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Living God, may your word be proclaimed and may we claim it with joy for our lives today. 

Continue to speak to us through my words or in spite of them. Amen. 

 

Luke 10:1-11,16-20 

 

I’ve heard it said that, too often, preachers are really preaching to themselves. Or, to put it 

another way, that sometimes our sermons are really just an invitation for you to eavesdrop on our 

own conversations with God. So in an attempt to be more self-aware, I will freely admit this may 

be one of those times. 

 

Just six days ago, a moving truck pulled up outside my house in Tennessee to load up everything 

I own and bring it up here. These past few weeks, I was drowning in boxes and packing tape as I 

worked franticly to get it all packed up in time. Such is the life of Methodist clergy in the 

summertime. 

 

I’m no stranger to moving. As the child of a Methodist pastor, I grew up in the itinerancy system, 

moving every three years – maybe four if we got lucky. The rhythm of moving is in my DNA. I 

know where to get the best boxes (we all know it’s the liquor store), I know how to find just the 

right-shaped item to fill in that missing piece of the puzzle in the box I’m working to fill up, and I 

know that you can never make too many trips to Goodwill when you’re moving. 

 

In our Gospel reading this morning, Jesus has a few things to say about packing. He’s just 

commissioned seventy-two of his followers and sent them out to cities across Judea to proclaim 

the Good News of the kin-dom of God. He gives them very clear instructions about how to go 

about this work – Jesus tells these first century circuit riders to be with the people wherever they 

are, to eat and drink what they do, to heal their sick, and to proclaim the Good News. And he 

tells them how to pack for the journey – or, to be more accurate, how not to pack. Jesus says, 

“Leave your wallet, your bag, and even your shoes behind. You don’t need it.” Really?? This 

seems a little extreme to me, even for Jesus. I mean, I really want to say to Jesus here, “You 

know, there is a difference between packing light and irresponsibly under-packing…” But, even 

though I think I know a few things about this topic, Jesus didn’t ask for my opinion.  

 

Recently, I had one of those transformative life-experiences that just so happened to teach me 

even more about packing. You see, this time last year, I was in northern Spain walking the 

Camino de Santiago. I spent eleven or so days trekking about 160 miles of this ancient 

pilgrimage route with some dear friends and clergy colleagues. We spent our days walking from 

town to town and we carried everything we needed on our backs. Going into the pilgrimage, I 

couldn’t imagine how I would possibly be able to pack for this two-week trip in a backpack that, 

ideally, would weigh less than 20 pounds when filled. And yet, one of the many things I 

discovered on that journey was just how little I really needed. Two outfits, some basic toiletries, a 

couple of pairs of shoes – plus a lot of sunscreen for my fair skin and my most treasured 

possession on the Camino…. noise-cancelling headphones for sleeping in snore-filled hostels 



 

 

along the way – that was about it! Anything else was just unnecessary weight I’d only want to 

offload after a few miles of walking. 

 

But Jesus doesn’t even give his disciples the option of a backpack – he says to leave it all 

behind! I like to tell myself that, if Jesus were hanging around my house right now – with its 

explosion of now-opened boxes and contents strewn about waiting for me to find their perfect 

home in this new place – he wouldn’t say I should have left everything behind…. I mean, yes, I 

have A LOT of stuff. Something I’m painfully aware of at the moment. But surely, Jesus would 

understand there are some things that are just practical to keep around – like dishes and 

clothes… and certainly my coffee maker! But then again, this is the guy who called his disciples 

to leave their livelihoods and even their families behind to follow him. This is the same guy who 

later told the rich young ruler he needed to sell all of his possessions if he wanted to inherit 

eternal life. But those stories might be a little much for me to hear right now… 

 

You know, as I read this morning’s gospel account again, I realized that Jesus didn’t actually 

send these first-century evangelists out with nothing.  

 

You see, Jesus told them to go forth carrying the Good News – he commissioned them to 

proclaim peace and tell all those they met that God’s kin-dom was bursting forth right then, right 

there.  

 

He told them to go forth carrying with them the power of the Holy Spirit, so that they could care 

for the physical needs of those they met by offering life-giving, life-transforming healing and 

restoration.  

