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A wealthy architect, whose self-designed rambling lake home was the envy of the entire 

city, was given to hosting lavish dinner parties. They were always the event of the social 

season, and the folks who were invited always knew they were on a special list. 

 

One year the architect changed tactics. Instead of mailing special invitations, he simply 

ran an advertisement in the personals column of the Sunday classifieds of the local 

newspaper. "Masquerade Party!" the heading read, in type no larger - and no more eye-

catching - than the surrounding ads for "Help for Unwed Mothers" and "Blood Donors 

Needed." Underneath the heading for his party invitation, the architect explained that 

guests should wear something to conceal their identity or they would not get in. As usual, 

the event would conclude with a sumptuous banquet. 

 

The ad concluded with a listing of the date, time and street address, but no mention was 

made of his name or telephone number. Nevertheless, within hours after the newspaper 

hit the doorsteps of subscribers’ homes, the architect began receiving phone calls. 

Wealthy friends and socialites began reacting to his new tactics. One of them said, 

"We’ve been coming to these affairs for years. And we’ll be there again, as usual. But I 

think this is a darned cockeyed way to set a party up. Good Lord, can you imagine what 

would happen if too many people read that ad? How would you feed them all? And just 

suppose somebody actually turned up you wouldn’t normally have invited!" 

 

Others of his friends, however, praised him for his daring and his ingenuity. "I just think 

this is the cleverest, most avant garde approach to getting us to dinner!" gushed the 

woman who chaired the volunteer committee for the municipal art center’s annual 

membership drive. Her reaction was echoed by the great majority of those who phoned. 

And those among his friends who didn’t read the ad soon heard about it. 

 

The night for the great event arrived. It was a mild evening and, as often was the case, the 

great lake house was opened to the patio and the sweeping green lawn which extended to 

the shore. An orchestra was playing in the sitting room. The architect’s hired servants 

greeted the guests and served them hors d’ouevres as they arrived. 

 

Car after car rolled in. The house and grounds filled up with people, and the guessing 

games began. Was that George Murdock, president of the computer corporation, wearing 

that gorilla suit? And who was that behind the metal armor? Could it be James Browne, 

the gynecologist? The ballerina looked a lot like Cheryl Larch, the wife of Center Bank’s 

vice president, John Larch, who might be the one in the football player’s costume. 

 

And, who was that hobo over there? And that one? And that other one? In fact, there 

were quite a few tramp types on hand. Perhaps the wealthy of the city had decided this 

would be their chance to dress, for once, the way they never ordinarily could. Too bad so 

many of them had the same idea. 

 



There was a generous number of female cast-offs as well. Some were dressed as 

waitresses, others as cleaning women, and some even looked like ladies of the evening. 

Clever! That was what it was. Nobody had the slightest notion who any of them might be. 

 

In the midst of everything, nobody seemed to know just where the host was. Was he 

here? Was he in costume? If so, which one? Some close friends of the architect began to 

locate one another and to guess each others’ true identity. Their conversation turned to 

speculation about the host and where he was and what his motives were. "I’ll bet," one of 

them said, "he plans to win the prize for best disguise himself!" Someone else replied, "I 

hate to mention this, but I think we’ve been set up. I think he’s been circulating all night, 

unbeknownst to any of us, listening to everything we say, so he can find out what we’re 

really like, and what we really think of him." Somebody else said, "Good Lord, do you 

think so? I’ve said all sorts of things already that I wouldn’t want him hearing." 

 

Someone else chimed in, "Let me tell you something spooky. I was just down in the 

ladies’ room. That woman who came as a withered hag was in there. I was dying to see 

who was hidden behind the mask. You’ll never believe what happened. When she 

washed her hands she also washed her face - she didn’t have a mask on! That’s the way 

she really looks! I think she just sneaked in here for the meal." 

 

"Good heavens!" gasped a friend. "What will the host say when he finds out! That could 

throw a kink into things when it comes to seating us for dinner." 

 

"Well," another volunteered, "it serves the host right. After all, he asked for it. What sort 

of idiot sets up a dinner party and announces it in Sunday’s classifieds!" 

 

At nine o-clock the butler rang a bell and gathered everyone around. It was a massive 

crowd that spilled out of the house, collecting on the lawn beyond the patio. When 

everyone was silent, a grimy, drunken looking man with filthy hair and cast-off clothes 

jumped on a low stone wall and announced in a loud voice, "Time to take the masks off!" 

 

There were gasps and protests everywhere. What business had this opportunist - probably 

half-drunk and having wandered in to get a handout - taking over like this? 

 

"I’ll go first," the down-and-outer said. He peeled his life-like mask away. It was the 

host. A hush fell over everyone - then murmurs, then laughter, then applause and shouts 

of congratulation. He should win the prize, there was no doubt about that. 

 

The masks came off. The surprise lasted about three minutes. Then something became 

hauntingly clear. Over half the guests had not removed their masks. The host said, "Some 

of my old friends will not recognize a lot of those who are here tonight. These people are 

not used to going to fine parties. I had a terrible time convincing them to come. I 

promised them I’d dress just like them, and that they would fit right in. They told me, 

some of them, they worried that my regular friends and guests would look down at them 

and ridicule them. I assured them those were not the kinds of friends I had. Of course, I 

wasn’t positive. In fact, I wanted to find out. You see, my parties had begun to get a little 



boring. Conversation was beginning to go stale. Besides, I got involved with some of 

these poor folk not long ago. One of our city’s tenements was due to be torn down. The 

residents would not have had a place to live. The city engineer asked me to work with 

him to see if we could remedy the structure, shore it up, and save it, rather than demolish 

it. I volunteered my services without a fee. And as we worked on the project, I discovered 

that there is a whole world of forgotten people in our city. I began to make good friends 

with some of them. 

