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In the book of Matthew, right before our text for today, Jesus has compassion for people. So he 
sends out His apostles, but promises that sharing that Jesus has brought the kingdom of God 
near, will not be an easy mission. When we get to chapter 10, verses 40-42, Jesus tells His 
apostles what welcome looks like. So today’s message is about having courage to go out and 
share the message of the gospel of Jesus’ life, death, and resurrection. But it’s also about being 
welcoming. Most of you know that I spent most of my adult life as a touring musician. I was a 
wandering missionary who went out into the world and proclaimed the love of Jesus through 
word, and through song, and through relationship. And when I read the text for today, I could 
instantly relate to what Jesus was saying to His apostles. You see, I know what it means to be 
welcomed; and I also know what it means to not be welcomed.  
 
Let me tell you a story. It’s of a time when I was on the road with my husband, Joel. And to me, 
it’s the most memorable experience of welcome that I’ve had in my life. In 2013, Joel and I were 
out on the road, and we played a concert in St. Peter, Minnesota. And it was a Wednesday 
night, and I remember this very specifically, because we left ourselves two days to get to our 
next gig, which was a youth gathering in Denver, Colorado. Now normally, the drive from St. 
Peter, Minnesota, to Denver, Colorado, is about 12 hours if all goes well. So we were planning 
to hit the road on Thursday morning and drive most of the way and stop somewhere in 
Nebraska to stay at a hotel before we drove the rest of the way to Denver. And so, after our 
Wednesday evening concert, we went to a hotel in St. Peter, Minnesota, got up the next 
morning on Thursday to join our hosts for breakfast. And we noticed as we were heading to the 
restaurant that it was starting to snow just a little bit. And we thought, “Ok, well we need to pay 
attention to that.” By the time we were done with breakfast, it was no longer just a slight little 
snow. It was coming down pretty well. And so Joel and I were like, “Ok, we gotta hit the road, we 
gotta go do this.” And so we got into the car, and we started driving, and it was starting to get a 
little icky. And if you are from Minnesota or North Dakota, you know that “a little icky” for us 
means it was pretty bad.  
 
At noon, the state of Minnesota declared that all interstates were closed. They shut down all the 
major interstates. And Joel and I were like, “Ok, all right, so the interstates are closed. All right, I 
think we can take state highways.” And so we started driving through state highways in 
Minnesota. And if you’ve ever driven through western Minnesota, it’s pretty flat. It’s mostly soy 
and corn farmland. And so when the wind blows and it’s snowy like that it becomes difficult to 
see. You get whiteout conditions. And so we were experiencing a bit of that. But Joel and I are 
pretty stubborn people, and so we’re like, “Ok, we’re going to keep going.” By the early 
afternoon, Minnesota had shut down all of the state highways, and so we looked at a map and 
we realized that the county roads were still open. And we heard a report that if we got to South 
Dakota, they had opened up Interstate 29.  
 



So we’re like, “Ok, we’re going to reroute ourselves just to take a straight western shot to try and 
get to South Dakota.  
 
And so, that’s what we did. We’re driving across the county roads, and by this point in time it’s 
not only whiteouts, but we’re also hitting snow drifts. And counting one, two, three, until we 
could see the road again. But in Minnesota, all the roads are straight, so as long as you keep 
your steering wheel straight, you’re going to keep going. And we drove and we drove, and what 
was normally only a couple of hours to get across the state of MInnesota became a full day of 
really slow driving through the snow. And eventually in mid-evening, it was probably 8:00 or 
8:30, I said to Joel, “Joel, whatever town we come to next, I have to stop. I need to make a pit 
stop.” And so, we drove into the next town, and I remember entering this town because there 
were railroad tracks, and we kind of did a Dukes of Hazzard leap over the railroad tracks into 
the town. And we looked for anything that was open; and the only thing that was open that night 
was the town bar. And so we went in...and if you’ve ever seen a good Western movie when a 
stranger walks into the bar, everything stops. And that’s exactly what happened when we 
walked into that small town bar. We walked in the doors, and everyone stopped talking and 
looked at us. And I saw the sign for the restrooms, so I made a beeline. And I could hear people 
asking Joel, “What are you two doing here? How did you get here? You’ve been driving through 
a blizzard? What in the world?” And by the time I came out to meet Joel, a number of people 
were saying things like, “Well, you can’t get back on the road. There’s a blizzard out there! 
You’re never going to make it to South Dakota!” And then, in my estimation, a highly inebriated 
woman started saying, “You two should come stay with me. I promise, I am not a serial killer.” 
And after she repeated that about four times, I started to think to myself, “This woman might be 
a serial killer.” And this couple was sitting at the bar, kind of watching everything, and they came 
up to us, and theysaid, “Hey, listen, we’re inviting all of our friends over tonight because we 
know that work tomorrow is going to be closed. So why don’t you come to our place? We have a 
spare bedroom, it’s all made up. Just come and stay with us.” And so Joel and I kind of looked 
at each other, because all of those messages of stranger danger from our childhood were 
playing in our heads. And then we said yes.  
 
And then we followed this couple to their house. And we hung out, we had pizza, we played 
pool with all of their friends, and shared each other’s stories. And then we went upstairs for the 
night to their guest bedroom, and we passed the bookshelf that was in their house, and there 
were a couple Bibles. And there were a number of Christian books that we both recognized. 
There was a cross hanging on the wall. And it occurred to both Joel and I that these were 
Christian people who had opened up their home to a couple of strangers. They welcomed us 
with generosity and open hearts.  
 
Now, admittedly, not all of us are called to be touring musicians who go around the world talking 
about Jesus. And not all of us are called to be missionaries. We are all, however, as Christians 
called to be proclaimers of the message of the gospel in our everyday lives. Sometimes this 
welcoming mission looks like doing deeds of service, like here at our church we have a food 



bank and we feed the hungry. And we have monthly community dinners where folks from the 
community come and are welcomed.  
 
Sometimes welcome looks like even something as small as our text for today says, as giving 
someone a glass of water. Or perhaps a bed to a wandering musician stuck in a blizzard. When 
you welcome someone in the name of Christ, a fellow human, who is beloved by God, you 
indeed welcome Jesus into your midst. As a matter of fact, sometimes welcoming does not look 
like a melting pot of niceness. But it does mean allowing people who are not like us, who maybe 
have a different accent or a different color of skin or are attracted to people we’re not attracted 
to...maybe it means welcoming them into our lives knowing that we may be changed by our 
stories. And not expecting them to conform to our vision of who they should be. And if we’re 
changed by their stories, that means we’ve taken time to get to know them. And maybe it means 
we’ve shared our story. Maybe we’ve had the courage to share what matters most to us, too. 
That we share that Jesus came and walked among us, and lived and died, and rose again so 
that we might all experience the kingdom of heaven. That all may know how precious and 
deeply loved they are by God.  
 
Honestly, if your life is anything like mine, it can be more frightening to share words than share 
actions. Sometimes it really is easier to share a glass of water with a stranger who’s thirsty. 
Jesus never promised that being welcoming would be easy. There will be times as you go out 
that your message will be welcomed. And there will be times as you go out where that message 
will not be welcomed. But there will also be times when you will be the one who welcomes in the 
name and love of Christ. It’s not our job to save the world. That’s God’s job. But it is our job to 
proclaim God’s welcome to all in our everyday lives through our actions and our words. Even a 
small sign of welcome, like a glass of water, when it’s offered in love could mean life to the 
person that you have welcomed.  
 
Amen.  


