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BORDER PEOPLE 
Pastor Jim Dunn 

 

Luke 14:25-35 

The Cost of Discipleship 

25 Now great crowds accompanied him, and he turned and said to them, 26 “If 

anyone comes to me and does not hate his own father and mother and wife and 

children and brothers and sisters, yes, and even his own life, he cannot be my disciple. 

27 Whoever does not bear his own cross and come after me cannot be my disciple. 

28 For which of you, desiring to build a tower, does not first sit down and count the 

cost, whether he has enough to complete it? 29 Otherwise, when he has laid a 

foundation and is not able to finish, all who see it begin to mock him, 30 saying, ‘This 

man began to build and was not able to finish.’ 31 Or what king, going out to 

encounter another king in war, will not sit down first and deliberate whether he is able 

with ten thousand to meet him who comes against him with twenty thousand? 32 And 

if not, while the other is yet a great way off, he sends a delegation and asks for terms 

of peace. 33 So therefore, any one of you who does not renounce all that he has 

cannot be my disciple. 

Salt Without Taste Is Worthless 

34 “Salt is good, but if salt has lost its taste, how shall its saltiness be restored? 35 It is of 

no use either for the soil or for the manure pile. It is thrown away. He who has ears to 

hear, let him hear.” 
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In the North Pacific Ocean, there is an odd border. That border lies between two 

islands, Big Diomede and Little Diomede, separated by just two miles of water. Big 

Diomede belongs to Russia. Little Diomede belongs to the US. Prior to 1948, Eskimo 

families lived on both islands and crisscrossed back and forth. They were border 

people; had relatives on both islands. But in 1948, the border between the two islands 

was suddenly closed. The Soviet military moved onto Big Diomede. That island’s 

Eskimos were forced to move to the Siberian mainland, thus separating them from their 

American relatives. In a recent interview with the BBC, one of the American Eskimos 

said, “The older generations of our family are dying out on either side of the border, 

and the thing is we know nothing about each other. We are losing our language. We 

speak English now, and they speak Russian.” The Eskimo people of this border region 

are border people. They’re of mixed blood. There’s a little Russian in them and maybe 

a little American, too. Still, they see themselves as one people. They see the border as 

an aggravation. “It shouldn't be like this,” one villager says, “we've been here for 

thousands of years, before the Americans came, before the Russians, before any 

governments and regulations separated us from our family.” 

 

We can appreciate their frustration. Family is important to us, too. I say this on a day 

when my youngest son is living in Japan. I cannot imagine how I would feel if suddenly 

the border between our two countries were closed, and I would not be able to hold 

him in my arms again. Family is important to us. We understand the love and loyalty 

that exist between people who are of the same blood.  

 

And so we are not sure we get it when Jesus says to us, “If anyone comes to Me and 

does not hate his own father and mother and wife and children and brothers and 

sisters, he cannot be My disciple.”  

 

We have been taught, and I have preached this myself, that Jesus means we can 

love our family. We just need to love Jesus more than we love our family.  
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Yes, but is that a way of trying to dance around the issue? There’s no way to get 

around that word hate. There’s no way to soften that word. Especially considering the 

other words around it. “Hate your life.” “Take up your cross.” “Count the cost.” 

“Renounce all that you have.” “Either you’re salt or you’re not.” These are radical 

requirements for faith. And merely loving Jesus more than family doesn’t match up 

with those other radical requirements. Jesus is saying that for us to be Christians, for us 

to be His followers, we must hate our family members and love only Him. Now, if Jesus 

is saying that if we vote for Him, then we must give up our homes and families, then we 

just don’t get it. But if Jesus is saying, “Come follow Me up this steep, icy, mountain 

pass. There are people up there who need rescuing. Leave your packs behind. The 

path is too steep to carry all that stuff. Send your last postcards home. This is a deadly 

route, and some of us won’t make it back home to our families.” Well, then His words 

begin to make sense. Jesus is not denying how important family is to us. He’s saying 

that the mission He’s called us to is an urgent one, and sometimes a deadly one, and 

therefore, everything, our possessions, our blood relationships, even one’s own life must 

be put at risk for the sake of bringing God’s shalom to people. 

