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Does anyone here this morning remember the journalist Howard K. Smith? He 

was the co-anchor of the ABC Evening News along with Frank Reynolds and Harry 

Reasoner. In his role as a network news analyst, Smith had the opportunity to interview 

some of our society’s most fascinating people, including presidents.  Yet despite having 

a job that most of us would consider high status, he complained that his children never 

considered him very “hip,” In fact, they seemed completely under-whelmed by anything 

their old man did.  No matter how many autographs he collected for them, no matter 

how many famous names he dropped, the kids still didn’t think he was anything special.  

But then came the political conventions of 1964. 

Smith was sent to San Francisco to cover the conventions for ABC. His family 

joined him later for a tour of California’s highlights, which included a visit to a new 

amusement park called Disneyland. The kids were most excited at the prospect of 

running into their idol, Mickey Mouse. The family spent the day riding all the rides and 

sampling the various snacks. Then, as they wandered through the park, they happened 

upon their hero himself, Mickey. Suddenly, the life-sized rodent stared in surprise and 

exclaimed in a squeaky voice, “It’s Howard K. Smith!” 

Smith wrote in his memoir that his young daughter suddenly looked at him with a 

new admiration and respect. Her dad had been recognized by Mickey Mouse, and this 

raised his stature considerably in her eyes. Smith glowed in the face of this new-found 

status.   
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We all like to be recognized, don’t we, even if it’s only by Mickey Mouse? It’s one 

of the most human of desires. We all want to be somebody. 

Jesus understood that. Jesus was a psychologist of sorts. He knew that all of us 

crave recognition. He knew that the desire for status is an innate part of the human 

condition. Most of us don’t want to simply keep up with the Joneses - we want to be 

slightly ahead of the Joneses, the Smiths and everyone else on the block. 

It is very human to want to be one-up on our friends. There was a Harvard study 

that I read not too long ago where they asked students, “If prices were the same, which 

option would you choose: Option A: you make $50,000 per year and everybody else 

makes $25,000 per year, or Option B: You make $100,000 per year, but everybody else 

makes $200,000 per year?” 

Which option do you think the majority of Harvard students chose? They chose 

Option A. They would rather make $50,000 and everyone else make $25,000 than 

make $100,000 and have everyone else make $200,000. 

One Sabbath, Jesus went to eat in the house of a prominent Pharisee. When he 

noticed how the guests picked the places of honor at the table, he told them our parable 

from this morning.  

Dinner parties were planned according to the social status of the guests. 

Everyone had an established place on the social ladder. The guest list was very 

important. It was important that family members and community leaders be honored. 

Where you sat at dinner revealed your status. 
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The story is told of the woman who had worked hard raising a family with little 

appreciation from the family. One evening she asked her husband, “I suppose, Peter, 

that if I should die you would spend a large amount for flowers for me, wouldn’t you?” 

“Of course I would, Martha. Why do you ask?” he answered. 

“I was just thinking,” said Martha, “that the expensive wreaths would mean very 

little to me then. But just one little flower from time to time while I am living would mean 

so much to me.”  

We all want to be appreciated. So, this morning, I find myself asking this 

question: Who recognizes you? Is it the maître d’ at the finest restaurant on Fifth 

Avenue? Or perhaps even the president or maybe even Mickey Mouse. Or is it children 

with no one to look after them except a drug-addicted mother. Or someone swallowed 

up by loneliness after the death of a spouse? Or the young woman with a newly 

discovered tumor in her breast. Or a neighbor who has recently lost their job.  

This morning, Jesus is giving us a lesson about how to make our lives really 

count. It’s not about who you know or whether you sit at the head table. Jesus is 

teaching us about loving the least, the last, the lost, and the lonely.  

There is an old story about a young boy who, on an errand for his mother, had 

just bought a dozen eggs. Walking out of the store, he tripped and dropped the sack. All 

the eggs broke, and the sidewalk was a mess. The boy tried not to cry. A few people 

gathered to see if he was okay and to tell him how sorry they were. 

In the midst of the words of pity, one man handed the boy a quarter. Then he 

turned to the group and said, “I care 25 cents worth. How much do the rest of you 

care?” 
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Jesus said: 

“For all who exalt themselves will be humbled,  
 and those who humble themselves will be exalted.” 

 
Who recognizes you? Come to this table, feast on the gifts of grace, and see the 

face of God in everyone around you, as they see the face of God in you. 


