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Luke 14:1-24 

One Sabbath, when Jesus went to eat in the house of a prominent Pharisee, he was 

being carefully watched.  There in front of him was a man suffering from abnormal 

swelling of his body.  Jesus asked the Pharisees and experts in the law, “Is it lawful to 

heal on the Sabbath or not?”  But they remained silent. So taking hold of the man, 

he healed him and sent him on his way. 

Then he asked them, “If one of you has a child or an ox that falls into a well on the 

Sabbath day, will you not immediately pull it out?”  And they had nothing to say. 

When he noticed how the guests picked the places of honor at the table, he told 

them this parable:  “When someone invites you to a wedding feast, do not take the 

place of honor, for a person more distinguished than you may have been invited.   If 

so, the host who invited both of you will come and say to you, ‘Give this person your 

seat.’ Then, humiliated, you will have to take the least important place.   But when 

you are invited, take the lowest place, so that when your host comes, he will say to 

you, ‘Friend, move up to a better place.’ Then you will be honored in the presence 

of all the other guests.   For all those who exalt themselves will be humbled, and 

those who humble themselves will be exalted.” 

Then Jesus said to his host, “When you give a luncheon or dinner, do not invite 

your friends, your brothers or sisters, your relatives, or your rich neighbors; if you 

do, they may invite you back and so you will be repaid.   But when you give a 

banquet, invite the poor, the crippled, the lame, the blind,  and you will be blessed. 

Although they cannot repay you, you will be repaid at the resurrection of the 

righteous.” 

When one of those at the table with him heard this, he said to Jesus, “Blessed is the 

one who will eat at the feast in the kingdom of God.” 

 Jesus replied: “A certain man was preparing a great banquet and invited many 

guests.  At the time of the banquet he sent his servant to tell those who had been 

invited, ‘Come, for everything is now ready.’ 

 “But they all alike began to make excuses. The first said, ‘I have just bought a field, 

and I must go and see it. Please excuse me.’ 

 “Another said, ‘I have just bought five yoke of oxen, and I’m on my way to try them 

out. Please excuse me.’ 

“Still another said, ‘I just got married, so I can’t come.’ 
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 “The servant came back and reported this to his master. Then the owner of the 

house became angry and ordered his servant, ‘Go out quickly into the streets and 

alleys of the town and bring in the poor, the crippled, the blind and the lame.’ 

“‘Sir,’ the servant said, ‘what you ordered has been done, but there is still room.’ 

“Then the master told his servant, ‘Go out to the roads and country lanes and 

compel them to come in, so that my house will be full.   I tell you, not one of those 

who were invited will get a taste of my banquet.’” 

 

Meditation: 

Hight atop the snow-capped peaks of Mount Hermon, the Jordan River trickles into 

existence. Fed along the way by tributaries from surrounding mountains, the Jordan 

flows southward for some two hundred miles, filling the Sea of Galilee, watering the 

Jordan Valley, and pooling finally into the lowest point on earth, the Dead Sea. 

Were it not for that river and its tributaries, Palestine would be a wasteland. 

Gazing sleepily over the Jordan Valley, the sun breathes a final Friday afternoon sigh 

before retiring behind the hills. In a Perean city on the eastern side of the Jordan, 

shops lining the streets have already closed. 

People hurry home to celebrate the Sabbath meal with family and friends, breezing 

past other people who are in no hurry. People who have no Sabbath in their lives to 

celebrate. People of the street who have fallen through the cracks of society. People 

whose lives are ever-widening gullies of hopelessness and despair. 

Overlooking those eroding gullies of  humanity is the hilltop home of a  prominent  

Pharisee. Jesus  has been invited  there for  dinner. The other guests include a few 

less prominent Pharisees and a group of  legal experts trained in the rigors of 

Levitical law. 

In keeping with the long-standing custom of eastern hospitality, the door to this 

dinner party is also open to outsiders. As long as they aren’t a distraction, they are 
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welcome to sit around the periphery of the room and listen to the table talk and 

maybe help dispose of any leftovers. 

One of those outsiders is a man with dropsy. The failing pump of his heart has 

caused his legs to swell, and the excessive fluid makes his movements slow and 

awkward. 

The man is short of breath from trudging up the hill. But he has heard such stories 

about this Jesus, and if only a fraction of them are true, it would have been well 

worth the climb. He hobbles toward Jesus, his drop-foot trailing limply behind him. 

But as he does, he stumbles and falls. 

Jesus looks down at the man, then at the legal experts. And he poses a question to 

see just how well-schooled they really are. 

