, but that is not our sermon for today.  Today we 

talk of a different kind of hate. 

 ~~~~~~~~ 

Jesus said, 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. 

 ~~~~~~~~ 

When Jesus used the term “hate” he was speaking in Semitic 

hyperbole.  Jesus was exaggerating to make a point.   

~~~~~~~~ 

I heard someone say that he thinks Nacoochee Presbyterian 

Church is the best church in the universe!  Not the best 

Presbyterian Church in Sautee or White County, not the best 

Protestant church in Georgia or the Southeast, not the best little 

church in the United States; rather, he said, Nacoochee 
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Presbyterian Church is the best church in the universe.  That’s 

pretty good.  And that’s hyperbole –  an exaggeration to make a 

point.   

 

(I know he was using hyperbole because he now attends another 

church!  He moved, but he did not move so far away that he 

couldn’t continue coming to “the best church in the universe.”)   

 

But when he spoke those hyperbolic words, he was making the 

point that, indeed, we are a blessed communion with gifts to 

spare and a high calling.   

 ~~~~~~~~ 

So, too, was Jesus exaggerating to make a point.  To hate as 

Jesus used the term here is not to be angry or hostile toward 

family or toward life. Jesus was not talking about despising 

mother and father.  Jesus was not talking about being angry at 

the members of our family.  He could not have meant this 

because such a use of the term “hate” would not square with 

Jesus’ way of being in the world. 

 

Remember Jesus was a man who blessed the children.  Jesus 

taught the disciples and us to pray and to think of God as a 

loving parent.  Jesus took tender care of his own mother as he 

hung from the cross.  To hate as Jesus uses the term here is not 

to be unloving or angry toward family or life –  that would be 

breaking at least one of the Ten Commandments –  the one 

about honoring father and mother.   

 

To hate as Jesus uses the term here means to put our loyalties in 
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order, to take with utmost seriousness our commitments to 

follow in the way and in the love of Jesus.  

 

You see, Jesus was on the way to Jerusalem.  Jesus was under 

the long-armed shadow of the cross.  Jesus was following the 

love of God to his utmost obedience –  a violent death.  And yet, 

crowds were clamoring to see him, to touch him, to be near him.  

Hordes of people were on tiptoes trying to catch a glimpse of the 

charismatic teacher.  Hundreds if not thousands were pressing to 

touch the hem of his garment in hopes of healing or just the rush 

of being close to a celebrity.  And Jesus seems to have had a 

sense of the shallowness of it all.  Too many of his followers 

were not counting the true cost of being a disciple.  Too many of 

his followers were in it for whatever benefit might come their 

way.  Too many of his followers were practicing an unreflective 

enthusiasm that would dissipate with the demands of 

discipleship.  So, Jesus used hyperbole to test the levels of 

commitments on the part of his breathless admirers. 

 ~~~~~~~~ 

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.   

 ~~~~~~~~ 

This is not a call to be indifferent or hostile to families or life; 

rather, it is a call to take Jesus seriously and to recognize that to 

love as he loves can be costly.  To love all people, to be open to 

all people, to work for justice because of Jesus’ love for all 

God’s children, to break down walls that divide people, to be 

nonviolent in a violent world, to offer ultimate allegiance to God 
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as opposed to the family or the state or even to the church –  all 

