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Read Luke 14:7-24. 

“Go out to the roads and country lanes and make them come in, so that my house will be 
full.” I don’t know if I’m the poor, the disabled, or the rough country outsider in this story, but 
I know I’m not one of those originally invited to the banquet. It nearly breaks me in half with 
gratitude to think that the Master caused his servant to come for me. To search me out, 
pursue me and press his invitation into my hand and heart until I turned from the direction I 
was heading and joined the others moving through the streets toward the feast.  

Maybe it’s the fact that food is involved, but for me, the visualization of the banquet is vivid. 
They’re checking coats and pride at the door; laughter, the kind that comes from the belly, 
sounds from within. The lamps seem to be lit with life itself. Songs of thanks extolling the 
character of the Master float through the rooms and I add my own voice, my own story of 
grace. The smells of slow-simmered sauces and slower-roasted meats fill the air and create a 
delicious anticipation. Everyone is filled with a childlike awe as they approach the table and 
the Master welcomes them, one by one. Time melts away; nothing has ever satisfied all my 
senses, all my heart’s desires, like this. Nothing else matters. 

Here’s the thing: every day, from now into eternity, the feast goes on. I was not found as a 
beggar in the streets and handed a “Save the Date” card. The Prince of Peace is standing in 
the doorway of the house each day, eager to sit at the table with me, to be known like He 
already knows me. Too often, I find myself standing at the door of the house, acting like one 
of the original guests and making excuses for why I’m too busy to come in. “Just have a 
minute and wanted to check in. Thanks for the good news I got today! Ok, gotta run!” I miss 
the meal, the laughter, the praise, the joy and the abundance that comes from fully entering 
in. Then I wonder later why I’m so burned out, grumpy and empty.  

The invitation is renewed daily; his mercies are new every morning. Today, I will run to His 
house and He will meet me half-way. We’ll walk together, His arm around my shoulders, as 
we move towards His holy table. And I’ll be in no hurry to leave. 


