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To understand this parable, we need to conjure up as many images of weddings and 
feasts as we can. I want you to remember the best wedding feast you’ve ever 
attended. Remember the joy of the feast, the fun, the dancing, the music, the laughter 
the food the conversation, the feeling of love and hope and new life in the air. It’s 
good to call to mind the marriage feast at Cana of Galilee (John 2), the Last Supper 
(Matt 26, Mark 14, Luke 22) the evening meal on the road to Emmaus, the Passover 
meal in Exodus 12, all Sabbath meals everywhere, the feast of the Prodigal Son, and 
more.  
 
This story of the King’s Son’s Wedding Banquet has to be read and understood in the 
context of all gracious invitations to sit at table with the God of the universe. The 
world has been summoned to a party, to a reconciled and reconciling dinner with 
the God’s beloved as the host. All are invited, as this parable makes clear, any 
judgment pronounced can only be understood in reality of one’s own acceptance or 
rejection of the invitation itself.  
 
“The kingdom of heaven” Jesus says, “may be compared to a king who gave a 
marriage feast for his son.” There is a note of joy and reconciliation in this party. 
God, The King, is not angry with anyone, because of his Son’s poor treatment – 
because he has had the last laugh, his Son, by death and resurrection has turned the 
tables on all party poopers and drawn the whole creation to himself and into God’s 
celebration of victory over death. God wants to party and extends a gracious 
invitation to join in the fun.  “He sent his servants to call those who had been invited 
to the wedding banquet.” 
 
Surprisingly the invitation is rejected. Score one for those who can’t recognize a 
great offer when they see it: free grace, unconditional acceptance, dying love.  
 
But the King is not deterred, ebullient in is his joy he sends is messengers out again 
with a stronger, juicier, less vegetarian and more urgent invitation. “Tell those who 
have been invited: Look I have prepared my dinner, my oxen and my fat calves have 
been slaughtered, and everything is ready, come to wedding banquet.” The invited 
guests show a real lack of social etiquette refusing the invitation once again. Some 
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make their rejection crystal clear by seizing the king’s beloved servants abusing 
them and even killing some.  
 
At this point things turn rather ugly in the parable, and we are not exactly sure what 
to make of it other than the level of rejection is serious, and the cost is downright 
deadly. We’re a little uncomfortable with the king, so insistent on the party that he 
turns on his ungrateful and rejecting guests. There are some invitations it seems it 
would be better to accept.  
 
For a moment lets pause to catch our parabolic breath, is this really a parable about 
the kingdom of God? Why is God so fierce toward those who refuse the invitation to 
the Wedding Banquet? Let’s take stock of who these invited guests are who are now 
according to this dark parable no longer among the living. First, they were the 
people who were first invited to the royal wedding. They were the nobility, the 
successful, the climbers, the movie stars. They owned the big houses, drove the nice 
cars, wore the best clothes and shared their yachts with local charities for fund-
raisers. The point is that they had style, philanthropic impulses, and all the 
connections necessary to make it on the guest list. They seemed perfect but for the 
simple fact that they were totally lacking in faith or trust, which sadly for them, 
is the only quality the king really cares about. They are the Pharisees in the 
temple reading off their list of good works, they are the business folks telling us how 
important their huge profits are to the vitality of the economy, they are the religious 
folks yammering on about how sacrificial they have been. They are you and me. 
They are all of us who live with the two certainties that we can earn our way in to 
the wedding feast with our good works and great moral choices and that because 
God is such a classy and well-adjusted host we can simply skip the party if we have 
other plans without offending.  
 
But why such a fierce rejection? Is it possible to be so wrong that one is dead wrong? 
Salvation is not by our own efforts, not by works (no matter how good they are). 
And the heavenly party, the great banquet is not an optional activity. We are saved, 
drawn into life by joining the divine party in progress. It is a wild kind of party 
that God has paid for with his own self-giving love, his own flesh, his own costly 
death. The only thing that really counts for God are not our efforts at earning 
his favor but rather – faith, faith that the only party worth attending is the one 
God is throwing and that our admission is by grace alone. It’s a party far too 
good to miss and far too costly to earn your way into.  The parable seems to say that 
outside this party there is really no life all, for the source of life itself is at the heart 
of this party.  
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The story takes another turn as Jesus has the king break out plan B. The servants are 
sent out again to invite everyone they can find both “good and bad” to the party. 
What you say, “Everyone’s invited, even the jerk who lives next door to me and the 
scoundrel at work.” This of course is vintage Jesus, all are welcome. Jesus is always 
messing with our sense of who is in and out - The weeds and the wheat grow 
together in the kingdom, the net gathers up everything in its path, the Prodigal 
son is welcomed home.  
 
The only real problem for the kingdom is faithless rejection of God’s gracious 
invitation.  God invites the sinners and the saints. The only requirement is that we 
trust the invitation, that we believe it really is for us, that we really are loved, 
invited, desired, forgiven, included.  So the feast is full because there are some who 
know a good thing when they see it, the working poor, the junkies and thugs, the 
wounded and half-dead, the shattered and hungry, the lonely and the hopeful, the 
tired and the humble, the hardworking and the lazy all of them simply said yes to 
the invitation and found themselves clothed and seated in the great banquet hall of 
the king. The cosmic wine cellar is open and flowing, there are gold fish swimming 
in the water glasses, jugglers roaming the floor, Wooly Mammoth’s and Sabretooth 
Tigers dancing on stage, Chamber orchestras in a battle of the bands, and the biggest 
Iron Chef competition you’ve ever seen. 
 