of this, Jesus seems to be saying, can have supreme costs.  To 

follow me, Jesus is saying, to love as I love, is to place your 

whole life in the hands of God, and you may end up broken, 

rejected, and buried. 

 ~~~~~~~~ 

At the National Cathedral in Washington, there are flags flying 

inside from all the states, and the flags represent significant 

people from each state.  There have been three from Georgia.  

One was for Martin Luther King, Jr.; one was for Woodrow 

Wilson, who began his law career in Georgia and married a 

woman from Rome, Georgia; and one was for Robert Alston, a 

member of the Georgia Legislature.  Robert Alston was 

absolutely incensed by the ugliness and corruption of the 

Georgia Legislature. 

 

One thing in particular offended Mr. Alston.  It was the custom 

in those days for wealthy and influential people to use state 

prisoners to work on their mansions or to build their commercial 

buildings or to farm their plantations.  All you had to do was to 

provide lunch.  You did not have to house these workers or pay 

them.  You were not obligated to provide insurance; you just had 

to give them lunch.  Many of the fine commercial buildings and 

many of the nice old homes in Atlanta were built on the backs of 

prisoners who were hauled out of prison and worked all day for 

the wage of lunch.  Robert Alston said, “This is worse than 

slavery.”  He spoke to his fellow legislators, but no one else 

seemed to be interested.   They were benefitting from the 

practice.   
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So, Robert Alston announced, “Tomorrow, I will introduce a bill 

into the legislature to make this practice against the law.  It is 

absolutely inhumane.”  The next morning he came in with his 

bill.  A fellow legislator from one of the nice families came over 

to Alston and said, “Mr. Alston, are you going to introduce your 

bill today?”  Alston replied, “Yes, I am.”  The man reached 

inside his coat, pulled out a derringer, and shot Robert Alston 

dead.   

 (The Cherry Log Sermons, by Fred Craddock, pages 81-82) 

 

We know now that Robert Alston was right; he was on the side 

of justice.  But being right and on the side of justice cost him his 

life.  His memory, however, is still with us and his good works 

on behalf of the least of God’s people still follow him. 

 ~~~~~~~~ 

To follow Jesus, to embody his love for the world, to work for 

his children no matter who or where they are, no matter whether 

they are from wealthy or poor families, no matter if they be 

white, black, brown, red, yellow, no matter if they be gay or 

straight, to work for all God’s family –  a family as large as 

humanity itself –  will take us beyond the comforts of home and 

possessions.  To love as Jesus loved and as Jesus calls us to love 

may be costly in terms of place and status in this world, but it 

will place us in the body of Christ as committed disciples of the 

One who makes us all brothers and sisters under God. 

 

 So, Jesus’ call to hate family and life is like an alarm that wakes 

the dead.  Thanks be to God.  Amen. 

~~~~~~~~ 
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P.S. Jesus’ call to put get our priorities straight has something to 

say to us about the issues that confront the world, especially in 

Syria.  I have been deeply conflicted in my thinking about the 

proper response of the United States of America to the use of 

chemical weapons by the Bashar Assad government.  A large 

part of me has been ready to say in my heart and with whatever 

votes I might have in the future that it is fine to drop the bombs 

because this world leader has crossed an important line.  This 

has been some of my thinking.   

 

But this week with my clergy friends and reading the pleas from 

other religious leaders has brought me to a new place.  Pope 

Francis, the Bishop of Canterbury, the Clerk of the Presbyterian 

Church, and other major religious leaders have pleaded with us 

– the United States and other countries – to work in non-violent 

ways to respond to the atrocities in Syria.   

     Last Sunday, Pope Francis spoke out in anguish for the 

victims of the chemical weapons attack in Syria. But he strongly 

opposed a Western military intervention saying, war begets war, 

violence begets violence. 

In a letter to Russian President Vladimir Putin and the leaders of 

the G-20 countries, the Pope asked them to lay aside the futile 

pursuit of a military solution and to speedily enact initiatives 

promoting peace through negotiations. 

 

The Archbishop of Canterbury in an argument that the “Just 

War” theory did not apply in the present situation in Syria 

quoted a general when he addressed the House of Lords this 
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week, saying – We have to learn there are intermediate steps 

between being in barracks and opening fire. 

 

The Clerk of our denomination along with many others said –  

Pray to the God of peace and justice that the Syrian people will 

see an end to violence so peace can take root and grow. 

Pray for Syrians to have life in abundance. 

Pray that the Syrian leaders and the leaders of our nation and 

world will choose dialogue and negotiation over warfare and 

more bloodshed. 

Pray that all eyes and hearts will be open to the knowledge that 

peace is indeed a precious gift, one that must protected. 

Pray that the desire for peace will be planted in our hearts and 

souls so that we not only desire it, but need it, crave it, and work 

to preserve it. 

~~~~~~~~ 
Maybe we need to do as Jesus called us to do, and to let go of one of our most cherished possessions – the idea that military might, power, and 

violence can solve the problems we face as human beings.  What would happen, say, if instead of using the money to send the bombs we used the 

money to send clean water, food, shelter to the millions of refugees camped in Jordan.  Maybe we would create enough good will for the United 

States to make for a lasting peace in the Middle East.  I do not know.  It seems like a naive idea.  Maybe the teachings of Jesus really do not apply 

to international politics?  Maybe we are not making a mess of things doing it our own way? 
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