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 Today’s parable is discomforting, is it not? On the 
one hand, in its opening Jesus says that those who were 
excluded are now welcome at the wedding feast as long as 
one conforms the expected dress code. Non-conforming 
will leave one thrown out with again. Of all Jesus’ parables, 
this is the one I most want to put in jar on my shelf 
labeled “Waiting further enlightenment.”  

 But our epistle is something else altogether! According to author Max Lucado in 
Anxious for Nothing, Finding Calm in a Chaotic World (Thomas Nelson, 2017), these verses are 
some of the most highlighted versions in electronic copies of the Bible—those Bibles folks 
have downloaded on their smartphones and tablets. After all, who doesn’t want to find joy in 
hard times? Who doesn’t have worries that need prayer? Who doesn’t want to live a life with 
excellence in something?  Who wouldn’t put today’s reading from Philippians to work on their 
own life problem? 

  Is it possible that the easily understood and applied passage from Philippians could 
help us find meaning for our living in Jesus’ exceedingly difficult parable? Perhaps.  

 Weddings are rituals that celebrate the union of two lives forming a new family. 
Weddings are not the marriage. In my career I have officiated at more than a few weddings. 
Looking at my list of weddings I officiated at over the past 20 years, the only two divorces 
came from two couples who made their wedding more important than their marriage.  

 My all-time favorite wedding was between a Greyhound bus driver and his passenger. 
When they met the bride had just left an abusive relationship, she did not need to get a divorce 
since they had not bothered to get married. Her exit plan involved taking Greyhound back to 
her hometown, even though no one she loved still lived there. But she would know the rules, 
she would be able to find work easily with her waitressing skills, and the cost of living was low 
enough that she could support herself on minimum wage plus tips.  
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 Little did she know that as she boarded a Greyhound bus in Chicago bound for 
Tennessee, that her driver was a diamond in the rough. We all know these kind of men. They 
are kind and good providers, but in the looks department not likely to be featured on an 
upcoming episode of “The Bachelor.” Her driver noticed her and gave her extra help with her 
suitcases. He showed her compassion, inviting her to sit near his seat so they could chat as he 
drove her back home through the night. By the time they arrived at her all-night diner 
destination, which was near where he lived, he asked her if she would like to meet up with him 
for coffee later that morning at the same diner.  

 She did, and about a year after they met on a Greyhound bus, they called our United 
Methodist Church to see if they could get married there. His elderly mother lived nearby and 
was too frail to travel to Tennessee. Their non-member wedding request came to me to access 
and to decide. At our one planning meeting, they told me their story that I just told you, and 
then the groom looked me straight in the eye and said, “We only have $400 for this wedding. 
Will you do it for that?”   

 The church’s primary organist, custodian, and I did their wedding for $400, my usual 
honorarium for event weddings in adapted barns venues where the bride’s dress alone often 
costs over a thousand dollars. Their immediate family members were their only guests, about 
twenty people. We used the church’s old chapel where we could set up a table for their cake 
and coffee reception at the back of the room. The bride was radiant in her altered Goodwill 
wedding gown. The bus driver wore a borrowed suit with a glow every woman hopes her 
daughter’s groom would have. His mom was thrilled that she could attend the wedding. What 
sticks with me most is the profound joy they shared as the ritual of a wedding was the 
celebration of their marriage.  

 All weddings have similarities: a couple, vows, and meal, even if it is just cake and 
coffee. But it seems that when the wedding as an event is more important than the marriage a 
wedding celebrates, the likelihood of success is slim.  

 Going back to our gospel reading, if Jesus would have stopped his parable when the 
street guests arrived at the wedding feast, that would be comforting for us. We can easily 
imagine ourselves as guests at the wedding feast. But Jesus did not stop there, he went on to 
talk about a guest who refused to dress appropriately.  It seems to be a warning to all of us 
who can imagine ourselves as wedding guests about not being “that guest.”  

 When he told this parable, Jesus was standing in the Temple courtyard. With him were 
both his followers and the High Priest along with the Temple elders. The two parables told 
right before this one were clearly aimed at the self-righteous Temple elite. The pivot in this 
parable to the guest ejected for inappropriate apparel is not a warning to the High Priest and 
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his men but to Jesus’ followers who earlier in the day had waved their palm branches while 
shouting “Hosana!” (See Matthew 21.) Jesus is talking about something other than wedding 
fashion. He seems to be saying “Watch out! You can easily get an attitude just like theirs!”  

How then does one guard against being the guest that will be rejected? Perhaps the link 
between this parable and the most underlined passage in electronic Bibles today is attitude:  

Don’t worry about being rejected. 

 That is right do not worry about being rejected, especially by God. As Paul wrote, 
“Don’t worry about anything. Instead pray about everything. Tell God your needs and thank 
God for his answers.”  (My memorized summary of Philippians 4:4-9) We know that the guest 
who was rejected did not wear the appropriate clothes. But what we do not know is what were 
the other guests who got to stay and finish the feast wearing? Were they wearing fine fashions 
from the bridal store? Or were they wearing either a Goodwill dress or a borrowed suit? More 
importantly, did the guests in secondhand clothes have the attitude of gratitude for the banquet 
itself?  

 There is enough silence in Jesus’ parable that a spiritually informed mind can imagine 
there was very real spiritual and physical hunger among those street people who followed Jesus 
into the Temple courtyard. Among them were women the high priest referred to as 
prostitutes. Do you have any idea how hungry a person needs to be to turn to prostitution just 
to get dinner on the table? Do you think a person begs without hoping to never beg again? Do 
you think these people don’t pray?  

 Tell God your needs and don’t forget say thank you for surprising answers. 

 Once an abused woman had a dream of leaving her abuser. Nursing her bruises, she 
dared to dream of leaving. She began to wonder, how can I? She often muttered a short 
prayer, “God help me.”  In a woman’s restroom, she read a small poster over the toilet paper, 
“If you are not safe at home, we can help.” There was a phone number. She wrote it down 
and called while her abuser was gambling at the bar once again.  

 The woman who answered her call listened and helped her find her exit plan. She 
needed a budget, enough money to take a Greyhound back to her hometown. Again, she 
prayer, “God help me.” Here and their money began to show up. Not through her paycheck, 
that had to be handed over to her abuser. But at the laundry mat in the bottom of the dryer. 
Dropped by the shopping cart rack in the parking lot of the grocery story. Like manna from 
heaven these small bills came to her and she hid them in a place she knew he would never 
look.  
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 One day, she had enough money, stuffed her suitcase, and ran for the Greyhound 
station while he was “out with the boys.” She told no one other than God anything. As she 
was finally on the Greyhound rolling down the interstate to Chicago, she prayed “Thank you, 
Lord.” At the Chicago terminal, she had just minutes to get to her bus back home. As she 
wrestled with her suitcase, the kind driver gave her a hand. It had been so long since a man had 
been kind, she was effusive in her thanks. They kept chatting. She sat near his seat so they 
could keep chatting as the bus went from one small town diner to the next. He asked her to 
wait at her diner and join him for coffee.  

 One thing led to another, until one day they were in Goodwill when she saw her 
wedding dress. He bought it for her and said “Let’s find a preacher so my mom can see us get 
married.”  

 Tell God your needs. Thank God for his answers. And then enjoy your seat at his 
Son’s wedding feast!  

 Amen.  


