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Service of Worship 
September 1, 2019 
Westminster Presbyterian Church 
Greenwood, SC 

By Faith: We Can Share the Gift 
Hebrews 13:1-8, 15-16 
Luke 14:1, 7-14 

 

First Reading, Hebrews 13:1-8, 15-16 

1Let mutual love continue.  

2Do not neglect to show hospitality to strangers, for by doing that some have 

entertained angels without knowing it.  

3Remember those who are in prison, as though you were in prison with them; those 

who are being tortured, as though you yourselves were being tortured.  

4Let marriage be held in honor by all, and let the marriage bed be kept undefiled; 

for God will judge fornicators and adulterers.  

5Keep your lives free from the love of money, and be content with what you have; 

for he has said, "I will never leave you or forsake you." 6So we can say with 

confidence, "The Lord is my helper; I will not be afraid. What can anyone do to 

me?"  

7Remember your leaders, those who spoke the word of God to you; consider the 

outcome of their way of life, and imitate their faith.  

8Jesus Christ is the same yesterday and today and forever. 15Through him, then, let 

us continually offer a sacrifice of praise to God, that is, the fruit of lips that confess 

his name. 16Do not neglect to do good and to share what you have, for such 

sacrifices are pleasing to God.  
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Sarah’s portrait in front of us today, reminds us where our faith journey began, 

when God’s promises had only been spoken and not yet realized.  Through the 

unfolding of generations, we have been the recipients of a great gift, the gift of 

faith.   

It is Sarah and Abraham to whom the writer of Hebrews is referring in his 

instructions to his generation of faith bearers, when he says, “Do not neglect to 

welcome strangers, for in so doing, some have entertained angels.” 

Today we come remembering the litany of faith bearers that have gone before us, 

remembering how by faith they stepped out from the familiar into the unknown, 

how they, by faith, persevered tenaciously through hardship, how they by faith 

were set free to love one another.  We come in the joy and wonder of this gift, that 

is our inheritance, wondering how we might hold it well and share it generously as 

we peek into the hope and continue the race that is set before us. 

The writer of Hebrews gives us good instructions: 

• Keep loving one another. 

• But don’t forget to welcome strangers. 

• Remember those who are in prisons of iron and steel, or poverty and 

injustice, or depression and anxiety.  Remember those who are tortured by 

chronic illness, or persistent pain, or unpaid bills. 

• Demonstrate faithfulness in marriage. 

• Be content with what you have.  It is enough, for God will meet your needs. 
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• Remember Christ, the same yesterday, today and tomorrow…. And through 

him never neglect to do good and to share what you have, for this is the 

sacrifice that is pleasing to God. 

In our gospel lesson for today, Jesus shows us what this looks like. 

Listen now for the word of God to us. 

Gospel: Luke 14:1, 7-15 

1On one occasion when Jesus was going to the house of a leader of the Pharisees to 

eat a meal on the sabbath, they were watching him closely.  

7When he noticed how the guests chose the places of honor, he told them a parable. 
8"When you are invited by someone to a wedding banquet, do not sit down at the 

place of honor, in case someone more distinguished than you has been invited by 

your host; 9and the host who invited both of you may come and say to you, 'Give 

this person your place', and then in disgrace you would start to take the lowest 

place. 10But when you are invited, go and sit down at the lowest place, so that 

when your host comes, he may say to you, 'Friend, move up higher'; then you will 

be honored in the presence of all who sit at the table with you. 11For all who exalt 

themselves will be humbled, and those who humble themselves will be exalted."  

12He said also to the one who had invited him, "When you give a luncheon or a 

dinner, do not invite your friends or your brothers or your relatives or rich 

neighbors, in case they may invite you in return, and you would be repaid. 13But 

when you give a banquet, invite the poor, the crippled, the lame, and the blind. 
14And you will be blessed, because they cannot repay you, for you will be repaid at 

the resurrection of the righteous."  
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One of the dinner guests, on hearing this, said to him, “Blessed is anyone who will 

eat bread in the kingdom of God!” 

This is the word of the Lord.  Thanks be to God. 

Let us pray.  May the words of my mouth and the meditations of our hearts be 

acceptable in your sight, O, God our rock and our redeemer. 

