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September 1, 2013 

Hebrews 13:1-8, 15-16 

Luke 14:7-14    Where are you going to sit? 

 

It was the table that everyone wanted to sit at. The table that was in the 

back corner of the cafeteria where all the older kids congregated.  The 

cool ones. The ones with the cool clothes. And the cool attitudes. Who 

did cool things and said cool things. Who were both feared and 

respected. As was the table at which they sat. It too deserved respect. It 

was best not to get too close. It was best to not to even make eye contact. 

Unless you had received a specific invitation to sit there. And I never 

received that invitation. I was not cool. I was the opposite of cool. I was 

in the band and the drama club and the Academic team. My jeans were 

bought at JCPenneys. And I was not cute or thin. Not like the cool 

people who were all beautiful. And athletic. And got their jeans at 

Dillards. And liked all the cool things you were supposed to like in 

1993. Nirvana and Pearl Jam. Beavis and Butthead and Beverly Hills 

90210, the original series. They had the right hair and the right shoes and 

the right grungy, flannel shirts. They were cool and so was their table. 
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You could pretend you didn’t want to sit at that table. You could pretend 

you didn’t care; that you didn’t care what the cool kids were doing or 

saying, but you did. You did care. Because everyone did. Everyone 

cared because the cool kids who decided everything important. At that 

table they decided what the prom theme was going to be and who would 

be in the homecoming court and who was going to be on student 

council. They decided who was in and who was out. Everything that 

mattered happened at that table. To sit there was to be the ruler of the 

known universe. To sit there, was to be on top of the high school world. 

It reminds me of a commercial I saw recently.  An older sister is 

coaching her younger brother through his first day in high school. She is 

giving advice about teachers and cafeteria food. And as he looks for a 

spot in the lunchroom, she tells him, Remember, where you sit will 

affect your entire year. 

I remember making that decision in high school about where to sit. And 

my heart goes out to all the high schoolers who have to do it now. Who 

are choosing where they will sit. Knowing that this is of the utmost 

importance. Hoping that eventually they will be sitting at the cool table, 
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but now under no circumstances whatsoever, should they even attempt 

to sit there now. Because very loudly and very publicly, they will be told 

to go sit somewhere else and because of embarrassment, they will have 

to eat in the janitor’s closet for the rest of the semester. But until you get 

to the cool table, you’ve got to pick a table that will put you on the road 

to being cool. It can’t be one that’s too nerdy. Or full of stoners and 

smokers. Or kids wearing boy band shirts. Yeesh. And definitely not the 

table with the special ed kids. You’ve got to pick your table. You’ve got 

to pick your life. Where are you going to sit? 

Even in Jesus’ time, people had to decide where they were going to sit. 

Even in Jesus’ day, it was very much like high school. There was the 

cool table where everyone wanted to sit. And the cool people that 

everyone needed to know and wanted to impress. And you had to work 

your way up to those seats. You couldn’t just go and sit with them 

because very loudly and very publicly, you would be asked to go sit 

somewhere else. So you were always working and worrying and trying 

to get to those privileged seats of power. 
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In Jesus’ day, where you sat was extremely important. It told everyone 

what your status was. It showed everyone your importance in the social 

hierarchy. Meals were the events where it was all carefully displayed. 

Everyone could see how much you mattered in the world. “Oh my, 

Marcus is sitting next to the Roman procurator! Well, well, well, I had 

no idea he had such connections! Ah, but look, at Julius; he is all the 

way down there by that used camel salesman from Caesarea. I guess 

someone has stopped making an impression.” Where you sat mattered. 

Who you sat next to mattered. Because during these meals, decisions 

were made. Deals were sealed. Political alliances were formed. Banquets 

weren’t just for eating. They were for networking. For schmoozing. For 

working your way up in the world of the elite, the powerful, the movers 

and shakers, the cool people. 

Sometimes Jesus got invited to eat with the cool table. He got to go to 

their banquets. Jesus spent a lot of time eating with people in the gospel 

of Luke. Every time you turn around he’s at a dinner somewhere. With 

cool people and uncool people. It was kind of a joke among the 

Pharisees. “Ha. Jesus.,” they would say, “He’ll eat with anyone. Sinners. 
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Tax collectors. Gentiles. Humph. There’s no accounting for taste.”  

Jesus didn’t mind who he ate with. He didn’t care what table he sat at. 

He would break bread with anyone. And drink wine at any party. He 

would go if they were serving miso-crusted Chilean sea bass. Or hot 

dogs. It didn’t matter. It seems like all that mattered to Jesus was eating 

with people. Because when people shared a meal, they shared a bit of 

themselves. People become real to one another. The exalted were 

humbled and the humbled were exalted. Walls came broken down. 

Divisions were healed. At the table, communion happened. 

