Where Grace Flows Down and Out
Luke 14:1, 7-14

Every culture has its own way of eating. I remember taking some non-Korean friends to
all-you-can-eat Korean BBQ once. If you’ve been there, you know the routine—you pick out the
meat you want, bring it to the table, and cook it right there on the grill. But every time we go,
people look a little lost. Even after I explain, “Just grab what you want and cook it right here,”
most folks still feel awkward about it. So Juhee and I usually end up grilling for everyone. Upon
hearing about it, David Dorsey said, “If I have to cook for myself, why am I paying to eat at a
restaurant?” That’s the thing—every culture has its own way of eating, its own manners, its own
expectations. Honestly, I still get flustered when I go to one of those fancy restaurants with three
forks and two spoons lined up. I never know which one I'm supposed to use first. So why am I
talking about dining customs? Because to really understand today’s message, we need to
understand the dining customs of Jesus’ time.

Jesus was invited by a Pharisee leader to join a Sabbath meal. Now imagine you were
there with Jesus—how would you have felt? Maybe a little unsure? A little out of place? Kind of
like the first time you walked into a Korean BBQ restaurant and had no idea what to do.

[ppt] I believe you know this painting—yes, Da Vinci’s Last Supper. You’ve seen it
hanging in churches, in museums, maybe even in somebody’s dining room. And in that painting,
Jesus sits right in the center, disciples on either side, like a holy banquet photo-op. But historians
say it didn’t look like that. In Jesus’ day, the table was shaped like a “U.” They called it a
triclinium. A “U” shaped table, so folks could see each other, and talked to each other. But don’t
get it twisted—every seat wasn’t the same. There were seats of honor and seats of shame. The
host sat the second to the left with a trusted friend to his right and the guest of honor on his left,
and everybody else lined up according to status. You knew your status and worth by where you
sat. Now can you see it? People eyeing each other... sliding into the best seats... angling for
recognition... making sure people saw them sitting close to power. That’s the scene when Jesus
opens his mouth.

Hierarchy and Reciprocity

Jesus walks into this Sabbath meal at a Pharisee’s house and Jesus watched them. Of
course, they had money. They had education. They had status. He saw the fine robes. He saw the
careful greeting. He saw folks sliding toward the seats of honor. He saw the hierarchy in motion.
And you know, the Roman world LOVED hierarchy. Their whole social system was built on it.
Humility? That was weakness. Low position? That was shame. Service? That is for slaves!
Upward, upward, upward—that was the name of the game.

And if hierarchy ruled the seating chart, reciprocity ruled the guest list. You invite me, I
invite you. You scratch my back, I scratch yours. Favors flowed like wine at that table—but only
inside the circle. Family first. Friends first. Rich folks first. The poor? The crippled? The
outcasts? They never even got the invitation.

Sounds ancient, doesn’t it? But doesn’t it sound familiar? We still scramble for the top of
the ladder. We still fight for the spotlight. We still build our circles and close the gates. Family
first. America first. My tribe first. Our politics tear us apart, our classes divide us, and humility is
still the missing virtue in the land of the free.

Grace Breaks In



But thanks be to God—Jesus steps into that room and turns the whole thing upside down.
He reminds them that the way relationships work in God’s kin-dom is radically different from
the way they work in the Roman Empire. In Rome, the norm was to lift yourself up, to seek the
spotlight, to chase the seat of honor. But Jesus says, “When you’re invited, don’t rush for the
high seat. Sit low. Stay humble. Let the host call your name and lift you up. For all who exalt
themselves will be humbled, and those who humble themselves will be exalted.”

Don’t miss this, church. Jesus isn’t teaching table manners—he’s teaching kin-dom
values. Because in God’s kin-dom, the last shall be first, and the first shall be last. In God’s kin-
dom, the mighty are brought down, and the humble are lifted up. Humility is not weakness—it’s
the foundation of every relationship in the reign of God.