Table Manners 

I was raised in Atlanta, in a well-mannered southern home.  Early on my sisters 

and I were taught to say, “please,” and “thank-you,” “yes, ma’am” and “no, sir.”  

We knew how to set a proper table, fork on the left, knife on the right.  Our seats 

had no sooner hit the chair than our napkins hit our in our laps.  And when it was 

time to leave the table, we asked the head of the table, our father, if we might be 

excused.   

Over in Augusta, GA, Phillip’s parents were raising him and his five brothers to 

practice similar manners, plus a few more that I was quick to learn as guest, and 

careful to practice as mother of the next generation Dennises.  On my first visit to 

Phillip’s home in Augusta, I was delighted when Phillip’s dad pulled my chair out 

for me.  Phillip coached me ahead of time to not refuse seconds saying that I was 

full, but rather to politely decline saying, “No thank you, I am satisfied.”  Even 

Phillip’s youngest brothers knew that they ought never wipe their mouths but 

gently pat away any milk moustaches that might have formed on their upper lips.   

Our text for today notes that the Pharisees who invited Jesus home for “Sabbath 

Supper” were watching him like a boy’s momma might watch a potential daughter-

in-law.  And once again, Jesus has the bad manners to heal on the sabbath.  The 
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lectionary skipped that part, because it was pretty much like what Jesus did last 

sabbath, when he healed that woman in the synagogue. 

But the Pharisees were not the only watching closely.  Jesus was doing some 

careful observation of his own.  And could not help but school first the gathered 

guests and then even his host on proper etiquette for those seeking not just to pay 

lip service, but to bear fruit for the kingdom of God.  Jesus’ commentary on the 

behavior of the guests and the hospitality of the host reads something like a one-

star Yelp review.  “Although an upscale establishment, the atmosphere at Pharisee 

Phil’s is chaotic.  Diners push and shove their way to the best seats only to be 

humiliated by their host who asks them to move down the table making room for 

more highly esteemed guests.  The poor and the lame, the blind and the crippled 

were given no seats at all, but were left to fend for themselves.  Wise diners would 

do better to head down the road to the Blessed Bistro.  It doesn’t look like much, 

but you can hear the laughter from the street.  Peek inside the open front door and 

you will see the host pouring water in the glasses of his guests, children and 

grandmas, the beggars and convicts, helpers and the helpless.  The smell of the 

fresh baked bread will make your mouth water.  Everyone agrees how good it is to 

eat bread at the Blessed Bistro!” 

 

Kathleen Watkins was my Bible Buddy this week.  When we met to talk about the 

scriptures for today, we took some time looking at “Nighthawks,” the Edward 

Hopper painting printed in your bulletin.i  The starkness of the scene and the 

isolation of the diner guests reminded us of people today, whose bellies are full but 

who are still hungry for companionship. Companions, people with whom we share 

“pan,” bread.  We eat in our cars.  We eat at our desks.  We eat in front of our TVs.  

We eat at a big communal table at the coffee shop, connecting not with each other, 
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but with our devices.  Kathleen reminded me of the good work of Meals on 

Wheels, that not only brings a meal to elderly folk each day, but provides daily 

human contact, someone to talk to, someone to expect, someone to make sure you 

are doing okay, a companion. 

Jesus was not a timid guest, willing to accept the cultural norms of the day.  No, 

Jesus was a table turner.   When his disciples wanted to send the crowd’s away to 

buy their own bread, Jesus said, “No, you feed them.”  When Martha asked him to 

tell Mary to come help her in the kitchen, Jesus said, “No Martha, Mary is right 

where she needs to be.”  When invited to an elite party at Pharisee Phil’s, Jesus 

takes note not of the “who’s who” that are there, but the have nots who aren’t.   