But the world didn’t like Jesus’ disregard for privilege and power. Even 

now, the world wants to know where you sit. It wants to know that you 

care about what they decide is important. That table of cool people is 

still there for all of us. It’s not just for high school cafeterias. It appears 

at work conferences. It appears at tailgating. It’s there at community 

functions. And at neighborhood cookouts. And at family reunions. And 

at church suppers and summer camps and afterschool programs. The 

cool table is always there. Captivating us, absorbing all of our time and 

energy to the pursuit of what’s popular. Making us always think about 
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where we want to sit. Don’t you want to be cool? Don’t you want others 

to like you?  Pick out those first-day-of school clothes carefully. Pick 

whose fashionable to hang out with.  Do whatever it takes to impress 

those in charge. Everyone is judging you and who you know. They are 

judging what you have and what you say and what you believe. Where 

are you sitting in the cafeteria? 

So where are we trying to sit? Is it the cool table that we are striving for? 

Or is it a seat at the table in the Kingdom of God? Jesus says that the 

exalted will be humbled and the humbled will be exalted. Where we sit 

during this life won’t matter in the end. We might gain the world, but 

what happens if we lose our souls in the process? What matters most, 

Jesus says, is that we matter to God. And that God, who is the Alpha and 

the Omega, the beginning and the end, the exalted and the almighty who 

sits on the best seat in the universe, willing gives up his seat for us. In 

Jesus, God moves down lower so we can move up higher. So we can eat 

with God and have communion with God. That’s the kind of seat Jesus 

invites us to take. A seat at his table. 
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So where do we want to sit? Is there a cool table for us? And what does 

it look like? I admit that there is a cool table in my head. A cool table 

where I want to sit, where I would be popular and important. And I feel 

it when one minister brags to me that his children’s ministry is bursting 

at the seams. “Honestly, Mary, we just don’t know what to do! Our 

church is just so popular with the young people.” Humph. Another 

pastor tells me amazing stories of taking mission trips to a Native 

American Reservation in South Dakota and another to Honduras where 

he had amazing experiences of God. Humph. Another is writing a very 

successful, insightful blog and she always sounds so wise and confident 

and she is talking to publishers. Humph. They are cool. The world is 

paying attention to them. Maybe if I did more marketing. Or targeted 

certain demographics. Or wrote a book. Or hired a band. Or did things 

that were cooler then maybe I would be cool and what I did would be 

cool and the cool people would want to come here to my church and we 

would be even cooler. Because this would be the table where the cool 

kids ate. 
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But then Jesus points me to the communion table. And whispers in my 

ear; Mary, those who exalt themselves will be humbled. And those who 

humble themselves will be exalted. Remember, I came to seek and save 

the lost. Wherever they are. This church isn’t here to be popular or cool. 

It’s not your church. And this isn’t your table. The communion you have 

here isn’t a communion with being cool. It’s communion with me. Jesus. 

And I want everyone to come and sit at my table and eat my bread and 

drink from my cup. The cool kids and the not so cool. Especially the not 

so cool. The poor, the crippled, the lame and the blind. I especially want 

them. Do you get that? I want to be with the not so important and make a 

place of them. I want to eat with the nerds. And the stoners. And the 

ones wearing boy band shirts. And the kids in special ed. I want to eat 

with them. As well as the cool kids. Because they are all cool to me, and 

beloved and precious.  

This past Wednesday at 3pm, Sally Kinnaird rang the church bell. 

Churches all over the country did it to commemorate the 50
th

 

anniversary of the March on Washington and Dr. Martin Luther King 

Jr’s I Have a Dream speech. I have a dream, he said, that one day on the 
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red hills of Georgia the sons of former slaves and the sons of former 

slave owners will be able to sit down together at a table of brotherhood. 

People weren’t sitting at the same table.  Black folks were not welcome 

at lunch counters. They were turned away from restaurants. They were 

asked to leave hotels. They were not allowed at the table. And now, 

Who is not welcome at the table? Who is being ignored? Who is being 

kept away? Who, right now, is being overlooking in order to be popular 

and please those in power? What kind of a table do we have and where 

are we trying to sit? 

We sit at Jesus’ table. We eat with him and all those he invites. This is a 

foretaste of the banquet to come. Where all our hunger and thirst will be 

satisfied. And we will all sit a bit lower to let others sit a little higher. 

And we will share what we have and we will become real to each other. 

And God will be real to us. You’ll have the best opportunity to 

experience that next week at our Community Service, where young and 

old, black and white will worship together and have Communion. Then 

sit down together for a potluck. And I’m telling you, it’s like eating in 
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the Kingdom of God. So why don’t you come? Come to the Lord’s 

table. Come and find your seat and get a foretaste of the feast to come. 