 

"Then I realized that some of you, my good friends, probably would benefit from meeting 

them as well. That’s why I had all of you come to the same dinner party. Now, I realize 

some of you may not be quite ready to accept some of these folks. In fact, I’ve circulated 

among all of you all night. I’ve heard the things you’ve said, and if you can’t identify 

with these newcomers, please feel free to leave. I won’t make you uncomfortable by 

making you sit down with them. But if you want to get to know them better and to learn 

some ways to become better friends with them and help them after they go home tonight, 

then you can stay for dinner. You decide." 

 

With that, the meal was served. Those who had not come wearing masks sat down first. 

Then the friends of the host were invited to find seats. But while some of them did, a lot 

of them simply slipped out the door and drove away. But those who stayed enjoyed a 

sumptuous banquet. 

 

Few of us hold high and mighty, king-like positions in our day to day life.  What does 

God want us lowly, everyday people  to do?  The story of judgment we are presented 

with today tells us, “what the bottom line is.”  What does Jesus expect of us?  I think this 

story about end times tells us to do simple things, not seeking any praise or special 

blessing. 

   

(On my first summer field experience I served on a two point charge south of North Bay.  

The smaller rural point was in a community called Chisholm, not far from the northern 

boundaries of Algonquin Park.  Within a short distance from the church there was a 

rehabilitation center for youth, called Vitaway farm.  This was a place where teens could 

be taken out of their troubled environment and given a positive experience of community.  

The cook would round up a few of the boys on a Sunday morning and bring them in the 

farm van to worship with us.  On a good day that church would have an attendance of 

twenty people.  When Vitaway farm boys were present it sometimes swelled the ranks to 

thirty.  Did everyone in that little church embrace those boys?  Well, not literally.  But 

they did encourage their minister to make connections with the farm program, to be a 

chaplain for any of the protestant young men there.  Over the summer I got to hear some 

of their stories.  My experience was enriched by their questions of faith.  The church 

community was enriched by their participation.)  

The ‘sheep’ did not recognize what they had done.  The ‘goats’ did not recognize what 

they had not done.  We are called to imagine the ‘Christ’ in each person. 



Last Tuesday was the 45th “World Hello Day,”  using hello, (to 10 people) one little word 

with the power to change the world.  The idea is to use the power of personal 

communication to promote global peace.  “By extending a friendly greeting to people you 

don’t know, you’re sending a message to world leaders that words work better than 

weapons to settle conflicts.  

A few years ago a Toronto man, Fred Dunn died at 82 years of age.  It was reported that 

all he ever wanted in his life was to love and to be loved; he also wanted world peace and 

perhaps he wanted that above all else.  He was homeless for part of his life, lived under 

the Bloor St. viaduct for many years and died at Perram House.  He wrote endless poems 

about peace until his eyesight failed.  Then, he composed his poems in his head and he 

recited them from memory for anyone who was curious and would stand still long 

enough to listen.     

Love and World Peace.  Do we want any less for those who come to this place, for 

baptism, for worship, all children of God? 

Some of you will recognize the name, Rachel Clark as a writer for the Orangeville 

Banner, Caledon Enterprise and the Georgetown Independent newspaper.  She is a 

resident of Bolton and a student of theology at Emmanuel College. Dorothy Mazeau and 

I met Rachel at the presbytery meeting this last week where she was asked to speak as a 

transgendered person.  Her presentation was within the context of sharing about how we 

become a more inclusive church locally.  Rachel is willing to come and speak with our 

congregation.  Could we welcome her with open arms?  This is a reality some residents 

of Caledon live with. Will they be genuinely be made welcome in a community of faith? 

Did you know that the rate of attempted suicide among transgendered youth is 13 x 

higher among those whose parents reject their gender identity than those supported by 

their parents.  This sounds to me like something we should be addressing.  I could hazard 

a guess that there are many in this congregation even this morning that are in some way 

touched by this sad statistic.  I know there are some, because I myself have a nephew, 

now known as Thomas (25), who walks this journey and thankfully has a supportive 

group around him.  I believe that Dorothy also has a relative in her close family tree. 

You’ll have to tell me if we should be inviting Rachel to come and speak to us.  

Let the eyes we see through focus on the people we encounter - anywhere and 

everywhere - in such a way that it comes naturally to us to say, "There’s one of us. 

There’s one of those who’s coming to the banquet that I’m headed for. There’s someone 

I’m related to." 

 

What the Architect is calling us to do is to learn, naturally and for it to become second-

nature, to do the same with every human being we encounter. Let us learn to say of every 

person we experience, "God says ‘Yes!’ to him or her. And so do I." 

 

If we do any less, we run a good chance of discovering the banquet hall is full, and we 



have given up our invitation. 

 

It need not be so. When life is over and when time comes to an end - just as the church 

year has for us today - the masquerade will stop. The masks will all come off. When the 

shouts go up, "Surprise! Surprise!" there is no need for those who know and love and 

pattern after the superior architect to be surprised at all.  Amen! 

DUNN, Frederick William - April 24, 1923 - November 13, 2008 Passed away peacefully at 
Perram House after a brief illness. Fred lived a life different from most, and it was his work as 
a Peace Activist, Long Distance Runner and Poet that gave him his greatest reward. He was 
also a lab assistant for Banting and Best, a carpenter, and ran for mayor. Living for 14 years 
at his training camp in the Don Valley, Fred showed resilience in a life that many would not 
be able to survive. Despite health challenges, Fred remained independent, informed and 
opinionated to the end. Generous in nature, Fred donated to many charities despite his own 
economic challenges. Fred held a commitment to changing the world to bring peace by 
coming together and learning about one another. Fred believed that this change would 
happen and that we had a responsibility to work toward that change.  
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