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“And so today, let us go back to our communities as members of the international association for the 
advancement of creative dissatisfaction.”              
              --Sentence in original text, omitted from speech  
           by Martin Luther King, Jr. on August 28, 1963 
Hebrew Scripture Reading: (from Psalm 81)  
 
Sing aloud to God our strength;  
shout for joy to the God of Jacob.  
Raise a song,  
sound the tambourine,  
the sweet lyre with the harp.  
Blow the trumpet at the new moon,  
at the full moon, on our festal day.  
I am the LORD your God,  
who brought you up out of the land of Egypt.  
Open your mouth wide and I will fill it.  
I would feed you with the finest of the wheat,  
and with honey from the rock I would satisfy you.” 
 
Gospel Reading: Luke 14:1, 7-14  
 
On one occasion when Jesus was going to the house of a leader of the Pharisees to eat a meal on the 
sabbath, they were watching him closely. 7When he noticed how the guests chose the places of honor, 
he told them a parable. 8“When you are invited by someone to a wedding banquet, do not sit down at 
the place of honor, in case someone more distinguished than you has been invited by your host; 9and 
the host who invited both of you may come and say to you, ‘Give this person your place,’ and then in 
disgrace you would start to take the lowest place. 10But when you are invited, go and sit down at the 
lowest place, so that when your host comes, he may say to you, ‘Friend, move up higher’; then you will 
be honored in the presence of all who sit at the table with you. 11For all who exalt themselves will be 
humbled, and those who humble themselves will be exalted.” 12He said also to the one who had invited 
him, “When you give a luncheon or a dinner, do not invite your friends or your brothers or your relatives 
or rich neighbors, in case they may invite you in return, and you would be repaid. 13But when you give a 
banquet, invite the poor, the crippled, the lame, and the blind. 14And you will be blessed, because they 
cannot repay you, for you will be repaid at the resurrection of the righteous.” 
 

Meditation:   Still Dreaming  
 

I looked at a lot of houses in CNY before I bought one.  At one point, I had fallen in love 
with the pictures of a delightful bungalow with lovely perennial landscaping.  I was chattering to 
someone about the house, when they said, “You can’t buy that house.  The congregation 



 

wouldn’t be comfortable with their pastor living there.”  
“Wouldn’t be comfortable with me living where?” 
“In that town.” 
“Why?” 
“Well, the neighborhood –it’s a….”  The pause lasted long enough for me to think of many ways 
they might complete it.  It lasted long enough for me to think of a few ways I might complete it 
for myself.   It even lasted long enough for me to briefly entertain the futile hope of grace that 
they wouldn’t finish the sentence.  Finally, they said, “It’s a blue-collar neighborhood.” 

To say I was stunned on any number of levels would be understatement.  I didn’t tell the 
person I grew up in a blue-collar house in a blue and white collar neighborhood or that my 
mother was the only one who worked outside the home (pink collar, of course, but eventually 
“promoted” to white collar:-) .  Who would want to live in a neighborhood with all the 
contractors who are too busy to call people back and the handymen with waiting lists?  We 
would of course choose a locale with neighbors who only know the url for Angie’s list if a pipe in 
our house broke. 

I haven’t thought about that episode in a long time, but I decided it was an important 
story to tell today.  Not just because it’s Labor Day weekend, when we acknowledge all those 
people who with hands, sweat and labor built and build the infrastructure that we rely on and 
keep it running; who provide our power, water and roads and new bathrooms, siding and roofs, 
and who had to fight for the respect they deserve; whose importance we have learned anew 
during the last year and a half and especially and even more so this week as our nation tries to 
recover from catastrophic storms, flooding and fires. Those are important stories to tell for a lot 
of reasons.     

It’s an important story for us as a people of faith, not just on a Labor Day weekend, but 
on a Sunday when we share the Lord’s Supper and consider Jesus’ instructions about 
tablemates, in the week after the 58th anniversary of a speech where a man shared his dream 
“that one day on the red hills of Georgia, sons of former slaves and sons of former slave owners 
will be able to sit down together at the table of brotherhood.” 

