
This summer we’re talking about spiritual practices. Spiritual practices are ways of connecting with 
God, experiencing holy presence, rather than just talking about it. There are a million ways to 
experience God, and we do a lot of them already. Things like enjoying beauty or music or today’s 
practice—writing. We do lots of these things already, and what makes them a spiritual practice is 
the intention and attention we bring. So, this morning we’re talking about writing, and our text is 
written by Paul, and it’s from Colossians 4:7-18:  

Tychicus, our dearly loved brother, faithful minister, and fellow slave in the Lord, will inform you 
about everything that has happened to me. This is why I sent him to you, so that you’ll know all 
about us and so he can encourage your hearts. I sent him with Onesimus, our faithful and dearly 
loved brother, who is one of you. They will let you know about everything here. 

Aristarchus, my fellow prisoner, says hello to you. So does Mark, Barnabas’ cousin (you received 
instructions about him; if he comes to you, welcome him). Jesus, called Justus, also says hello. 
These are my only fellow workers for God’s kingdom who are Jewish converts. They have been an 
encouragement to me. Epaphras, who is one of you, says hello. He’s a slave of Christ Jesus who 
always wrestles for you in prayers so that you will stand firm and be fully mature and complete in 
the entire will of God. I can vouch for him that he has worked hard for you and for those in 
Laodicea and Hierapolis. Luke, the dearly loved physician, and Demas say hello. 

Say hello to the brothers and sisters in Laodicea, along with Nympha and the church that meets in 
her house. After this letter has been read to you publicly, make sure that the church in Laodicea 
reads it and that you read the one from Laodicea. And tell Archippus, “See to it that you complete 
the ministry that you received in the Lord.” 

I, Paul, am writing this greeting personally. Remember that I’m in prison. Grace be with you. 

I think Paul may be my favorite writer in the Bible. He’s not the most elegant, or the most 
polished. Not by a long stretch. There are other writers who are gorgeous—poets who take my 
breath away, storytellers who capture my heart. And by comparison, Paul is a mess. He mixes 
metaphors. He leaps from one thought to another. He contradicts himself. He writes with this 
rough and ready style like he’s always in a hurry. And he probably was. He was juggling a dozen 
or more communities across the Mediterranean, He was trying to stay in touch with all of them 
and articulate a whole new worldview. Paul didn’t write for beauty. He wrote to connect with 
others. And connecting with others is a way of connecting with God.  

Think about all the people he connects with in our passage: Tychicus, Onesimus, Aristarchus, 
Mark, Barnabas, and on and on. Each person a reflection of Christ. Each person a part of a 
community centered around the gospel. Paul wrote to connect with others. He wrote out of love.  

There are a million ways to write—even if you don’t consider yourself a writer. It doesn’t have to 
be pretty to count. It doesn’t have to be polished to connect us with love.  

I don’t think of myself as a writer, but I write a lot.  

I journal. I have ever since my parents first gave me a diary with a little lock. For me journaling is a 
way to breathe, to think, to wish, to grieve, to dream. My journaling is messy and rough and 
embarrassingly cheesy. But that’s okay. It’s the act of writing that’s the good stuff, not the product. 
It doesn’t really matter what I write. It would be a useful even if I threw away everything I wrote 
after writing it. Because when I sit down to journal it feels like I open my heart and the Holy Spirit 



moves and gives me guidance. I discover solutions to problems and possibilities I hadn’t thought 
of yet. I connect deeply with a sense of inner wisdom. And it helps me connect more honestly and 
authentically with people around me.  

That’s what happens when I write for other people, too. When I write sermons, I imagine each of 
you. I think about our sanctuary, where each of you sits, what I know of your story, and what’s 
going on in your lives. I write out of love for each of you—even those of you I don’t know yet.  

A sermon is an effort to connect scripture to our lives. But sermons aren’t the only kind of writing 
where I’m connecting with other people. Sometimes it feels like I spend half my day writing 
emails. But when I pay attention, those emails can be acts of love. Even texting. I bet Paul would 
have been a heck of a texter. Even this kind of incredibly brief writing can connect us. I’ve 
lingered for long minutes over text messages trying to find just the right words. It’s all about 
intention and attention. 

The point I’m trying to make is that we all write. Even if it’s just writing an annual Christmas letter, 
or jotting down to do lists, or sympathy cards, writing connects us with other people, and if we 
pay attention, it can open us up to see God in the people we’re connecting with. 

Reading works the same way. Reading and writing are two sides of the same coin. A novel, 
whether it’s high literature or the latest Jack Reacher, pulls us out of ourselves and into someone 
else’s world. Non-fiction can do that, too. It builds empathy. It connects us. It can slow us down 
and connect us with the Holy Spirit.  

For me, that’s the heart of how writing is a spiritual practice. Whether I’m writing or reading 
someone else’s writing, it’s connective tissue. It reminds me we’re all part of one body. We’re all 
interconnected. Writing, reading, those words flowing back and forth, are the Holy Spirit. In the 
beginning, God spoke, and God’s words brought light and life and love. That’s why writing is a 
spiritual practice for me.  
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