 

Jesus told them to go forth carrying their own vulnerability, so that they were completely 

dependent on the hospitality of those they met for shelter, food, and drink – probably even 

clean clothes! They were sent forth to practice and create the very beloved community Christ 

was proclaiming. 

 

These past few weeks and months, as I was preparing to move, I became increasingly mindful 

about what I really needed to take with me. I’m still not ready to give up my coffee maker (and 

y’all don’t know me yet, but trust me, you don’t want me to do that either). Even still, these past 

few weeks, I did think long and hard about what all I put into the boxes those movers loaded up. 

I kept asking myself, “Do I really need that? Or is it just taking up space?” And, perhaps more 

importantly, I started thinking about what’s not in those boxes – what were the things I needed 

to carry with me as I traveled to this place, as I went forth to go where Christ was sending me, as 

I stepped into unknown lands and into a new community.  

 

So I warned you at the beginning that this was probably one of those “preaching to myself” 

moments – I am very aware that, while moving has been a focal point of my life recently, it’s not 

necessarily what yours is all about these days. You’re probably not moving to a new home or 

heading out on foot to be a traveling evangelist across Hoosier-land, but here’s the thing I love 

about reading the Bible: There’s always something in there that speaks to us in the here and 

now. That’s why we call it the Living Word. 

 



 

 

You see, I suspect all of us here today could benefit from some thinking about what we really 

need to take with us, particularly in this season of Meridian Street United Methodist Church. I 

know this appointment change is bigger than me – while I may be the one who moved 

churches, you all are experiencing your own transitions right now. Things have changed here. So, 

we get to decide together what that means for us – what we’re carrying with us and what we’re 

letting go of. I’ve got a lot to learn about you all and what church looks like here. But I think I can 

go ahead and say this: As we do this new thing together, I think we might need to curb our 

instincts to over-pack for the journey. 

 

What was it Jesus said? “Carry no wallet, no bag, and no sandals…” 

 

That first part is tough to hear – “Carry no wallet.” We really don’t like to talk about money in the 

church. But Jesus did. A lot. So, I wonder what it would look like for us to stop clinging so tightly to 

our wallets, to decide that our financial security may not be the most important consideration 

when we’re following Jesus. What that might mean for us as individuals and as a church seeking 

to live into God’s mission. 

 

“Carry no wallet, no bag, and no sandals…” 

 

The bags. I wonder what it would look like for us to stop clinging so tightly to our bags, that literal 

and figurative baggage we drag around with us. You know what I’m talking about: 

the baggage of our past – those parts that hurt us or that we regret, or that past anger 

we’re still holding onto, or the weight of our history, because even with a great history like 

Meridian Street, there’s a lot that can weigh us down… or, dare I say, even our  “We’ve 

always done it that way….” tendencies 

 

or maybe it’s the baggage of our fears and anxieties, especially in the midst of change, 

which always brings that out – You all don’t know me yet, but one of the things you’ll 

learn about me is that I’m pretty fearless. Even so, I’ll admit those fears are looming out 

there a little bit right now. And if I have them, I’m sure you do too.  

 

or maybe it’s the baggage of our pre-conceived ideas or unrealistic expectations of one 

another, or even our prejudices that keep us from fully seeing the image of God in each 

other or in our neighbors 

 

Perhaps we need to decide to leave all that baggage behind us as we go where Jesus is 

sending us. 

 

“Carry no wallet, no bag, and no sandals…” 

 

Let’s not forget the shoes – I wonder what it looks like for us to stop clinging to our sandals, the 

actual barrier between us and this new ground we’re called to step onto together, to decide 

that following Jesus might require us to be a little more exposed, a little less protected than we 

want to be. It sounds scary and uncomfortable, but maybe that’s the point. 

 

And then.  



 

 

 

I wonder what it would look like for us to choose to cling instead to the Good News of peace 

and the reign of God. 

 

I wonder what it would look like for us to choose to cling instead to the power of the Holy Spirit 

that heals, that redeems and transforms lives. 

 

And I wonder what it would look like for us to choose to cling instead to the uncomfortable and 

even scary vulnerability we can choose to have with each other, and the radical Christian 

community that brings us a step closer to God’s kin-dom. 

 

I wonder. 

 

Friends, I’ve gone through a lot of packing tape recently. But I think I’m not done packing for this 

journey. And neither are you. So, I pray that we’ll pack wisely. 

 

Amen. 