 

It means being prepared to cross some borders. For Jews like Peter and Paul that 

would mean leaving home and going to Gentile lands. Mixing with Gentiles even if 

that violated their loyalty to their Jewish families. It meant eating with Gentiles, eating 

Gentile foods, speaking Gentile languages, wearing Gentile clothing. For these Jews, 

now mixing with Gentiles in order to bring them the Gospel probably meant that their 

Jewish children might marry Gentiles, mixing their blood, becoming border people. 

How would that go over with their Jewish families back home? How could Jews like 

Peter and Paul remain loyal to their Jewish fathers and mothers, yet follow Jesus? How 

could they remain loyal to and love their Jewish parents while still remaining loyal to 

Christ and the mission to the Gentiles He had given them.  

 

This may have been the point behind Jesus’ choice of illustrations. “Count the cost,” 

Jesus said, “before becoming a Christian.” Count the cost first. Make sure you’re up for 

it. One who builds a tower or goes to war must first count the cost. The Jews at that 

time were proud of the towers of their Jerusalem temple. Many of them were 

chomping at the bit to go to war with Rome.  
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There was a great national pride among the Jews at that time, centered upon their 

temple. Where Gentiles were not allowed to go. There was among them a great 

desire to remain separate from the Gentiles, to get those Roman Gentiles out of Israel. 

There was a great desire among the Jews to maintain the racial purity of their families. 

How could they hold onto that nationalism and still follow Jesus to take the Gospel to 

the Gentiles? They could not. For many, the cost of following Jesus was too high. The 

loyalty to their Jewish blood, to their blood kin was too great. They made their choice, 

and it would soon bring the Roman legions down on them, the destruction of their 

temple, and the end of their nation. 

 

What about our own loyalty to our white kin? What about our own loyalty to the blood 

of our white families. What about our loyalty to whiteness? Is it possible that our own 

desire for racial purity, our own nationalism, our own desire to stop the flow of brown 

people into our country, our own favoring of lighter skin over dark, our own sense of 

white supremacy, our treating of those who are darker as though they are children 

who don’t know any better, who need to be given our theology, our music, our art, 

our approaches to work, mercy, and justice, because they are inferior to us… isn’t it 

possible that this in effect closes the border between ourselves and those whom Christ 

would call to Himself through us? There is a tendency to not want to cross borders, but 

instead to look down on border people. Folks of mixed blood. Darker skin. Mulattoes. 

Mestizos. Folks of mixed language. Speaking Ghetto or Spanglish or Creole or a mixture 

of English and Eskimo.  

 

But the truth is we’re all border people. Our ancestors crossed one border after 

another. Our language is mixed. Every day we use Spanish words like patio, plaza, 

poncho, and Spanglish words like washateria. Our blood is mixed. We’re not Darwinists. 

We join every other human being under the sun in tracing our roots back to Adam and 

Eve. We are all border people who follow a border person. 
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Jesus was born in the heart of Jewish country just miles from Jerusalem. But He was 

raised in Galilee of the Gentiles, as it was already called back in the days of Isaiah 

(9:1). Galilee of the Gentiles where Jesus spent as much time with Gentiles like the 

Syro-Phoenician woman and the Gadarene Demoniac and the Samaritan woman as 

He did with Jews. But after all Jesus Himself was of mixed blood. The blood of Gentiles 

like Ruth, Tamar, and Rahab ran through His veins. Jesus was a border person who had 

already crossed a border when He took on the brown skin of a Middle Easterner. But 

that was nothing compared to the border He crossed when He God Himself took on 

human flesh and became mortal and took up His own cross and died so that our sins 

do not put a closed border between ourselves and God… for they are taken away. 

Jesus crossed a border, crossed over from death to life, so that already through faith in 

Him we have crossed over from death to life as Jesus says in John 5:24.  

 

We have eternal life. God holds us in His arms now and in the age to come. We are 

border people, having crossed over from death to life in Christ Jesus. And therefore we 

are enabled as Peter and Paul were, to cross some borders. To go towards folks darker 

than ourselves, not out of a disrespect for our families or for our heritage but out of a 

love for Christ. Going towards folks darker than ourselves… and eating together and 

speaking of Jesus together, and accepting their language and learning from them, 

and receiving what they have to teach us about music and art and work and mercy 

and justice. We are border people, crossed over from death to life, redeemed by the 

mixed blood of Jesus, so we are able to come alongside other border people for the 

sake of what is most important, Christ and the Gospel.  

 

Amen 

 


