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In the Name of God: Father, Son, and Holy Spirit. Amen. 
 
They say clothes make the man. 
 
Now, I can think of a lot of other qualities that "make" us more than our clothes do -- like our personalities, or how we treat 
other people, for example -- but sometimes clothing especially matters in certain circumstances. If you, like me, have ever felt 
criminally under-dressed at a social gathering, maybe you know what I'm talking about. 
 
But this phrase is especially true at weddings. Lots of people choose to wear their best at weddings; the guests arrive in fancy 
attire, the groomsmen try to clean up a little bit for their buddy's big day, and of course, the bride is the center of attention in 
her stunning dress. 
 
Having been one of those groomsmen a few times now, there's often lots of stories and anecdotes about the clothes we're 
supposed to wear -- and they're not always good stories. At my friend Scott's wedding, half the guys didn't know how to tie 
their ties. When my friend Dan got married, he asked that the groomsmen wear kilts because he would be wearing one, too. 
That plan was going really well until his own brother-in-law somehow missed the memo and showed up in a suit. And when 
we were ordering suits for the groomsmen in our wedding, the suit for my five-foot-six groomsman in Minnesota was sent to 
the address for my six-foot-three groomsman in Maryland. These things happen, I suppose. 
 
Other times, these things work out really well. The six-foot-three groomsman is my best friend Nate; I was his best man, and 
he was mine. When Nate got married, I was just out of college, barely had a job, and though I would never miss my best 
friend's wedding, the planning and expense was beginning to worry me a little bit. Between a wedding present, taking him 
out for a night on the town, the hotel room, and the tux, it was a lot of money for a young kid to spend. 
 
The week of the wedding, all the groomsmen got into town a few days early to spend time with Nate and to get our tuxes 
fitted. Surprisingly, everything fit the way it was supposed to fit, and we all proceeded to pay for our rentals. As each of us 
went to grab his wallet, the owner of the store smiled and said, "Don't worry, gentlemen; it's been taken care of." We were 
stunned -- we looked over to Nate, who quipped, "don't look at me, thank my Dad!" His father, in his role as one of the hosts 
the wedding, had graciously paid for our tuxes in advance without our knowledge. It was an undeserved gift that we, the 
cash-strapped groomsmen, appreciated more than we were able to express. 
 
I tell you these stories because we've been given the image of a wedding feast in our Gospel reading this morning. In 
Matthew's story, a king gives a wedding banquet for his son. In those days, wedding invitations were sent far in advance, even 
more so than today. Then, after a long while, servants returned to those who were invited long ago so that they might then 
come quickly to the feast. Were it a royal wedding like in the parable, it would be easy to presume that those who were 
invited would drop everything to attend because they were expecting to be called to the feast. Instead, those in the parable 
scorn the invitation of their king. And yet, with a wedding still to be had, the king sends out other servants to anyone they 
could find, both the good and the bad, so that the wedding hall would be filled. 
 
And filled it was, perhaps not with the guests the king had first invited and anticipated, but it was filled. Now some things 
remain the same about weddings -- the guests were expected to wear their best. This is why, in the reading, the king is so 
offended when he encounters a guest who isn't wearing his wedding robe. We might think this is a harsh overreaction, that 
perhaps the man couldn't have afforded a wedding robe but was happy to celebrate with the king regardless. However, like 
my tux at Nate's wedding, each guest at the wedding would have been provided with appropriate clothing, a wedding robe to 



 
2 

befit the occasion. The man who wasn't wearing his wedding robe did not neglect to bring one nor was he too poor to afford 
one -- rather, he willfully refused to wear the robe that was graciously given to him. 
 
This is the scenario we encounter at the end of the Jesus' parable, and the story ends on an ominous note: "Bind him hand 
and foot, and throw him into the outer darkness, where there will be weeping and gnashing of teeth." Matthew's choice 
phrase for judgment makes yet another appearance, and perhaps we're left wondering why Jesus would tell a story with such a 
sorrowful ending. 
 
We might find an answer back at Nate's wedding. When it came to wedding attire, even if I didn't like the tux that Nate 
picked out, of course I was going to wear it -- it was a gift, and it was given to me by the host of the feast. What do you think 
would have happened had I not worn that tux? How would Nate's father have felt had I showed up not in the gracious gift 
he had provided but in gym shorts and a tee shirt?  
 
The king in the parable isn't furious because of the garment itself -- the robe is of little consequence, as was my tux. Much 
more important is what it represents. For the king, it was the rejection of his free gift that has him so upset. Jesus is again 
preaching a parable about the kingdom of heaven in the midst of Holy Week, the week in which he will die on the cross, his 
greatest act of love and the free gift of himself once offered for our sake. Though we may not think to identify ourselves with 
the man who is judged at the wedding feast, we would do well to consider our own place and our own invitations to the table 
and feast of our king, for we might come to understand the free and gracious gift of the wedding robe to be synonymous with 
the free and gracious gift of a place in God's heavenly kingdom.  
 
After all, we are all guests of the king at the feast he has provided. Just as we greet our king, Christ our Lord, at the Eucharistic 
feast, so he will greet us at the great heavenly banquet that he has prepared for us in the coming of his kingdom. This is the 
gift he has offered through himself, that by dying he would destroy death, once for all, that we might come to live through 
him eternally. The level of this gift is one we cannot imagine to repay, but neither could the wedding guests of the king repay 
their gift. The invitation is never based on merit -- remember both the good and the bad were invited, and there were plenty 
invited to the feast before we were -- but rather the invitation is based on joy, the joy of a great king who desires nothing more 
than to celebrate his son with all who would accept his invitation to attend. 
 
If clothes do make the man, it is God's gift of the wedding robe -- this gift of joy and life and grace -- that makes us who we 
are. We do not attend the wedding feast because we have earned it but because it is a gracious and free gift. And once that gift 
is given, it is then up to us whether we wear it or not. Grace and life in Christ may be his gift to us, but it is a gift with a 
responsibility that we must own and a gift to which we must hold fast. Think on the gifts you've received in your life -- ones 
given to you by family or friends, or gifts given to you by God: how might those givers feel were we not to use them? But of 
course, as we've mentioned before, it is indeed more blessed to give than to receive -- for all of us who have received grace 
upon grace and a seat at Christ's feast, how then will we choose to give in response? How will we be inspired to give 
graciously and overwhelmingly like our gracious king? And what will we give in response to this gift, the gift of the wedding 
robe, the gift of grace and life in Christ? 
 
Amen. 


