
 Hospitality


Last week we recalled Meister Eckhart‘s wise words that while the 
spiritual journey is short in length, it's extremely deep.


Today’s gospel lesson makes the point.  

Probably the shortest gospel we will hear all year, yet it contains 
such depths that if we explore them all, you wouldn't have to come 
back next Sunday!


Because you’d still be sitting here from today as we plunged into 
this lesson ever deeper. 


And why is that? 


Because today’s gospel lesson is all about hospitality. 


The word “welcomes” shows up 6 times in 2 sentences! 

Hospitality sits at the core of God‘s dream for humanity.


It’s the core of God‘s own essence.  

Remember the horrible destruction of Sodom and Gomorrah? 


Many suggest that happened because of sexual immorality. 


But, as the prophet Ezekiel says: “Behold, this was the guilt of your 
sister Sodom: she … had pride, excess of food, and prosperous ease, 
but did not aid the poor and needy.”




They were punished because of their lack of hospitality.  

Stories highlighting the importance of hospitality abound throughout 
Scripture. 


God, in the form of three angels, visits Abraham and Sarah. 


Abraham immediately and quickly puts together a marvelous feast.


As a consequence, he and Sarah are later blessed with a son in 
their old age. 


How do we Christians today practice hospitality? 


We are living in times when hospitality seems to be nearly bankrupt, 
even nonexistent, in our larger community. 


The war against migrants and asylum seekers is astonishing. 


The welcoming words on the Statue of Liberty might just as well 
be ripped off and thrown on the trash heap given our current 
policies toward those in need. 


And yet, if we are to be followers of Christ, hospitality must be 
centerstage. 


Why’s that?


Because Jesus himself insists on being hospitable, especially to 
those whom the “good people in society”, the Dudley Doo-rights 
among us, look down their noses at. 




Jesus begins his ministry by eating with tax collectors and 
prostitutes, and many other outcasts of society. 


Who are the equivalent invitees today?


Perhaps the houseless, like the two men who frequently reside here 
at the church?


Jesus takes the very people whom many of us find to be annoying 
or scary or just a pain in the butt, and sits them down in places of 
honor at his dinner table. 


In that culture, that was the highest honor one could bestow. 


So, as faithful followers of Jesus, do we have any choice but to 
take our cue from Jesus?


Which means that when we extend hospitality, it ought not be to 
the people close to us or to our friends or those who look, breathe 
or smell like us. 


But it ought to be to those who are in the alleys and on the 
margins and the vulnerable. 


How do we know this? 


Because Jesus says exactly that when he admonishes his followers 
that when you throw a dinner party, don’t throw it for those near 
and dear to you. 


Throw it for the legless guy living on the street in a wheelchair.




Throw it for the old woman with grey and blue hair who sometimes 
starts yelling for no apparent reason.


Throw it for the drug addict, the alcoholic.


And when you do, the God who loves the outcast, will smile. 


It’s true, Jesus can be demanding.


And annoying too!


He pushes us out of our comfort zones and into places we’d rather 
not go.


Because when we go to such places, we can’t rely on our own 
resources.


We have to rely on God’s good grace.


And control freaks like us aren’t usually keen to do so.


How else is hospitality expressed?


It’s not only about meals or social events, but hospitality exists in 
the context of forgiveness.  

Fernando Cardinal was one of the leaders of the Sandinista 
Revolutionaries who overthrew the vicious Samoza regime in the 
late 1970s. 


I got to know some within the Sandinista leadership back in the 
day. 




Fernando was viciously tortured by soldiers in Samoza’s regime. 


Soon after the Sandinistas declared victory, Fernando came across 
the man who had been his primary torturer. 


He confronted the man. 


The man stood before him trembling, certain he himself would now 
be tortured or even killed.


Cardinal said to him: 


“Now I will get my revenge on you. 


At last I will have my revenge.” 


He walked up to the man — and embraced him.


He said: 


“I forgive you. 


This is my revenge.” 


The torturer collapsed in tears — and Cardinal walked away a man 
freed from resentment, retribution and revenge.


That’s how hospitality can be extended in the context of 
forgiveness; as we seek the grace to forgive what seems to be 
unforgivable. 


Hospitality also exists in the context of compassion.




Like the old man who visits his wife every day for years in the Care 
Home. 


His wife has serious Alzheimer’s and one day the nurse approaches 
the old man because it’s obvious that it’s a physical struggle for him 
to see her every day.


The nurse says: 


“Why do you come and see her every day?


She doesn’t know who you are.” 


The old man smiles and says: 


“She doesn’t know who I am; but I know who she is.” 


Hospitality, if it is to be real, has to stretch us. 


It has to take us out of our comfort zones, into places where we 
might confront our weariness, or our prejudice and bias. 


Hospitality, in order to be the grace that can crack us out of our 
Ego protections of safety and concern about this fleeting life, needs 
to put us in those very places where we’re NOT comfortable. 


Places where we would rather NOT be. 


Because it is precisely in these places where grace might give us a 
new set of eyes.


Eyes that allow us to see the people whom we previously dismissed 
(or didn’t see it all!) as beloved children of God.




As true siblings in Christ.


Dorothy Day once said that 


“I only love God as much as I love the person I love the least.”


Ouch!


What a test for all of us, don’t you think?


Yet this is precisely the stretching, the cracking open, that Jesus is 
getting at in today’s very short, but immeasurably deep lesson.


I’ll leave you with this story.


A little boy wanted to meet God.


He knew it was a long trip to where God lived, so he packed his 
suitcase with Twinkies and a six pack of root beer and started off.


When he had gone about three blocks, he saw an old woman sitting 
in the park staring at some pigeons.


The boy sat down next to her and opened his suitcase. 


He took a drink of root beer when he noticed that the old woman 
looked hungry, so he offered her a Twinkie. 


Again she smiled at him. 


The boy was delighted.




They sat there all afternoon, eating and smiling, never saying a 
word.


As it turned dark, the boy realized he was tired and started to 
leave, but before he had gone a few steps he turned around, ran 
back to the old woman, and gave her a hug.


She gave him her biggest smile ever.


When the boy got home a short time later, his mother was 
surprised by the joy on his face.


She asked, 


"What did you do that made you so happy?"


He replied, 


"I had lunch with God."


Before his mother could respond, he added, "she's got the most 
beautiful smile I've ever seen!"


Meanwhile the old woman, radiant with joy, return to her home.


Stunned by the look of peace on her face, her son asked, 


"Mom, what did you do that made you so happy?"


She replied, 


"I ate Twinkies in the park with God," adding, 




"you know he's much younger than I expected.”


Let's be the hospitable people of God.


For it is in hospitality that the face of God appears.


+amen



