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Luke 10:1-11, 16-20 
The holy gospel of our Lord Jesus Christ, according to Luke 
Glory to you, Lord Christ.   

After this the Lord appointed seventy others and sent them on ahead of him in pairs to 
every town and place where he himself intended to go. 2He said to them, “The harvest is 
plentiful, but the laborers are few; therefore ask the Lord of the harvest to send out 
laborers into his harvest. 3Go on your way. See, I am sending you out like lambs into the 
midst of wolves. 4Carry no purse, no bag, no sandals; and greet no one on the 
road. 5Whatever house you enter, first say, ‘Peace to this house!’ 6And if anyone is there 
who shares in peace, your peace will rest on that person; but if not, it will return to 
you. 7Remain in the same house, eating and drinking whatever they provide, for the 
laborer deserves to be paid. Do not move about from house to house. 8Whenever you 
enter a town and its people welcome you, eat what is set before you;9cure the sick who 
are there, and say to them, ‘The kingdom of God has come near to you.’ 10But whenever 
you enter a town and they do not welcome you, go out into its streets and say, 11‘Even the 
dust of your town that clings to our feet, we wipe off in protest against you. Yet know 
this: the kingdom of God has come near.’  16“Whoever listens to you listens to me, and 
whoever rejects you rejects me, and whoever rejects me rejects the one who sent me.” 

17The seventy returned with joy, saying, “Lord, in your name even the demons submit to 
us!” 18He said to them, “I watched Satan fall from heaven like a flash of lightning. 19See, 
I have given you authority to tread on snakes and scorpions, and over all the power of the 
enemy; and nothing will hurt you. 20Nevertheless, do not rejoice at this, that the spirits 
submit to you, but rejoice that your names are written in heaven.” 

The Gospel of the Lord. 
Praise to you, Lord Christ. 
 
 
Guide us, O God, by your Word and Spirit, that in your light we may see light, in 
your truth find freedom, and in your will discover the peace within your kingdom; 
through Jesus Christ our Lord.  Amen. 
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A few verses prior to our lectionary passage, Jesus had ‘set his face’ to journey 

toward Jerusalem.  He sent messengers ahead of him, first to Samaria before 

gathering 70 others and sending them out in pairs.  To this point, littered alongside 

the disciples’ journey have been these clues that this Jesus is the Messiah.  But this 

Jesus is so radically different than the One they expected.  Evidence pointed 

toward him being the Messiah, but if the disciples thought the Messiah would 

make life easy or if they thought following this Messiah would be as simple as a 

sheep following a shepherd, they now realize they were mistaken, for they had 

quite the journey ahead.  The next ten chapters of Luke are that of a travel log, a 

journal capturing this story of movement where the Word of God, Jesus, literally 

crossed boundaries of culture, politics and faith.  Jesus crossed these lines time and 

time again on his journey toward Jerusalem, and Luke invites us into these 

boundary crossings. 

 

It was not by accident Jesus first sent his disciples through a village in Samaria.  It 

was a place they had no business being.  A centuries old dispute kept the 

Samaritans separated from the Jews.  They worshipped God differently, they had 

different customs, there was distrust and fear of the other, some justified and some 

not as we learned in the story of the good Samaritan.  The disciples would risk 

their cleanliness and purity simply by entering the region.  They, too, were 

expected to cross the line that was drawn in the sand so many years ago.  And they 

did, the disciples did just that:  Setting aside their own fears and hesitations, they 

entered the Samaria to make way for Jesus.  But we learn the Samaritans did not 

receive him.  They remained committed to boundaries which kept them separate, 

so they refused to welcome the stranger.  The travel log of Jesus’ journey toward 

Jerusalem began with rejection. 
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This setback does not prevent Jesus from recognizing that the harvest is plentiful, 

while the laborers are few.  Jesus appoints 70 laborers to send out into his harvest.  

Some scholars believe the number 70 depicts the table of 70 nations as outlined in 

Genesis.  Regardless, the point is Jesus sends his disciples to the ‘ends of the 

earth,’ beyond Jewish territories, everywhere - to share Christ’s peace and to 

proclaim the kingdom of God is near.  In so doing sojourners would cross many 

lines as they ate any food offered to them, and they would cross boundaries not 

meant to be crossed.  Jesus was honest with these fellow sojourners, saying it will 

be tough traveling – they will wander like lambs in the midst of wolves.  Travel 

with no money, no extra clothes, no shoes (Difficult to imagine as we need a 

minivan to go away for a week).  Be fully dependent on those with whom you 

visit.  A tough way to journey, especially after learning their travel journal opened 

with rejection in Samaria.    

