
Fourth Sunday in Lent 
Luke 15: 1-3, 11b-32 

 
In the 15th chapter of Luke, we read that the Pharisees and scribes were criticizing 

Jesus for teaching tax collectors and sinners.  He even ate with them.  In response, Jesus 
tells three parables, the lost coin, the lost sheep, and the prodigal son.  All three share the 
same theme.  That which was lost has been found and there is 
celebration.  Celebration.  After two years of pandemic lockdowns, death, and political 
turmoil, sometimes it’s difficult to think of anything worth celebrating.  Yet in this parable the 
father says, “But we had to celebrate and rejoice, because this brother of yours was dead 
and has come to life, he was lost and has been found.”   

I once witnessed a major car accident on the highway in Honduras, right in front of a 
clinic building where St. John’s medical mission staff were seeing patients.  A father, 
traveling with his teenage son, had been driving all night, when he fell asleep and veered 
into oncoming traffic. The impact was intense. Miraculously, there were no major 
injuries.  The father and his son waited in front of the clinic for the police to arrive.  I saw the 
father lift his son’s t-shirt.  There was a red stripe across his chest where the seat belt had 
been.  He turned him around and checked out his back.  Then he wrapped his arms around 
him, pulled him close and kissed him on the neck.  I would go out and check on them from 
time to time during the hour and a half it took for the police to arrive.  Every time, the father 
would be holding his son.  Later, sitting on a wall, he had his arm wrapped around his son’s 
shoulder.  It was as if he didn’t want to let him go. Such love and compassion I had rarely 
seen.  And it was with that kind of love and compassion that the prodigal son’s father 
welcomed him home with celebration.  Jesus is telling a story of homecomings. 
            What is there to celebrate today in our broken world?  The knowledge that Christ 
has overcome it and is waiting for us to come home.  One day, our journeys here will end 
and we’ll get to go home.  That is the hope, the promise, and the power of Christ’s 
resurrection.  We’ll be welcomed home with an embrace and a kiss and will receive of robe 
of righteousness.  All our tears will be dried. The angels will celebrate.  We know, 
intellectually, that our Heavenly Father loves us, but sometimes it is difficult to feel His 
love.  Let us celebrate the fact that nothing can happen to us and there is nothing we can do 
that can ever separate us from that everlasting love.  So today, let us celebrate. 

Let us take some time to sit quietly in God’s presence and let our Father love us.  
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