 

He advises guests and hosts alike to humble themselves, make space for the 

stranger, for those who hunger for the fellowship of this table. Taking a second 

look at “Nighthawks,” I am as taken by the possibilities as I am disturbed by the 

reality.    I imagine that the bar keep knows everyone by name.  We can’t see it, 

but he is cutting pie behind the counter, cherry I think, while he asks Fred about his 

brother who’s been sick.  Someone headed home to their empty apartment sees the 

light pouring out from the all-night diner and stops in.  She turns out her purse, but 

doesn’t have the price even of a cup of coffee.  That’s okay.  A steaming cup is put 

into her hands along with a slice of still warm pie.  Another comes and another, 

until stories and laughter fill the place, and the fellow with his back to us, gets up, 

takes off his jacket, ties on an apron and starts brewing another pot of coffee.  One 

offers a song and another a story.  One offers a listening ear and another a helping 

hand.  And as each one leaves, they take a bit of the light with them, you can see it 

lighting up that dark window to the left, walking hand in hand down the alley way, 
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carried in take-out containers and to go cups down the street to the prison, up the 

steps of city hall, and out into the school yard. 

 

I married into a family with distinctive ways.  I have learned to pat my mouth 

rather than wipe it, to wait for my seat to be pulled out, and to never be so crass as 

to say that I am full, and I have learned to relish the BPOM. You can tell the 

maturity of a child by the point at which he or she begins enjoying the BPOM.  It’s 

like when a child is required to take a “no thank you helping” of brussels sprouts 

until one day he finally decides they are actually quite tasty.  The BPOM is the 

“Best Part of the Meal.”  It is the part of the meal when dirty dishes are ignored 

while the conversation continues over cups and cups of coffee.  Stories are told, 

and retold.  Arguments are hashed and rehashed.  Ideas are shared and plans are 

made. 

We haven’t eaten yet, but we have tasted it.  We have sat at kingdom tables before 

and we can see the hope of it on the horizon.  I’d like to invite you into something 

that might seem strange and uncomfortable at first, but it might become your 

favorite part of the service.  I’d like to invite you to some BPOM, a time of 

conversation with your fellow table guests.  Find a partner you didn’t come with 

today and talk about a time when you have eaten bread in the kingdom of God, a 

time when a simple meal became a feast, when you were an unexpected guest, 

when you welcomed a stranger and found yourself entertaining an angel.  Tell your 

story to your partner and listen to theirs.  And then together think about who is not 

here and how we might make space for them, at this table or in our prayers.  Share 

your dreams and make some plans.  Use that blank space in your bulletin to doodle 

your thoughts, to sketch out the possibilities.  Add people to the diner scene.  Who 

are you remembering in your prayers that might pull up a seat at the bar? J 
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Let the BPOM begin.   

Set aside 5 minutes for congregational conversation. 

I believe the BPOM was a particular favorite of my mother-in-law, Mary Lou.  

After working for days to plan and execute a family meal, this was a moment she 

could just relish in the gathering of her children, before the work of clean up 

began.  I believe God is like that.  Observing God’s gathered children with delight 

as they remember the past and plan for the future. 

Poet Elsa Tamez shares her vision of the making and sharing supper in the Blessed 
Bistro in her poem, “Feast of Life.” 

Come on. 
Let us celebrate the supper of the Lord. 
Let us make a huge loaf of bread 
and let us bring abundant wine like at the  
wedding in Cana. 
 
Let the women not forget the salt. 
Let the men bring along the yeast. 
Let many guests come, 
the lame, the blind, the crippled, the poor. 
 
Come quickly. 
Let us follow the recipe of the Lord. 
All of us, let us knead the dough together 
with our hands. 
Let us see with joy how the bread grows. 
 
Because today 
we celebrate  
the meeting with the Lord. 
Today we renew our commitment  
to the kingdom. 
Nobody will stay hungry.ii 
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We have come because we are hungry, and we know where our hunger can be 

satisfied.  We have come because we know we belong here.  There are many more 

who are hungry, who long to belong, who hope to be seen and invited in, to be 

remembered and not left out. 

Friends, we come to this table of memory and hope, to share bread in a kingdom 

that is already and not yet.  To sit with the saints who have been and those yet to 

be.  To unfold the possibility of the promise that is ours by faith. 

Amen. 

 

i Edward Hopper, Nighthawks, 1942, oil on canvas, Friends of American Art Collection, 1942.51, Art Institute of 
Chicago, Photograph, 1994.  
ii Elsa Tamez, “Feast of Life,” in International Review of Mission, 1982. 
 

 


