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March 8, 2015 – (Lent 3, Mat) 

Sermon Text – Matthew 22:1-14 

 

- [Jesus said,] “…Those slaves went out into the streets and gathered all whom they 

found, both good and bad; so the wedding hall was filled with guests.  But when the 

king came in to see the guests, he noticed a man there who was not wearing a wed-

ding robe, and he said to him, 'Friend, how did you get in here without a wedding 

robe?' And he was speechless.  Then the king said to the attendants, 'Bind him hand 

and foot, and throw him into the outer darkness, where there will be weeping and 

gnashing of teeth.'  For many are called, but few are chosen." - 

 

 When he was younger, my grandson, the one I sometimes call our family’s 

resident theologian, put his hands defiantly on his hips and explained to his mother in 

no uncertain terms, “You’re not the boss of me!”  I believe you can probably under-

stand what he was talking about.  We all understand it.  We all have this wild streak of 

independence in us that believes, or at least hopes, that we are our own bosses.  We 

don’t need anyone else making our decisions for us or telling us what to do.  It’s a 

condition with which we are born.  We call it original sin.  And, try as we might, we 

cannot escape from it.  In our lesson for today, Jesus tells the story of a king who 

gave a wedding banquet for his son.  He invited his guests, prepared the meal, 

decorated the banquet hall, put out all the best china and silver, and then sent his 

servants to round up those who had been invited; but, they did not come.  They 

refused the king’s invitation.  They didn’t take it seriously.  Instead, they put their 

hands defiantly on their hips and said in no uncertain terms, “You’re not the boss of 

me!”  Then they went away to their farms or their businesses or they mistreated the 

king’s servants in their show of disrespect.  The king is angry.  The king is furious.  The 

king will teach them a lesson.  He sends his troops to destroy their village.  Defiance is 
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not such a good strategy for dealing with a king. 

 

 It’s probably not so good when dealing with a mother either.  To me, the more 

interesting part of my grandson’s statement was that he didn’t stop with his statement 

of newly discovered liberation.  After showing his defiance with the statement, 

“You’re not the boss of me,” he followed that up with the concession that he is not the 

one in charge either.  He said quite simply, “God is the boss of me.”  Now, this may 

sound naïve to some of you.  It may sound childish or simplistic, but it is a confession 

of faith.  It is a statement of trust.  It is an acknowledgement of the one who is the ruler 

of all things including each one of us.  When the king sees his banquet hall empty 

and his wonderful feast going to waste, he issues another order.  “Go,” he tells his 

servants, “Get everybody, anyone who will come.  Bring them to the banquet hall.  

Provide everyone with a robe.  Bring them in to share my joy and happiness.”  So, the 

servants go and get everyone they can find and invite them to the feast.  All are 

welcome.  All are included.  All share a part of the king’s joy.  And the king’s banquet 

hall is filled with those, previously uninvited, who are now filled with delight at the 

prospect of feasting with the king. 

 

 But then, the king comes into the banquet hall and finds someone who is not 

wearing the proper attire.  Brenda and I once received an invitation to a “Rock Star” 

banquet.  In the invitation, it was made very clear that “Rock Star” attire would be 

acceptable, and even recommended, for the occasion.  Immediately, we began a 

debate.  “What does ‘rock star’ attire look like?  How should we dress in order to 
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honor the desires of the people planning the occasion?  A suit and tie seemed a little 

stuffy and formal.  Should we find something that’s all “glitz and glam,” like Prince or 

Beyonce might wear?  Shall we go for “the outrageous,” like Lady Gaga?  Or shall we 

try something a little “less showy,” a little “more classic,” like Paul McCartney or the 

Eagles.  Or maybe we should be tearing holes in the knees of our jeans and looking 

for an old t-shirt we could “dirty up,” so that we could go as grunge rockers.  You get 

the idea.  If we are to honor the one who sends the invitation, then we need to show 

our respect by wearing the proper clothing.  That’s what gets the one poor guest at 

the king’s banquet in trouble.  He is invited.  He is welcome.  He is expected to share 

in the joyous feast of the king.  But, he does not honor or respect the authority of the 

king.  Therefore, he is to be removed from the party and thrown out into “the outer 

darkness, where there is weeping and gnashing of teeth.” 

 

 The point is this:  All are invited into God’s kingdom.  All are welcome at God’s 

banquet.  All are expected to share the joy of God’s feast.  But that does not mean 

that there are no rules.  There are still rules to be followed.  There are still behaviors 

that are expected.  There are still attitudes that are appropriate.  And anytime the first 

part of my grandson’s statement tries to overpower the second part, then someone 

has to step in.  God has to take us down a notch.  God has to bring us back to reality.  

God has to remind us that God is in charge, not us.  I want to pause here to say a 

word to Sophia.  You probably know that what I’ve been saying about my grandson 

doesn’t apply to you yet.  Right now, you’re probably pretty much the boss of things 
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in your world.  That’s the way babies are.  They get to call the shots.  They have 

needs.  They have to be cared for.  So, right now, you’re the center of your family’s 

universe and we wouldn’t want it any other way.  Today, you’re getting baptized.  

That’s a lot like saying “Yes” to the king’s invitation.  You should know that you are 

always welcome in the king’s house, at the king’s table, around the king’s throne.  In 

baptism, you are being clothed for the party in the righteous robe that comes from 

knowing our Lord Jesus.  It is given to you as a gift, so that you will always be properly 

attired.  We expect that you will learn to wear it well as you join us in the celebration.  

But, it will not always be so.  The day will come when you will want to assert your 

independence, when you will want to show your defiance, when you will want to 

demonstrate that you are your own boss.  We all do it.  It’s a part of who we are.  Then 

you’ll need a reminder, just like all the rest of us.  We don’t make the rules.  We live by 

God’s rules.  We don’t judge the rules.  We learn how to listen to the rules.  We don’t 

decide how to enforce the rules.  We learn how to live by them in the joy of God’s 

kingdom.  God will decide.  God will judge.  God will enforce.  God will make sure 

that everything is done right.  What we know is that we all are invited.  All of us are 

welcome.  All of us are expected to share in God’s joy.  And it is our job to do 

everything that we can do to make it so. 

         Amen.  


