
 I once heard a story that was shared with me by another pastor.  
And while it’s been several years since I heard it and I promise I won’t get 
all of the details right, it went something like this.  A woman, whose son 
was in the confirmation program at church, approached the pastor to talk 
about the scheduling conflicts they were having between church and 
football practice.  So she explained to the pastor that middle school football 
would require a greater time commitment and that while she wanted her 
son to be involved in confirmation, all the extra church things were really 
putting them – her words – “between a rock and a hard place.”  The pastor 
nodded understandingly, but couldn’t help but notice that the scheduling 
problem from the mother’s perspective, was that the church was expecting 
too much.  Now, the pastor’s response, by their own admission, came 
without much of a chance to run it through the filter that holds things in 
check in our minds.  But they said, “Well, Jesus is the rock, so maybe you 
need to do something about your hard place.” 
 I know, I know, it can be a tough word to hear and I’m not sure if it 
would earn many high marks in the showing great pastoral care.  But I 
remember this story because there is a lot of truth to it.  A hard truth, but a 
truth nonetheless.  Because we all have to make choices in life, especially 
in our life of faith.  And some choices are hard.  So let’s warm up with a few 
easier ones today.  I’m going to offer up two choices, and yes, I know there 
are always more than two choices, but for this exercise, I’m asking that you 
raise your hand for the one that you choose.  Simple enough? 

+ Coke or Pepsi 
+ Vacation or Staycation 
+ Dogs or Cats 
+ Chocolate or Vanilla 
+ Big Party or Small Gathering 
+ Phone Call or Text 
+ The Movie or the Book 
+ Apple or Android 
+ Caribou or Starbucks 
+ Toilet paper over or under 
Now these are all really minor choices to make in the grand scheme of 

things.  But as we all know too well, life is also full of much more challenging 
decisions.  And perhaps one of the choices that we, in our brokenness, 
struggle with most, is the same one that Joshua poses to the people of 
Israel.  Who will you serve?  Who will you become a servant to?  Who will 
have your heart and your commitment?  Who will you live your life for?  Will 
you serve God or will you serve the ways of the world?   

Because make no doubt about it, we will serve someone or 
something.  I know we talk a lot in our culture about freedom and it feels 
like being a servant is the opposite of that, but I assure you, we are all 

servants to something.  It’s in our nature.  So the question isn’t whether we 
will be servants, but accepting that we will be servants of someone or 
something, whom will we serve? 

We began John, chapter 6 four weeks ago with the feeding of the 
5,000.  The crowds were massive, the disciples and Jesus swarmed by the 
people who wanted to be near to Jesus.  And with each successive week, 
the crowd has gotten smaller and smaller and smaller.  With each week, 
those who take offense at Jesus grow larger and larger and larger.  With 
each week, the grumbling becomes louder and louder and louder.  Until 
today, when all that’s seemingly left from that great crowd is the 12 
disciples, maybe a handful of others.  But that’s it.  That’s all who remains 
with Jesus.  Which begs the question, what happened? 

Jesus asked them to choose.  He asked them to choose between 
God and the ways of the world.  Which seems like it should be so simple, 
except that Jesus has been saying all of these strange things about eating 
his body and drinking his blood.  He’s been talking about coming down from 
heaven to provide life and abundance, but not in the way that we often 
expect life or abundance to come.  It comes through following.  Through 
discipleship.  And discipleship means letting go of everything else.  It 
means choosing to serve the one who calls us to follow.  It means following 
the one who continually chooses us.  It means following a crucified God.  It 
means that we must die so that we may live.  It means believing with all our 
heart and soul, body and mind and strength that Jesus really will lead us 
into life.  Life far greater than the life we have right now or could possibly 
imagine.  It means believing there could possibly be something more, 
something greater than this.  It means letting go of some things we love 
and are servants to.  And that’s a really tough choice to make. 

I think about all the things I am a servant to, some by choice and 
some because I am completely tied up in the ways the world operates.  
Could I give it up?  Could I give it all up?  And I’m scared of what the answer 
might be.  Because I know what I should choose, but I don’t often do that.  
And so I’m grateful for passages like this one in John or our lesson in 
Joshua that remind me again and again that God continually comes to us 
and says, “Choose this day, whom you will serve.”  Because while dying to 
everything else seems terrifying (facts: it is), these words remind us that in 
Christ, there is life.  If only we trust his word enough to follow through death 
and into life. 

So my brothers and sisters in Christ, hear this:  The incarnate Christ 
has come into the world for your sake and for mine, as the bread of life, so 
that all God’s beloved creation may have life and have it abundantly.  You 
are chosen by God.  And we are invited daily to receive this incredible gift 
of grace and to hold it fast in our hearts.  For it is the promise of life. Now, 
let us choose this day whom we will serve this day.  Amen. 


