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I have a favorite pair of pants 
They’re tattered, old and worn, 
And they’re held together by patches  
Some of which themselves have torn. 
 
These pants have seen me through many years 
Through college, church, and farm 
From Virginia to Pennsylvania and back again  
For me, they’ve never lost their charm. 
 
Now there’s nothing particularly special  
About these pants I love 
But they’ve always made me comfortable 
And they’ve fit me like a glove. 
 
Yet denim does not last forever 
And some threads have become quite bare 
But that’s something I can easily fix 
And when, I’m done, they’re like a brand new pair. 
 
Some say that I should throw them out 
And not foolishly waste my time 
By sewing on so many patches  
When they’re so much past their prime. 
 
And yes, I know that these old patched jeans 
Are not fit for every occasion 
And I need to have presentable pants 
For those of a neater persuasion 

 
 
 
But when I want to kick back and relax 
Or work in my home or yard 
These jeans by far are my first choice 
The decision is not hard 
 
Because, you see, I love these jeans –  
I can’t bear to let them go, 
And I would gladly patch them up again  
(Fortunately, I like to sew) 
 
Now patched pants might not seem like something  
Worthy of sacred space 
But for me they give me pause to think 
That they just might offer grace 
 
For Jesus said that no one 
Rips a patch from something new 
To mend a garment very old 
‘Twould would be a foolish thing to do 
 
For if they did, they soon would find  
That the fabrics do not match 
And the new cloth would be ripped apart 
For the sake of an old garment’s patch 
 
So would Jesus look upon my pants  
And call me to repent? 
Or would he, like Henry David Thoreau 
See respectable effort spent? 
 
I am mindful, of course, that Jesus 
Spoke in parables here told 
And that when he mentions wine and cloth  
A greater meaning these things hold 
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And that in the context of these lines 
Jesus was seeking to address 
What the Pharisees, teachers, and the scribes 
Found his actions to transgress 
 
For they were much concerned that Jesus  
Spoke in blasphemy when he healed 
Claiming the power to forgive sins 
Which they believed only God could wield 
 
And likewise he chose to eat and drink  
With tax collectors and sinners  
And that instead of fasting like they did 
His disciples enjoyed lavish dinners 
 
Therefore Jesus’ actions were not respected 
By Pharisees or scribes 
For Jesus seemed to disregard  
The traditions to which they subscribed 
 
And so Jesus told them these parables 
About patched cloth and wine 
And I think he tried to challenge them  
To think outside the lines 
 
But they would not, could not, bear to think  
Of truth that might be new 
And so they followed Jesus closely 
To see what evidence they could accrue  
 
And soon they found him breaking holy law 
On the Sabbath day of rest 
And they continued to bring charges  
He had to constantly contest 
 

  
Which only served to further prove 
That the words of Jesus were true 
When he told these men that old wineskins  
Can’t bear a wine that’s new 
 
And so I look at my beloved pants 
And wonder what it means 
That I’m so attached to these old things 
That are falling apart at the seams. 
 
If I can’t stand to part with pants 
That have clearly seen their day 
What else might I hold fast onto  
And thus new life betray? 
 
For I know that I grow comfortable 
And I like things as they are  
And that when I’m faced with changes  
My resistance can reach far 
 
And just for things of minor weight 
I will struggle to defend 
The way I’m used to doing things 
I’m often not willing to bend 
 
So how much more might I resist 
A change that hits me deep 
That raises questions about my God 
Or the values that I keep? 
 
I’m often hard upon the Pharisees  
They just didn’t seem to get it 
But when I consider my patched pantaloons 
I’m convicted – I admit it 
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For it is hard to be open  
To change in any form  
But I think it must be extra tough  
Our dearest values to transform 
 
And like the Pharisees who seemed willing 
To take a piece from truth that’s new 
And patch it onto the ways of old 
And thus the old renew 
 
I find that I am able  
To take new wine sip by sip 
But seldom am I ready  
With a new wineskin that will not rip 
 
Now Jesus never said throw out the old  
Or reject that which we love 
But he did suggest we not destroy  
New visions from above 
 
And when I remember that these old pants  
Were once themselves brand new  
And that before them I had other pants 
Which then were favorites too 
 
I think I begin to understand 
What Jesus was trying to say 
When he reminded his critics that old wine skins 
Do not suit wine made this day 
 
Nor would even I buy a new pair of jeans  
Only to rip them apart 
To secure enough denim to patch up the old 
That just wouldn’t be very smart 
 

 
But how often, like scribes, do we in the church 
Hold tenaciously to that which is dear 
And refuse to accept that which we don’t know 
Out of some discomfort or fear 
 
And so rather than having both old wine and new 
We are left only with our old supply 
And so when that day comes that old wine runs out 
It is no wonder our spirits run dry 
 
So I must wonder what we miss  
When in seeking comfort we fail  
To open ourselves to the life giving one 
Who sends new truth among us to no avail 
 
Yes the day will surely come  
When I can no longer patch these jeans 
And when that time comes I truly hope  
That I have another pair in the wings 
 
A pair of pants that once were new 
But have been ‘round long enough to be 
Sufficiently worn and broken in 
So they’re no longer new to me 
 
So on this day it is my hope 
That we within the church 
Might take a lesson from my pants 
And never have to search 
 
For new life when our old ways fail 
To bring us what we need 
And following the one who makes all things new 
Then we will be free indeed. 
 


