28th Sunday in Ordinary Time: 10/15/17—5:00, 7:30, and 11:30 Masses
     Two background points. Point #1. My dad was one of ten children which means that I have a lot of Benz first cousins. In fact, I have 26 first cousins in all with most of them being much older than I, since my dad was the second youngest of those ten kids. For that reason, I loved going to the weddings of all those older cousins because I would run around and have fun with the cousins who were closer to my age. We always had great time, and we really enjoyed each other’s company. Celebrating all those weddings kept me, my cousins, and our families close to each other, remaking, renewing, reconstructing us as members of one larger family called Benz. Point #2. I was speaking with a couple from our parish last Sunday who told me a very interesting story. They had a foster child, a little girl, for several years, but they would always invite the girl’s mom to their activities so that the girl’s mom could spend time with her. One day they decided to take the girl swimming on a Sunday afternoon, and again they invited the girl’s mom to come. Well, the girl’s mom showed up early dressed only in her swimming suit and flip-flops. The foster mom was surprised that that the girl’s mom had gotten there so early because their family had not been to Sunday Mass yet. The girl’s mom said to the foster mom, “Well, I’ll join you for Mass”---remember that the girl’s mom was dressed only in a swimming suit, which our parishioner described as a size too small, and in the flip-flops. When our foster mom tried to discourage the girl’s mom from going to Mass on account of how she was dressed, the girl’s mom would hear nothing of it and insisted in coming along. The foster mom told me that her kids were so embarrassed by how the girl’s mom was dressed that they refused to sit with her and sat across the church! The foster mom told me that she was wondering what the pastor, a rather straitlaced man, thought of all this, but he didn’t say anything. The foster mom, our parishioner, described this incident as one of the most embarrassing moments in her life.
[bookmark: _GoBack]     Why am I saying all of this? Today’s parable of the wedding feast is a good description of what we do here at Mass. Our Catholic tradition often describes Heaven as “the wedding feast of the Lamb,” but also, liturgically, the Mass is often described by that same wording, as “the wedding feast of the Lamb.” I think the question for us is: how appropriately am I dressed for this “wedding feast” that we call the Mass? Am I dressed to the best of my ability or am I only dressed in a swimming suit and flip-flops? Now you may think that this homily will be about material clothing, about folks dressing in tank tops and soiled blue jeans with holes in them, but you would be very much mistaken because there is much more important clothing that we need to, in a sense, “wear” at every celebration of the Eucharist.
     There is the underwear of gratitude, the most basic and undergirding of all attitudes. There are the shoes of humility, humility before the God whom we worship and whose love we don’t deserve. There is the shirt/the blouse of welcome, knowing that we don’t come here as individuals but that we all come together as members of the Body of Christ. There is the dress/the pants of joy, joy realizing that we are here to celebrate the tremendous gift of God’s love for us. There is the jacket/the sweater of willingness to love each other and to love those who aren’t here,  because we feed on the Body and Blood of Christ which is love itself so that we can be strengthened to be that same love especially to those who are out there in the world. 
     The purpose of our being here every Sunday as we partake in the wedding feast of the Lamb is the same as it was for me and my dad’s family in attending all those weddings when I was a kid: the celebrating of all those weddings kept me, my cousins, and our families close to each other, remaking, renewing, reconstituting us as members of one large family we call Benz. So too it is to be with us as we gather for Mass every Sunday: our doing so remakes us, renews us, reconstitutes us as members of one larger family we call the Church.
     The question for us all whenever we come to Mass is how appropriately am I dressed? Unless we are “dressed” with humility, gratitude, welcome, joy, and a willingness to love, it’s like going to Mass in a swimming suit and flip flops. If you are not getting much out of the Mass whenever you come, the first question needs to be: how am I dressed? How can the Mass be for us what it is meant to be if we come here spiritually naked?