 

A few years ago I read a tragic tale captured in another travel journal of sorts, and 

this journey too began with rejection.  The true story took place twenty some years 

ago, highlighting a hodgepodge of travelers, over twenty in total, yet I was drawn 

mostly to the story of a father and son.  A father who lacked opportunity and 

struggled to provide for his family, who dreamed bigger dreams for himself and his 

son.  The plan was to journey just for a season, then to return home. This father 

and son joined a group to travel to a place not “flowing with milk and honey,” but 

toward a promise of “life, liberty and pursuit of happiness.”  They journeyed north,  

toward the land whose representative first lady stands boldly inscribed with the 

words, “Give me your tired, your poor, Your huddled masses yearning to breathe 

free, The wretched refuse of your teeming shore. Send these, the homeless, 

tempest-tossed to me…”  Though void of proper documentation, the father and 

son, Raymundo Sr. and Raymundo Jr., held out hope that these words applied to 
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them.  They knew the risk of their journey, the potential consequences, yet with 

their fears and their hopes they journeyed none the less.  They did not make it.  

They and each of their fellow sojourners, one after another, succumb to what is 

known as the Devil’s Highway – a treacherous, unmarked desert trail that connects 

one land to the very same land, with a border in between.  The father and son died 

close by one another.  A story that has been repeated time and time again.   

 

Others try a different route.  In our text Jesus exclaimed, “I watched Satan fall 

from heaven like a flash of lightening.”  And it seems that this week Satan fell to a 

locked semi-truck trailer in San Antonio, Texas in which 53 Raymundos and others 

like them died of excessive heat while on their journey of promise.  Echoes of 

Jesus voice saying, “Whoever welcomes one of these welcomes me, and whoever 

welcomes me welcomes the one who sent me.”   

 

Jesus appointed seventy ahead of him in pairs to cross the boundaries of every 

town and place where he himself intended to go, for the harvest was plentiful, but 

laborers were few.  To be clear, there are similarities between these 70 sojourners 

and those sojourners who died in a semi trailer, and the thousands who attempt 

similar journeys, but there are differences as well.  Laborers seeking different 

harvests.  But this seems to be the wrong comparison.  Perhaps, our focus should 

narrow on those villages and towns, nations as described in Genesis, whose lines 

and boundaries the 70 were commissioned to cross.  More to learn from comparing 

the recipients of the sojourners, than comparing the sojourners themselves.    

 

Several years ago on my first trip to Chimalhuacan, an emerging community on the 

outskirts of Mexico City, I met Rosario as she was a volunteer and community 

organizer for my church partner, Urban Mosaic.  Her family had been generational 



5 
 

farmers in a land which became less and less fertile, with weather becoming less 

and less predictable. She and her husband, for the sake of their children, made the 

tough decision to sell what land they had and, like so many others, move to the city 

for opportunity.  Like so many others, they found no opportunity, became 

homeless and got pushed to Chimalhuacan, a squatter town of a million people on 

edges of Mexico City.  Desperate, her husband made the difficult decision to leave 

his family to travel north for opportunity.  We were connecting with Rosario 

because, though she volunteered full time for our partner, they had no funds to pay 

her.  As a form of payment our team worked alongside her to build a simple 

cinderblock house of about 200 square feet.  She and her husband dreamed of 

opening a small store attached to the front of their future home and her husband 

traveled north to raise funds for this dream.  He was one of the fortunate ones.  

Four years is what it took – on my last trip they had opened that store, but it cost 

them four years of having an absent husband and an absent father, and a heavy cost 

for a father who lost four years of his children’s lives.  While away, he could not 

risk returning during his time up north, because there was no guarantee he would 

have another opportunity or, if so, if he could survive another trip.   

 

If the people welcome you, Jesus says, eat what is set before you.  Cure the sick 

who are there, Jesus instructs.  I suspect that in those four years in some city or 

town, Rosario’s husband may have cured the sick – that if someone opened 

themselves to his presence, that someone would be healed of prejudices, of 

stereotypes they were unaware they had.  When one welcomes you, heal the sick, 

offer them peace and, Jesus adds, say to them, “The kingdom of God has come 

near to you.”  Perhaps because those interactions amongst people who have 

crossed the line to be together, these interactions offer a glimpse into the kingdom 

– for the kingdom is near.  And when one does not welcome you, in protest, wipe 
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the dust of that town or nation from your feet, yet tell them anyway, “The kingdom 

of God has come near.” So close to a kingdom experience, as the recipients of the 

sojourners failed to open themselves to witness the kingdom.   

 

There are neither boundaries nor borders in the Kingdom of God.  No lines to be 

crossed.  And when one can witness and experience a glimpse of this kingdom, 

like Jesus, one sees evil fall like a flash of lightening.    

 

In the name of the Creator, and the Son and the Holy Spirit.  Amen. 
 
 
 
 
 
 


