
Sermon for 1.21.18 “Come, Get Behind Me” Faith Lutheran Church 

Text: Mark 1.14-20  

 It’s odd, isn’t it, how sometimes there is just this one little thing that rises up to us out of 

a reading, and becomes the thing we kind of fixate on.  For me, this week it’s that part where 

Jesus calls Peter and Andrew, and then James and John, to “Follow me”... at least that’s how the 

New Revised Standard Version, and a host of other translations, put it.  And we get the idea of 

“following” someone, we learned it when we first played “follow the leader,” and we’ve seen it a 

hundred times when the hero in a movie hops in a cab and cries out “follow that car!” 

 Following someone is about doing what they do, going where they go, being where they 

are.  But that one little thing that really broke into my mind this week and made me say, “aha, 

I’ve never thought of it like that” was a comment by scholar who pointed out that the actual 

Greek word translated as “Follow me” actually means something closer to “Get behind” me, or 

“come after” me. 

 I looked it up, and it’s true.  The same word translated as “follow me” here is used in the 

famous passage where Jesus tells Peter to “Get behind me, Satan!”  

 And for whatever reason, that was my epiphany here.  What might it mean to us if we 

understood Jesus to be calling us—perhaps, not only to follow him in the sense we understand 

it—but to get behind him?  To put ourselves not in front of him like Peter tried to do when he 

was telling Jesus off for saying he was going to go to Jerusalem and die—as though Peter was in 

charge of Jesus’ plan and agenda and life—but to place ourselves truly behind Jesus?  I think for 

many of us—myself included—that different perspective on “following” Jesus might have some 

major ramifications on how we live and the choices we make. 

 Jesus walks along the shore where the fishermen who have finished their long day are 

now sorting through their nets, cleaning out the bits of debris that get caught up, looking for 

tears, retying knots... And Jesus walks by and says to them, “get behind me”—which I’m 

thinking of right now as: get up, set your life aside, set your goals and dreams aside, and put me 

and my needs and my mission first.  And you know what, there’s no nice way to put it, when I 

think of myself in their place I’m thinking I would have just thought he was off his rocker.  If I 

had stopped to responded at all it would have been to wave bye-bye as he walked on past, and 

then I would have gotten back to work on my nets because tomorrow morning is coming on fast 

and if your nets aren’t set then you’re not catching... and if you’re not catching then you’re not 

feeding your family. 

 How amazing would it be for anyone to go after Jesus if they understood Jesus’ call to be 

“get behind me”?  By comparison, “follow me”—which is what I think I signed up for—seems 

much more attractive.  For some reason, following somebody seems to be more of an optional 

activity.  It seems like I’m still in the driver’s seat, like I can follow as closely or as loosely, or as 

slowly, or as infrequently as I choose to follow. To get behind Jesus—to put him and his needs 

before my own—seems hard and demanding... to get behind Jesus feels like a commitment.   

 Following Jesus sounds like a game we play and the winners get something out of it; 

getting behind Jesus sounds like hard work, supporting his cause, making my life line up with his 

needs, placing the time and energies of my life at his disposal whether there’s a reward in it for 

me or not. 

 I wonder if there was a difference—even in Jesus’ time—between those who “followed” 

him, and those who “got behind” him?  I bet there was.  I bet there were those who followed him 

to learn a little more about him, followed him down to that pretty spot by the river because they 

could bring a picnic lunch—or maybe he’d provide lunch again like did that one time—and then 

we can go wading in the stream after he moves on.  I bet there were those who followed him to 
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see if he might do something amazing for their entertainment, or to see if he might hand out a 

few miracles like Oprah giving toaster ovens to everybody in her audience.  I bet there were 

those who were happy to follow him when he said nice comfortable sounding things about 

loving each other, but chose not to follow him so much when he said tough things about paring 

down their possessions and sharing their wealth, and serving those in need. 

 But there were darned few who were willing to get behind him and stay behind him.  His 

closest “followers”—the Apostles—seemed ready to follow him a long, long way down the path, 

but O how hard it was for them to get behind him when danger loomed. Even those like Peter, 

who followed him from the very beginning, couldn’t bring themselves to stay behind him when 

the going got tough.  Peter fell asleep when Jesus most needed his full presence; when Jesus 

needed to know that he was behind him, Peter denied, three times, that he even knew this one 

he’d “followed” for three years.  And when the blood came—the thorns, and the whips, and nails 

and spears—Peter could follow no more; no longer was there any pretense that he was following 

Jesus... now he simply turned and fled like the rest of them. 

 I don’t know... maybe that’s what it is to be human.  Maybe it’s just the way we’re wired.  

Maybe no mortal can totally turn their life over to anyone else, or anyone else’s cause.  But I 

can’t help wondering what it would be like if we actually heard Jesus calling us not just to follow 

him, but to get behind him, to place all that we are and all that we have at his disposal, to back 

him and his mission with our every ounce of energy and integrity, to live as though we had truly 

died to ourselves and risen to live a new life in him. 

 And that’s exactly what Paul taught us of baptism.  He says “Do you not know that all of 

us who have been baptized into Christ Jesus were baptized into his death?  Therefore we have 

been buried with him by baptism into death, so that, just as Christ was raised from the dead by 

the glory of the Father, so we too might walk in newness of life . . .  But if we have died with 

Christ, we believe that we will also live with him.”  And again Paul says: “As many of you as 

were baptized into Christ have clothed yourselves with Christ.” 

 That’s how Paul envisions it.  When we sink beneath the waters of baptism we die to 

ourselves, and when we rise up to the surface again to draw in that first life-giving gasp of air we 

are coming alive not to return to our own self-serving ways, but to live in Christ, as Christ, and 

for Christ.  That’s the model: our life as baptized Christians is not just about the benefits we 

acquire... it’s about seeing ourselves within a whole new paradigm, seeing ourselves as no longer 

living to ourselves, no longer living to serve our own needs—no longer living to pick and choose 

when we’ll follow and how we’ll follow and how far we’ll follow—but living our lives fully 

“behind” Jesus. 

 And I don’t think this is at all at odds with the whole idea of living in God’s grace.  I 

don’t think this is at all legalistic or contrary to the idea that we can never work our way into 

God’s love, or do anything to press God’s hand to allow us into eternal life.  Of course we can’t 

do any of that.  I think this is simply the lifestyle in which we are best prepared to see the grace 

of God... because I think it is only when we immerse ourselves in dying to ourselves and living 

behind Christ that we begin to see the world, to love others, and capture a glimpse of the 

amazing depth and breadth and height and scope of God’s love ourselves. 

 This week I pray that we will ask ourselves if we are merely following God at our own 

pace, and as our own whim leads us, or if we have gotten behind Jesus.  And if we are merely 

following, I pray the Spirit of God will empower us to rise up and get behind him now, for the 

sake of our neighbors and our world, in the name of our dear Lord, who set his life aside for all.  

Amen.  


