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Let me ask you: if Jesus showed up for dinner at your house this week, would you really want him 
there? I ask because of today’s gospel. Jesus is not always a pleasant guest.   
 
We’re told that today’s incident takes place “at the house of a leader of the Pharisees”. That seems a 
gracious thing for a host to do, considering Jesus was regularly pretty rough on the Pharisees. 
Maybe he’s thinking he can effect a reconciliation with Jesus. “I’ll invite Jesus to my house; maybe 
we can work things out.” 
 
Well, forget it. No sooner does Jesus get to the table than he starts a fight. He notices first how the 
others are jockeying for the best places. He mocks them. Those who build themselves up will be 
pushed down. Those who are at the bottom of the pile will be picked up. Jesus calls the other guests 
fools for all their social climbing. 
 
But wait a minute. Jesus didn’t see himself as a kind of early Miss Manners. He’s not talking here 
about table niceties. Our evangelist, St. Luke, says Jesus is telling a parable. Jesus has little if any 
interest in how to get ahead in society. He’s here to say something about God. It’s God who’s going 
to push the high and mighty down. It’s God who’s going to lift the lowly up.   
 
You see, in the banquet God is preparing, all our social order will be reversed. When God is the host, 
Table 1 is for the poor, the loser, the misfit, the ostracized. Table “last” is for those of us who spent 
our lives thinking we were it. The last table of all is for the guy in the Land Rover with the bumper 
sticker that says “It’s all about me”. God’s party has a very different kind of guest list.  
 
One great preacher put it this way: “Lowliness springs from reverence. Lowliness springs from 
knowledge of sins forgiven. Such lowliness God honors.” Pay attention to that, says Jesus: “Such 
lowliness God honors.” 
 
Christian Archibald Herter was governor of Massachusetts in the 1950s and later Secretary of State. 
He was running hard for a second term and arrived one day at a small-town church barbecue. He 
hadn’t eaten all day and got in the food line. The woman serving put a piece of chicken on his plate. 
“Can I have another?” asked the governor. “No sir, one per person.” He was a modest old Yankee but 
thought he’d try again. “Do you know who I am? I am the governor of the Commonwealth.” “Do you 
know who I am?” came the retort. “I’m the lady in charge of the chicken. Move along.” 
 
Scrambling to be important, Jesus says, doesn’t cut the mustard with God. Here at the table of the 
Eucharist, the least among us is God’s honored guest. For a God who puts us in our place, today we 
give thanks to the Lord our God. Move over. 
 
 
 
 
 
 