What is not important on this day is who was the person concerned about the 
neighborhood I live in and they’re not here anymore, anyway.  What is not important today is 
whether or not they were right. (I never believed they were.) What is important today is how 
each and everyone one of us filled in the blank while we waited to hear how that person ended 
the sentence.  What is important is not where someone else thinks anyone might be 
uncomfortable living, but that we be honest with ourselves about where we would be 
uncomfortable living.  What is not important is how someone else would finish the sentence, 
but how we would finish it. 

Now, the challenge of the story, the challenge of Jesus’ teaching, the challenge of 
sharing a meal at this Table and of being citizens in this nation is not that we all ought to go live 
somewhere where we would be uncomfortable.  The challenge is, first, for us to honestly name 
to ourselves the reasons such places make us uncomfortable: whether it be racism, sexism, 
classism, politics, debates between science and not science, the news media we follow, a sense 
that we ought to have a more honored place at society’s table by virtue of occupation, more 
access to the economy or education, or a sense of righteousness about our belief systems – 
whatever the reasons might be.  The challenge is to be honest enough with ourselves to realize 



 

such things affect us all by nature of our being members of the human race.  
Having acknowledged our own limitation and brokenness, we are next tasked to identify 

why there are poor, uneducated, ethnic neighborhoods where people are hungry and hopeless; 
why are people are in fear for their security; why people are afraid of those different from them 
and so keep themselves separate and delude themselves that such separateness equals safety 
and why Jesus thought it so important they be included in the feast. Having acknowledged our 
own brokenness, as a people of God, and having identified the reasons that others are 
considered to be more or lesser than we are, we can do nothing but humbly enter into the work 
to bring about God’s justice and righteousness.  That is the challenge of the interweaving of our 
faith, our text, our history, and our future as a nation and as a people of God.   

It’s been nearly 60 years since a man with a dream spoke a transforming word.  I am a 
romantic, but not a sentimentalist.  I believe there is no purpose in celebrating an anniversary 
unless it points to a living thing.  By all means, if we are still dreaming, still seeing a vision of the 
future where everyone has a seat at the table of education, where everyone has a seat at the 
table of the economy, where everyone has a seat at the table of human dignity, where 
everyone can walk the streets in safety, and where we are willing to work for those things, then 
by all means, let us celebrate.  We take pride in remembering that we are guests, not hosts at 
This Table and the invitations are made by Another. That awareness calls us to the reality that 
all of the people with whom we are uncomfortable, with whom we disagree in matters of faith, 
politics, or social issues are also invited to this Table.  If we are still willing to sit down with the 
invited company with humility and share the meal, then by all means, let us celebrate.   

If we wonder about the tools we have for this momentous task before us, I draw your 
attention to the quote chosen for reflection for today. I intentionally chose a sentence that MLK 
Jr. did not say that day.  “And so today, let us go back to our communities as members of the 
international association for the advancement of creative dissatisfaction.”  Dense and creative 
language not likely to move hearts.             

It is a sentence omitted, when Mahalia Jackson, sitting behind King said, “Tell them 
about the dream, Martin”, and King pushed away his prepared text and adlibbed the rest of his 
remarks—the part we remember and quote.  King is not remembered for the words that came 
before on that day, but for the words after, when he stopped speaking and started preaching.  
In those moments, King revealed his dream as grounded in the vision and the word of God.  In 
those moments, he spoke prophetically to a nation and began its transformation.  

As did a man six decades ago, we have a story, we have a call from God; we have a word 
of the Lord, we have a Table, and we have the means, the imagination and the faith to speak a 
prophetic word and to live transforming lives. Let us work for the justice and righteousness of 
God until we, and all people can celebrate ethnic and cultural diversity; diversity of ideas and 
theology, and share a sense of obligation for our fellow citizens instead of being afraid and 
angry.   Let us celebrate an anniversary by still dreaming and still working for that dream to be 
fulfilled in God’s vision of the world. 
 


