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Sermon March 6, 2016 Lent 4 Prodigal Father (The Rev. Scott Gould) 
Joshua 5:9-12; Psalm 32; 2Corinthians 5:16-21; Luke 15:1-3, 11b-32 
The parable of the Prodigal Son, as we call it, offers a couple of 

different doorways to spiritual growth for those of us who might be 
looking for that. 

The most obvious of these ‘doorways’, and the one that gives the 

parable its usual title, is that of identifying with the younger son.  
Many of us, at different times and in different ways, have had a 

wake up moment similar to the one the so called ‘prodigal’ son 

has in the parable.  We wake up at some point and find that we 
have squandered our inheritance somehow and have landed 

quite rightly in the pig trough with nothing to eat but humble pie, 

as it were.  If you can identify with that moment in any small way 

yourself, you know what a joy it is to  find that you have finally hit 
bottom and that there is nowhere to go but up:)  It can become 

very plain at that point that a doorway to a better life has been 

there all along, but until that moment you have been quite unable 

even to see it as a doorway, let alone open it or walk through.   

The prodigal son does it though.  He somehow claws it open and 

crawls through - in real humility - perhaps for the first time.  As he 

does so, he expects anger, contempt, indignation, shame, 
rejection.  Instead he receives from his father a joyous and loving 

welcome, a  kiss, an embrace, a robe, a ring, a banquet, and a 

forgiveness so absolute it is hard to describe, except by resorting 
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to this parable.  It really is as though the son was dead and he 

has come back to life.  You can’t help but love this story for its 

beauty, for the blessed assurance it offers, and for its familiarity. 

Christians have often found in it lessons for our own lives and 

metaphors for how we think our relationship with God can be.  

When we realize the errors of our ways, in fact whenever we 
realize the error of our ways, we can come home to God, and He 

will come running to meet us, welcoming and feasting us in 

myriad ways.  In that reconciled condition we may, at last, begin 
to live a new life, a second life if you will, of resurrection and 

grace. 

So the prodigal son is one of the spiritual doorways in the parable.   

Another way to enter the kingdom might be through the doorway 

of the older son in the parable, who seems to feel burned by his 

own dutifulness.  He is kind of the unprodigal son, if you will.  I 
think a lot of us have been to that place too.  If we are not careful 

we can spend our lives simmering, like a pot, with resentment 

about all the things other people got away with, or about how 

other people got treated better than we did, or however we want 
to weave the tale from the place of older brotherness - or older 

sisterness.  In so doing, we might eventually discover that all 

forms of resentment, no matter how righteous, make us blind to 
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the light of abundant grace that even now, through yonder 

doorway shines.  Banquet tables laden with fatted calves await us 

if only we will step through.  We’ll have to sit with all those 
prodigal sons and daughters though.  They were there before us. 

But the doorway I really want to focus on is the one that opens for 

us when we are ready to look to the far horizon of our capabilities.   
I would love it if you would take a moment to join me in imagining 

that now. What are we really capable of as human beings?  To 

what can you and I truly aspire, spiritually speaking?  Of what are 
our spirits truly capable?  What is the zenith of our spiritual 

powers?  What tiny vibration of our inmost soul tells us that we 

can be greater than we are? 

If we do that, if we stop for a moment and scan the far reaches of 

the horizon of our spiritual capabilities in every direction, we may 

even now see a tiny figure moving, a tiny puff of dust way out 

there telling us that someone is coming toward us in the noonday.  
As the figure draws closer and closer, we may gradually begin to 

make out a familiar shape.  Perhaps it is someone we know, 

someone who may have wronged or used us somehow.  Oh, It is 

some prodigal son (or daughter) returning - to us. (Or it may be 
ourselves, a part of us we turned our back on).  
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What will we do?  Run into the house, pull down the shades and 

ignore the knock on the door? Eat from the stinking larder of a 

black heart the mouldy bread of resentment, for the rest of the 
night?  Or, we could just stand our ground and wait, gloating in 

the opportunity to tell that greedy, miserable, no good little brat (or 

friend or parent or associate) of ours how he or she has blown it 

and has no right to come crawling back like this.  Demand a full 
apology and a full explanation and then open a can of soup, 

maybe.   Call the elder brother perhaps and share, quite rightly, a 

steaming cup of outrage or contempt.  All of these would be 
perfectly understandable and certainly justifiable after what that 

nasty person has put us through. 

