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Oh Lord: May your word only be spoken. And may your word only be heard: in the name of Jesus 
Christ, the living word. Amen. 

I had one of those middle school moments on my sabbatical. I was at Duke University, singing with a 
Royal School of Church Music program for a week that brought together adults and girls to sing sacred 
music. The setup of the food court was large and varied. Indian, Mexican, Italian, BBQ, and so on, with 
lots of little tables. I didn’t know anyone before coming to the program except my goddaughter, and the 
girl choristers had their own things going on. I had gotten pretty good at managing my scared feelings 
about finding a table to eat with someone, asking in my most cheerful, non-anxious voice, “May I join 
you?” Everyone said “Yes,” until one table said, “No. We’d rather you not.”  A good opportunity for 
encouraging self-talk to reaffirm my inherent dignity as a human being! A bit later, I found out why they 
had said no (they were dorm staff having private conversations about the girl choristers under their care) 
and it made sense, no hard feelings. And of course, I shortly thereafter found eating companions. But in 
that moment, I felt had no place at a table. 

Luke's Gospel for this week is one of several stories that Jesus told in which food is a metaphor for power 
that builds or destroys human community.  Luke is especially interested in Jesus’ teaching at meals.  Jesus 
often ate with fringe people, so much so that his detractors disparaged him as a glutton and a drunkard. 
For the religiously scrupulous person of his day, to eat with a "dirty" person defiled you and made you 
impure before both God and humanity. 

But Jesus also ate with religiously zealous and socially powerful people. That's where we find him in this 
week's gospel.  In fact, this is the 3rd time Luke depicts Jesus as the guest of a local religious leader. It was 
a sign of his notoriety, to be sure, but also a way for the power structure to keep an eye on him. 
Remember the gesture from last week’s sermon—I’ve got my eyes on you! 

Now the rules that governed meals and eating—about who sat where, and how people were supposed to 
sit—were strict and full of meaning. And the stakes were high. Sitting in the wrong seat could bring 
shame not only on you, but on your whole family and larger kin network. Jesus was likely sitting in 
horseshoe kind of arrangement, with the guests leaning on their left elbows, heads near the table, feet 
extended away.  The right hand was for eating. The empty side of the horseshoe would have allowed 
servants to bring food to the table. 

Jesus’ words here are shocking and must have made people very uncomfortable. Imagine a guest lecturing 
the host about how to have a dinner party! He first tells the guests where they should sit; he seems to be 
saying, shrewdly, if you really want to get ahead, pretend to be less than you are.  And he tells the host to 
invite different people, people who can’t pay you back, because then you’ll get a real reward. 

Jesus seems to be slyly saying—here’s a better way to get ahead in the status bound, hierarchical zero-sum 
game of ancient society. And there is a sense of shrewdness in Jesus’ council—remember, he speaks in 
categories that his first century listeners can relate to. Nonetheless, Jesus gets himself in trouble, because, 
when we cut to the chase, what he’s really saying to the guests, and to us, is: be real. Being humble means 
being yourself, not pretending to be someone you’re not. Don’t put on airs, trying to be important or to 
impress people. What he’s saying to the host, and to us, is: be daring in your hospitality. Be bold in your 
generosity, like God is bold.  Just like we can’t possibly repay God for God’s generosity to us, so are we to 
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reach out to those who can’t pay us back. He tells us to see ourselves with humility and realism; and he 
wants us to reach out to those whom society rejects. And the result is: we will be blessed. It’s just the way 
God works. 

For example, I think that if you spoke to people in this parish who have been down to the Cathedral to 
eat with the MANNA Community or who have broken bread with the community at B-Safe, they might 
say that eating alongside those who are poor, marginalized, and unable to reciprocate an invitation for a 
meal, is both a humbling and an exalting experience. A blessing. It is a blessing we have sorely missed for 
over two years now. Rubbing elbows with those of whom the world takes little account makes us feel 
exalted and close to God.  

And we feel grateful, not just for the bounty of our lives, but for the privilege of being with those whom 
the world looks down on, because God is so palpably in that place. The Manna Community gives all who 
come—a place at the table. B-Safe gives kids, all who come—a place at the table. 

I want to make a what may seem like digression, but I hope you will see why I think it is not. I note that 
exactly 59 years ago today, on August 28, 1963, the storied March on Washington for Jobs and Freedom 
stepped out. Under the wise and experienced eyes of A. Philip Randolph and Bayard Rustin, the 
organizers brought 250,000 marchers to the capital in the largest, peaceful demonstration Washington 
had ever seen. Of course, this was the setting for MLKs legendary “I Have a Dream” speech, which has 
occupied a hallowed place in American history, and perhaps even world history, as one of the most 
inspiring and effective pieces of oratory every uttered. The program for the day was sponsored by the 6 
major civil rights groups, featuring speakers from those groups, as well as Protestant, Catholic and Jewish 
leaders, and the head of the AFL-CIO, the largest and most powerful amalgamation of American unions, 
representing some 15 million workers. https://www.jstor.org/stable/41834467 As the name for the day 
indicated, this demonstration was about jobs and freedom. A place at the table. God’s dream that everyone 
have a place at the table. As a society, how are we doing with that? // 

We all have in our lives the opportunity to make a place at the table for someone. There are 
opportunities big and small. Maybe there is someone who really needs us to be kind to them by asking if 
they would join us for a meal. Maybe it’s at our workplace. Maybe there is someone who has been 
isolated and needs to be welcomed in. Maybe it’s someone here at church that we’ve never really spoken 
to who needs a kind word. Maybe there’s someone in our family who’s been frozen out who needs a 
place at the table. Maybe we have a new neighbor who needs to be included. Maybe there’s even a part of 
yourself that needs to be invited to the table—a part of you that you are ashamed of, or seems unlovable. 

I don’t know. But we’ll know in the moment, when there is someone who we need to make room for in 
the table of our life. We make a place at our tables, because Jesus makes a place at his table for me and 
for y.  

In a few minutes, we are going to gather at this altar, at the Lord’s Table, to have a meal, a little bread 
that hints at the great banquet that God has in store for us. Communion, the Eucharist, the Lord’s 
Supper, means so many different things.  

But I know this. It means there is a place for you and for me, just as we are, loved beyond measure—and 
for the whole world, loved beyond all measure—at the Lord’s table.  Amen.  

https://www.jstor.org/stable/41834467

