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Luke 7:36-8:3

Let’s talk about Simon in today’s Gospel because I find him interesting. This guy is a Pharisee, and he invited Jesus to eat dinner at his house. What kind of host was he? Not so terrific, according to his guest.

We have two parties every year at our house. When our guests come to the door, we take their coats at the Super Bowl party or their covered dish at the Fourth of July party, give them a big hug and kiss, throw out a few compliments or say something funny, and usher them into the living room or deck, depending where everyone is gathering. It’s the usual Hendricks family welcome. What did Simon do when Jesus came to the door? Apparently nothing that was hospitable.

The custom in those days was to offer a bowl of water for the guests to wash their dusty feet. It was common courtesy to anoint the head of an honored guest with oil at an important dinner and to greet the guest with a kiss. Simon did not do any of those things, and Jesus called him on it. The Lord didn’t do it in a nasty way—he just compared the actions of the two main characters—Simon and the sinful woman. “You’re supposed to be a card-carrying Pharisee, yet you did nothing to prove it, while this woman followed every prescribed hospitable action and had her heart in it.”

Why did Simon have such bad manners? He probably was a curiosity seeker, someone who wanted to hear what the traveling rabbi had to say but was not really a believer. Nor did he seem willing to become one. How would you feel if someone invited you to dinner and then ignored every semblance of good manners?

Now, I want you to look at the person in the pew in front of you, the one behind you, and the one at the other end of the pew. Did you acknowledge them in any way today? I know you shook their hand at the sign of peace, but did you really offer them the peace of Christ or just perform a perfunctory gesture? How hospitable have you been at this Liturgy?

I have a friend, whose last name I don't even know, named Dot, who squeezes my hand when she passes by my pew as she goes to receive Communion every Sunday. We have a St. Pat’s connection because I never see her outside of the church, and that millisecond of contact means a lot to me. 

You are at a dinner, a Eucharistic feast, invited here by the King of the Universe, and everyone in this church is your brother and sister. If you aren’t welcoming to every person you see today, think about Simon and Jesus’ words to him. Maybe it’s a good time to change.

