
28 August 2022 
The Twenty-Second Sunday in Ordinary Time 
Luke 14: 1, 7-14 
 
We have a high school student here that I really enjoy talking to. They’re all fun to talk to, but this one in 
particular strikes me with his social maturity and it always makes me smile. Honestly, I learn from him.  
Basically, I’ll ask him about how things are going in his life, and he’ll give a pretty substantial answer and 
then will always say, “And how about you, Father, how are things going for you?” I actually called his 
mother on the phone after one conversation and said, “I have two things to tell you—your song is 
remarkably mature in conversation and he is just like you!”  
 
I thought of this young man and his mom in regards to this Gospel’s theme of humility.  I think humility 
is basically being comfortable with who you are and knowing that everyone else is as important as you 
are, and that their concerns are as important as yours.   
 
If we’re not comfortable with who we are then we start jockeying for position against one another.  If I 
can be at a higher place than you then I’m OK.   This is the game that Jesus exposes in the parable he 
tells at the dinner party.  I suppose it fits in his frequent theme—as stated today as well—that whoever 
exalts him or herself will be humbled, but whoever humbles her or himself will be exalted. That’s the 
pattern of Jesus and so should be the pattern of his followers.  Knowing we’re beloved children of God 
we release that love into the world as humble servants.   
 
It might start out as a strategy of How to Win Friends and Influence People—a way to rise up.  But as we 
mature in the Spirit, it becomes a way of life.  I’m comfortable in my own skin, but I know I’m not the 
center of things.  We know we are truly humble not as we’re trying to be, but in retrospect, looking back 
and realizing we’ve forgotten about ourselves for a bit. Tell me about your life. 
 
I also think of my mom with all of this, especially the last part of today’s Gospel text.  Invite everyone to 
your dinner parties! My mom really genuinely likes everyone and is interested in everyone.  I remember 
about 15 years ago at her parish on Good Friday they passed out petitions that people would read aloud 
after the proclamation of the Passion.  Hers read something like, “Sometimes I’m afraid of people who 
are different from me—different opinions, different skin color, different economic statues—help me to 
overcome my fears and open to these relationships.”  Well, she went up to the priest and said “I can’t 
read this!  I’m not afraid of people who are different from me!”  So, they gave her another one to read.  
 
And it’s true.  I remember being in Chicago on the city bus when I was a teen. It was a bit of a long ride 
and whoever sat near us—and it was a diverse band of folks as you can imagine—she would strike up a 
conversation.  Usually she would find something attractive about them “I really like those earrings…your 
hair is so beautiful…that looks like a warm jacket.”  Or maybe “You have a beautiful city; do you live 
here?” Honestly, I was rather bothered by it at the time, kind of embarrassing to me.  I was so shy I 
probably was ashamed at my lack of courage or social grace and so made myself think it was a bad thing.  
But it was a very good thing.  I admire it a lot. 
 
David Brooks wrote a column recently entitles something like “Why don’t all lonely people just hang out 
together,” in which he cited studies about how reluctant people are to talk to stranger—I’m talking to 
adults now!—and yet how happy it makes them when they do.  7% of people in a poll responded that 
they would talk to stranger in a waiting room.  24% said they would talk to a stranger on a train. They all 



anticipated that it would make for a less pleasant experience in the waiting room or on the train, but 
when the experiment forces them to, the exact opposite was true!  It was more pleasant.  Better for 
them and better for society, right? 
 
And of course it should be no surprise that my mom also invited people over for dinner that I didn’t 
know at all and our family only knew very little—like someone from church.  I hated when she did that.  I 
guess I felt I couldn’t be my bratty old self if we had guests. I had to be on my best behavior.  But, again, 
I’m grateful now and admire her so for doing that.  It’s not a bad thing to have to be your best self from 
time to time, after all.   
 
 