“Is it lawful to heal on the Sabbath or not? ” 

During their awkward schoolboy silence Jesus takes hold of the man and pulls him 

up. And by the time the man reaches his feet, he is healed. 

Now that Jesus has everybody’s attention, he asks another question: “If one of you 

has a son or an ox that falls into a well on the Sabbath day, will you not immediately 

pull him out?” 

The answer to that question answers the previous one. If you could pull an animal 

out of a well on the Sabbath, surely you could pull a man out of the valley of 

suffering he had fallen into. But no one wants to chance being made a fool of in 

front of such a distinguished group, so no one answers. 

Interrupting the awkward moment, the host calls everyone to  the table. The men 

fan out around the U-shaped table. At the head of the table, located at the outer 

curve of the U, is the place where the most honored guest sits. To the right and left 

of it are places for the next honored guests, and so forth, in descending order of 

importance down the table. 

While Jesus watches, the dinner guests jockey for position, quick to secure for 

themselves the places of greatest honor. It would be a humorous scene if it weren’t 

such a pathetic one. Grown men so insecure. So, status conscious. So preoccupied 

with such petty things. 

Jesus casually takes the seat that is left and then tells them a parable. He tells them 

that the lowliest place at the table is not only the safest one from embarrassment but 
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the surest one for advancement. “For everyone who exalts himself will be humbled, 

and he who humbles himself will be exalted.” 

But in their petty world, advancement comes by rubbing shoulders with the right 

people. And you rub shoulders with the right people by securing the right seats at the 

right banquets. All these right moves, though, add up to something very, very wrong. 

And Jesus turns to his host to tell him so. 

Give banquets for those who need them most, Jesus tells him. For those sentenced 

to the streets. For those abandoned to the alleyways. For those who can only afford 

to repay you with a simple “thank you” or a heartfelt “God bless you.” 

Sensing Jesus’ disapproval of his guest list, the host tenses up. A chasm of silence 

ensues, which one of the guests tries to bridge by smoothly transitioning the topic of 

conversation: “Blessed is the man who will eat at the feast in the kingdom of God.” 

Jesus then turns to the man with the pious platitudes and tells him a parable that 

reveals the guest list to that feast: those who have been forsaken in the streets, those 

who have been forgotten in the alleys, and those who have been forced to live on the 

outer fringes of their society. 

Blessed indeed are those who will eat at the feast in the kingdom of God. But it 

won’t be any of the men sitting around the table of the Pharisee. They’re too 

preoccupied with petty things to even hear the invitation. 

As we observe the events of that Sabbath evening, we see in the back- ground the 

landscape of God’s kingdom. Look closely. A man with dropsy lies on the floor. A 

message has been given about how the lowly will be exalted. A mandate has been 

issued to host banquets for the lowly. A mystery has been disclosed, revealing that 

the kingdom of God will be built upon the lowest substrata of society. 

Like Palestine, the landscape of God’s kingdom is sloped so that its river flows to the 

lowest valleys. 

The valleys are people those lives are eroding away. The river is mercy. 

It flows freely to heal a man with dropsy . . . to host a banquet for the poor . . . to 

herald a kingdom for those whose only citizenship is the street. 

And were it not for that river, the world would be a wasteland. 
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Questions: 

1. What is the best excuse for not doing homework that you have heard or used? 

2. What excuse have you used to get out of doing “God” things? 

3. Why do you suppose the people in the parable did not want to attend the   

banquet? 

4. What secret of the Kingdom of God is revealed in this passage? 

5. What did you find interesting or insightful in this scripture or meditation?                                                                                                  

 

Prayer: 

Dear Lord, you who had nowhere to lay your head, have mercy on those who have 

nowhere to lay theirs. Have mercy on those whose only home is the shelter of a 

cardboard box and whose only possessions are stuffed into a shopping cart. 

You who experienced the hunger of the wilderness, be with them in their hunger 

and in the wilderness they are experiencing. Have mercy on those whose only 

sustenance comes from the kettle of a soup kitchen or from the kindness of a few 

strangers on the street. 

You who were a man of sorrows, comfort them in theirs. Have mercy on those who 

look back on their lives with regret and remorse and grief. 

As I read your Word, help me to see the landscape of your kingdom in the 

background. Help me to see that it is sloped toward those whose lives have become 

ever-widening valleys of hopelessness and despair. 

Keep me from being removed from the depths of their suffering or from ever 

looking down on them, no matter how high I ascend in my social or economic or 

professional standing. But rather, Lord, melt my heart so I could be a river of mercy 

in their lives. . . . 