And then Jesus turns to the host—the one with all the power—and says, “Next time you
throw a party, don’t just invite the people who can pay you back. Invite the ones who can’t give
you a thing. Invite the poor. Invite the broken. Invite the ones who never get a seat at anybody’s
table. That’s hospitality. And that is how heaven throws a banquet.” Humility and hospitality—
these are the marks of God’s people. And who are God’s people? We are! Through our small
acts of humility and hospitality, God’s kin-dom breaks into this broken world.

My good friend Heidi from my previous church is a faithful Christian who lives out her
faith in tangible ways. She volunteered to help a Haitian refugee family settle in her
community—giving them rides, helping the children register for school, and walking with them
through all the challenges of starting over. Now the kids call her Mama! Do you see? Her small
act of radical hospitality breaks through human-made boundaries, and new hope and life bloom
even in the hardest and most unlikely places. This is what God’s kin-dom looks like in motion.

Grace Transforms

And this is the point Jesus wants us to see: when humility and hospitality take root, they
don’t just touch individual lives—they begin to challenge the whole system. Do you see what
Jesus is doing in this story? He’s tearing down the hierarchy. He’s breaking the chains of
reciprocity. And in their place, he’s planting the seeds of humility and radical hospitality.
Because the power of humility and hospitality doesn’t just make us polite—it overturns the old
order. It destabilizes and reverses the fixed hierarchies of the Roman Empire—and of our own
world today.

History shows us this isn’t just theory. Rodney Stark, the historian, tells about a plague
that swept across the Roman Empire in the third century. Whole cities were collapsing under the
weight of disease. Families fled. Neighbors abandoned neighbors. Even doctors ran for their
lives. But in the middle of all that fear, Christians stayed. Ordinary believers nursed the sick, fed
the hungry, and buried the dead—often at the cost of their own lives. They cared not only for
their own people but for anyone in need.

Stark says this humble, costly hospitality changed the course of history. Because
Christians stayed, more people survived. Because they served, the watching world saw a faith
stronger than fear. They saw what the love of Christ can actually do. What the empire valued—
power, status, self-protection—began to crumble in the face of this radical love and hospitality.
In other words, humility and hospitality didn’t just comfort the suffering. They shook the
foundations of the empire itself.

We live in a world that still tells us the only way to live better is to climb higher, compete
harder, hoard more, and cling tighter to your circle. But Jesus shows us another way. In a world



that says the only way to peace is to have higher wall, stronger military, more booms and drones,
Jesus shows us a different way, a way of humility and hospitality.

Downward and Outward Grace

We call Jesus the Living Water. And water always flows down. It spreads outward. It
never hoards, never competes, never seeks the highest place. It moves quietly toward the dry
places, the hurting places, the places that need life the most. That’s why the ancient Chinese
philosopher Laozi said, “The highest good is like water. Water benefits all things and does not
compete. It dwells in places that others avoid. Therefore, it is close to the Way.”

That’s what grace is like. It doesn’t stay bottled up. It doesn’t flow toward power or
prestige. It moves downward to the humble, outward to the margins, into the cracks and broken
places of our world. And it nurtures life in unlikely places and brings new hope to the valleys of
despair.

Sometimes, when we look at the news, the brokenness seems too deep, the systems too
strong, the concrete too thick to break through. But then I think of those dandelions that push
through sidewalks every spring. With just a little life-giving water, their seeds slip into the
smallest cracks, take root, and break open the pavement itself. What seems small and weak ends
up splitting what looks solid and unshakable.

Grace works the same way. A single act of humility, one gesture of radical hospitality,
can crack open walls of pride, fear, and hatred. It may look small, but it carries the power of
God’s kin-dom.

Grace doesn’t climb ladders.

Grace flows downward to the humble.

Grace flows outward to the margins.

Grace breaks down walls.

Grace cracks open the concrete.

Grace brings life where there was none.

And when we follow that grace—

God’s kin-dom breaks in.

Right here.

Right now.

In the middle of our messy, ordinary, beautiful lives.

So be it. So be it. Amen.