Or we can take flight.  Run to meet him.  Embrace the horizon of 
a great spirit.  Usher into our house and into our hearts not only a 

beautiful child of God whom we thought had died, but the grace 

and abundance of God’s kingdom that is ours to give and so 

receive. 

I am waxing kind of purple in my prose here, I notice.  I guess I 

am really trying to convince myself, and you perhaps, that we 

really can do it.  We really can forgive, I guess, just as God does.  
We really can just let go of all that came before, put it behind us, 

and reach out to what could be, reach out to what, deep down, my 

heart truly desires, and your heart, and God's heart too.  To quote 
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St. Paul: "forgetting what lies behind and straining forward to what 

lies ahead, I press on towards the goal for the prize of the 

heavenly call of God in Christ Jesus." 

The trouble is, it seems so weak to forgive and to celebrate.  

“What am I?  A doormat?” I hear us saying.  We hear the voices 

on every side saying that we should fight back, assert ourselves, 
put our assertiveness training into practise, raise our self-esteem.  

But which self?  The elder brother?  The younger?    Been there 

done that.  Or can we all become for each other the apparently 
weak but truly strong prodigal father, for whom, perhaps, the 

parable should be named?  If we do that, perhaps the words we 

heard today from  2Corinthians could come true in us, in our 

communities, in our families. Perhaps Paul of Tarsus had been 
through some of this. Perhaps he knew whereof he spoke when 

he wrote: 

"....if anyone is in Christ, there is a new creation: 
everything old has passed away; see, everything has 

become new! All this is from God, who reconciled us to 

himself through Christ, and has given us the ministry of 

reconciliation; that is, in Christ God was reconciling the 
world to himself, not counting their trespasses against 

them, and entrusting the message of reconciliation to us. 
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So we are ambassadors for Christ, since God is making 

his appeal through us…  (2cor 5:16-21) 

To me this expresses very well something which is a sine qua non 

of all Christian communities. It is not quite the foundation, since 

that is Jesus Christ Himself. But perhaps it is more like the 

doorway to our churches. We have go through it before we can 
truly be people through whom God can make His appeal.  

I’m really delighted to say that we have been doing this 
reconciliation work in a significant way here through the 

reconciliation dialogue group in which many of you have 

participated. If you haven't yet participated you’re welcome  to. 

[You may recall that Pitman and I spoke about it last June in a 
sermon.] It’s by no means a perfect process but I do think it has 

brought all of closer to the deep well of reconciliation that Christ 

has placed among us, and I know some healing has come from 

that for many of us. 

The communion cup has played a role in the reconciliation circle 

for all of us. We agreed to speak only when we are holding the 

cup and listen when others are - sort of the way the talking stick 
works in First Nations communities. The chalice is for us the most 

sacred of objects, and the reconciliation circle has brought an 

important reminder of why we drink from the cup, that the decision 
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to come forward together and drink the blood of Christ from this 

communion cup is a decision to be reconciled with each other and 

with Christ. And that is so sweet. Isn’t it? There truly is nothing 
sweeter. It’s not just the wine that tastes so good. It is the 

goodness of God Himself and Her reconciling love that we all 

share. If we truly have that sweetness in the midst of us we’ll be 

better able to share it with with everyone we meet. 

To me this new creation, which we are, this ‘being in Christ’ can 

be most effective in us, most powerful - we can be most 
empowered by it - if we can find it in ourselves to remember, 

gratefully, the times when, in some real way, God’s forgiving love 

saved us, brought us back from our life among the pigs.  

  
So when we come to the communion rail today to eat the bread 

and drink from the cup, let’s drink deep of it’s goodness and be 

especially mindful of the reconciling work of the sacrament in 

which we are all participants, and of the goodness that is set 
before us by the Prodigal Father.


