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Who would you invite to your party?  To your wedding feast or your birthday party or even the 
lunch you are putting on?  Wouldn’t you invite your family and friends, people you know well 
and ideally, people you like? 
 
Why, then, does Jesus say, “do not invite your friends or your brothers or your relatives or rich 
neighbors, in case they may invite you in return, and you would be repaid. But when you give a 
banquet, invite the poor, the crippled, the lame, and the blind. And you will be blessed, because 
they cannot repay you . . .”      
 
There is a lot going on in today’s Gospel reading—Jesus is at the house of a Pharisee, “the place 
to be seen,” where the well-off and powerful are jostling for places of honor.  It is also a 
Sabbath meal, the weekly invitation in the Jewish faith to joyfully rest and hang out with God.  
So Jesus is critiquing the behavior of the guests who consider themselves more worthy than 
others or are hoping to gain social standing by cozying up to people of clout.  But Jesus is also 
offering a critique to the host and those who will be throwing parties, letting them know that 
the real payoff is in inviting the people who are not usually on the guest list.  He is calling them 
back to the meaning of Sabbath, a place of humility before God, of recognizing our dependence 
on God, of generosity and sharing with others who can’t repay in kind.  It is God who provides 
the light, God who provides the grapes for the wine and grain for the bread.  God who formed 
the people and who provides what is needed. 
 
Who would we invite to our parties?  This is a question on three levels.   It’s an invitation to 
expand our thinking as we plan festive meals—who else could we have here?  Is there someone 
who is lonely, who would appreciate connecting to others?  Is there someone who has been 
struggling with life difficulties, or illness or depression who might or might not be the life of the 
party, but who might benefit from sharing food and conversation?  A simple question; it doesn’t 
mean you have to invite the whole city, but maybe one or two extra people.  Widen your circle. 
 
On another level, it is about our faith and worshipping community.  Who do we invite to the 
feast of worship?  Most churches say, “Oh, we welcome everyone,” but that’s not true.  Is the 
church easily accessible to people with limited mobility?  Is it obvious where to park and where 
to go?  Are there accommodations for people who don’t see or hear?  Or speak a different 
language?  Or don’t read?  Does the worship appeal to people under 25 with music and 
structures and technology that would resonate with them?  How willingly would the church 
change the “menu” to accommodate others?  Just a few questions to think about.     
 



And we get stuck in the “inviting in” mode.  At this point in history, the majority of people, 
especially in New England, are not “religious.”  That means that most people have no affiliation 
with ANY form of organized religion—church, temple or zendo.  So people aren’t even going to 
be looking for a faith community.   They are not going to walk in the doors.  It behooves 
churches to go find where the people are and hang out there.   
 
The beach picnic and sunset worship literally got us outside our comfort zone, outside our 
church walls.  And who came?  A bunch of us from the church.  But also, some people brought 
family members and some people brought friends.  There were 3 other clergy, some people 
from St. Paul’s Lutheran Church and 1 Jewish person.  There were the two young musicians who 
helped lead worship, playing and singing.  And then there were people on the beach who 
listened.  There was a group of friends that met in a YMCA Zumba class that now gathers every 
week on the beach, and some of them listened.  We were out of our comfort zone.  But did we 
nurture community?  You bet.   And did we worship?   You bet!  And did we reach people 
beyond “the usual suspects”?  Bingo! 
 
This was one small event that was planned in a few weeks.  But maybe it can open doors to 
considering other ways of “bringing food” to those who wouldn’t normally come.  And bringing 
food that nurtures us in a new way.  It’s a two-way street, after all.  Who knew that we needed 
to hear the waves lapping on the shore as we were praying or that we needed to hear that soul-
searing song in Mongolian?  Whose sense of self as a community was changed and who was 
deeply fed that night?  Was it not us? 
 
Which brings us to the third level.  The question is, who do we invite into our lives?   I think the 
question is really, Who do we need in our lives to grow spiritually?  Who does God know that 
we need?  Because I’m not sure we ever know.  Maybe the injunction to invite “the poor, the 
crippled, the lame and the blind” is telling us to invite the people we’re not comfortable with, 
the people we wouldn’t normally ask, because among them will be the exact people who can 
open us up, teach us, gift us, heal us by their presence, experience, and wisdom.  We live in a 
terribly segregated and striated society, and we can see the same 10 or 50 people every day, 
every week.  We grow when we encounter new and different people; we need to be more 
open, not more shut down.  How do we nurture that openness, that awareness that we need 
people we’ve never met, in order to grow into the people and community of God that God 
desires? 
 
I had a brief encounter this week that opened my eyes to that need in my own life.  I went to 
taekwondo practice on Wednesday in Cambridge, and as I was leaving, another member 
noticed my bike helmet and cautioned me to be careful.  She told me that a bicyclist had been 
“doored”—a car door was opened in his path—and he was thrown into traffic, hit and died.  As 
I peddled up Mass Ave towards home, I pondered about how I try to ride carefully, but it’s still 
risky to bike ride in the Boston area.  You just don’t know what people will do.   



As I crossed the Alewife Brook Parkway, I saw two people who appeared to be fighting in the 
road in front of the bus stop.  As I got closer, I saw it was two teenaged boys wrestling, and 
another boy doing a mock countdown next to them.  So clearly they were engaged in play, not 
a serious fight.  But they were still in the bus lane, and if they moved, they could end up in the 
path of on-coming cars.  I stopped my bike and yelled, “Hey!  Get out of the road!”  These 
young men, about 13 years old, with heads full of beautiful curly hair, were Black.  Several came 
up to me and said, “Please!  Say, Please get out of the road!”  “Oh, sorry!”  I said.  “Please get 
out of the road.  I don’t want you to get hurt.”  They did.  We waved to each other and I left. 
 
What happened in that 10 second encounter?  A whole lot!  I was concerned, first and 
foremost, that these young people not be harmed.  But there were all these dynamics in play—
old and young, Black and white.  I yelled at them.  They responded by asking for respect—in a 
simple and effective way.  “Say please.”  I got it.  Immediately.  I made the request without 
yelling and in a respectful way.  I also added a reason for my request.  I am so grateful to have 
had the opportunity to learn from them; to be treated better than I treated them.  I hope this 
was a positive experience for them and not just some old White person being rude.  But next 
time, in such a situation, I hope I’ll take a few more seconds to consider how I want to express 
my concern, taking in my age, Whiteness, privilege.   
 
I need people like this in my life.  I’m glad God invited them to my party.  I think I’ll look for 
more of the people God has been inviting in.  What about you?  What about us?  Let us pray. 
Amen. 
 
   
 
  