If the parable ended here this sermon would be shorter and we might be persuaded 
to accept this wild word picture of God’s insistence on a party for everyone in honor 
of his Son who has bested evil at its own game by cheating death and coming out the 
other side. But there is one last pesky, troublesome detail, one guest that finds 
himself in the banqueting hall not dressed for the party that takes a bit of explaining.  
 
We need a little imagination here to realize that the king knowing that his guests 
had come to the feast from the streets and gutters, from the sidewalks and side-
kitchens without ball gowns and tuxedos, supplies them with what they need to 
enter the party. The king, in order to give the Royal Wedding Party, the right 
ambiance, simply opened up the royal wardrobe and clothed everyone at the door 
as they entered, like a royal costume party for the end of time. Here sir try this 
Armani, is the Vera Wang alright for you dear? So, in the end, all are clothed and 
happy and the feast is rolling right along joyously. And people who really weren’t all 
that good of folks are beginning to relax into forgiveness, beginning to realize that 
maybe the love that is almost palpable in the banquet hall is the what they’ve been 
searching for all their lives in so many wrong and hurtful ways. Maybe the world 
isn’t so much about competition and jealousy and shoving your way to the front, 
maybe scarcity was just an excuse to be cruel. Maybe there is indeed a more 
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excellent way to live. Around the room there are looks of surprised joy, of softness and 
delight where before there was only mistrust and fear.  
 
In the mist of all this celebration and feasting The King notices one person not 
dressed for the party.  “Friend how did you get in here without a wedding robe?”  
The response from the man is a chilling, silence.   
 
What I want to try to make clear about this man without the wedding garment is 
that he is not outside the king’s favor. He is like everyone else in that he starts out 
being irrevocably in. He is an invited guest. The invitation says it all, “You are ok in 
my book, I want you at my party.” It is the invitation itself that is the judgment, so it 
is an invitation full of grace.” Everyone is invited, it’s what one does with the 
invitation that matters.  
 
So, what is the problem with the man without a wedding garment? We are never 
told and this itself may be the most fertile part of the whole parable even if, or 
perhaps precisely because it is the most disturbing part of the story.  
 
One possible explanation is that this man without the right clothes is a very human 
symbol of us afraid that we will never fit in to God’s kingdom, that we will never be 
good enough, smart enough, successful enough, good-looking enough, well-adjusted 
enough, perfect enough to really belong to a Holy God.   
 
It is tempting to see this parable of judgment as meant to exclude us from the party. 
It is tempting to lose sight of the fact that we really have been invited to this party 
by grace. And by God’s grace the only real requirement to party with the Holy 
Trinity for the rest time is a wild faith that says “ok, I accept your invitation, where’s 
my robe, and do you have any Cuban cigars?”   
 
In the end I’m not sure that it matters why the man is there without a wedding robe. 
The only real mistake he seems to make is silence when the most interesting 
conversation partner imaginable introduces himself.  I mean he could have said 
nearly anything, and the king would have probably won him over. Imagine the 
possibilities:  
 
“Oh, well I got an invitation a long time ago and I wasn’t going to come but I changed 
my mind.”  
 
I think the king would have flipped out and said, “Great Scott my good man lets go 
have drink and you can tell me about it. Have you tried the caviar?”  
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Or what if the man had said, I have so much grief in my life, I lost a child and I’ve 
been angry with you for a long time.  
 
The king staring into those eyes of grief with his own tears might have said, “I know 
something about grief too, let’s find a table to ourselves and talk about that for a 
while.”  
 
Or, what if the man had said, “I’m sorry but I hate those tuxedos, they give me a neck 
rash and I’ve never liked the sound of cumber-buns.”  
 
The King: “Oh, don’t bother about that, it’s not the clothes that I really care about its 
the people I love, the clothes are just for fun, like a cosmic costume party, good Lord 
haven’t you ever been to Mardi Gras, by the way the boiled crawfish are over here, 
come on.”  
 
Or what if the man had said, “Your right I’m not really sure I fit in here, I never really 
got asked to dance at the Jr. Prom either.”  
 
The King, “[Belly laughter] You really are funny! Do you actually think that I invited 
all of these losers because they passed some kind of test? Relax this whole party is 
free and I’d like you to sit at the head table with me, I could use some intelligent 
conversation up there.” 
 
I believe the point of the story is that participating in the Wedding Feast is 
about being in relationship with God. All one has to do is bother to try to relate 
to God, to take the risk of faith and enter the conversation. The truth is that God 
is just waiting, itching to talk with you and the wonderful secret is that God is the 
greatest conversation partner you will ever have if only you can for a moment 
realize that you are worthy of the conversation, not because of anything you have 
done or ever could do, but because of what God has done in Christ, because of how 
God has opened up his arms of love in the person of Jesus.  
 
In the end this parable in all of its disturbing images is really about our willingness 
to say yes to the party, to realize that grace is the most delicious thing one can say 
yes to in the universe. We are amazingly creative in figuring out ways to stay away 
from the party, of inventing reasons to keep us from feeling worthy, of saying no 
when a yes is the only answer that makes sense.  
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The truth is that the King and his Son are throwing a wild party and everyone is 
invited, it’s not the most respectable or most beautiful crowd but that also means 
you and I will fit right in, all that is required is to join the party, for a moment by 
grace through faith to say, Yes, yes to the party, yes to God’s crazy guest list, yes to 
God’s wild sense of humor, yes to the biggest party animal of them all, yes to the 
maker of heaven and earth, yes to the lover of your soul.  
 
 
I wish to acknowledge my enormous debt to Fr. Robert Farrar Capon for his writing 
and teaching on this parable. This sermon is based on his interpretation of the parable 
of The King’s Son’s Banquet in Parables of Judgment. I also am indebted to William 
Willamon for his writing about the out of place guest as a representative of our own 
fears of not being worthy of the Wedding Feast.  


