
Lenten Journey 

As we walk this Lenten journey together, Robin has been guiding us through the 

scriptures:  

The first Sunday of Lent we were reminded that Jesus walked with assistance:  

that he was never without the guidance of angels, even in his darkest, most 

vulnerable moments.  We are reminded that we too are not ever alone.  On the 

second Sunday, we remembered God’s covenant with us and all creation; we walk 

in remembrance of that promise.  Last Sunday the parable of the fig tree showed 

us the gift of opportunity, space, and time to become all that God wants us to be. 

We walk in spaciousness.  

Today, the fourth Sunday in Lent, our walk is one of familiarity; the familiar path 

home. The theme of going home is so compelling, songs and ballads have been 

composed by countless musicians. Out of curiosity I googled “songs about going 

home”, and quickly became swallowed up in songs that evoke feelings and images 

as I listened to just a few of the dozens of pieces of music.  

 

 

 



Reflection 

This lesson, The Prodigal Son, is very familiar to many of us.  Jesus was such a 

brilliant story-teller; taking complex or abstract concepts and creating a story that 

was easy for anyone to relate to and understand.   

I think this parable is easily relatable.  Which of the characters speaks to you?   

Perhaps it’s the younger son, who, with pockets filled with his share of the 

property, leaves home to make his way in the world.  Apparently, he didn’t 

behave himself very well, “given to immoral or improper conduct” eventually 

blowing all his resources.  Perhaps it was at his rock bottom, a Jewish boy feeding 

the pigs, that he realized his best option was to return home.  I wonder what he 

was feeling and thinking?  We know he didn’t think himself worthy. Did he feel 

remorse or shame?  embarrassment?  contrition?  Did he tell himself he had been 

foolish, even stupid?  Was he looking forward to seeing his father again, knowing 

he would be happy to see his youngest son, or was he fearful of admonition or 

even rejection?  We can imagine a spectrum of possibilities.   

Who of us has left home, with or without our parents’ blessing, and eventually, 

because things didn’t work out the way we had thought, returned to the 

familiarity and security of home?  Who among us have been the prodigal son or 



daughter?  How was that experience?  What stays with you? even after all these 

years… 

Perhaps you relate to the father, elated to have his beloved son back home, after 

not seeing him or even hearing of him (no cell phones or Instagram accounts to 

stay in touch); not knowing if he was safe or if he was even alive.   Perhaps your 

child, whom you love beyond measure, has gone away, and you feared for their 

well-being, not knowing their welfare.  Did that child need to return to the safety 

and security of home?  To admit things didn’t go so well… Do you remember the 

feelings when you knew they were ok after all?   

Or, maybe it is the older son who speaks to you; the one who stayed put, helped 

out, followed the rules, worked “like a slave”, was faithful and (I assume) well-

behaved.  Why shouldn’t he be angry?  Why bother meeting the expectations of a 

parent if it doesn’t matter anyway?  What the heck? The badly behaved sibling 

(spoiled youngest brother) does not deserve all that fuss and attention.  It’s 

unfair! 

Or maybe you connect with the people in the background – watching all this 

unfold, being an observer, and making your own judgements.   



I think this passage is easily relatable because the characters evoke not only 

thoughts and images, but emotions that I’m going to bet almost every one of us 

has felt at sometime in our lives.  And those emotions, body sensations, are felt 

again each time we hear this story.   

I identify with each one of these characters in this simple story.  I have been that 

child who left home, later having to return, chagrined that I had made some not 

so good choices.  I remember some of the thoughts and feelings as I travelled the 

familiar roads leading home. I remember being welcomed into the open arms of 

my much-relieved mother.  

I am also that parent, whose child has gone away, waiting for their safe return, 

and not knowing when that might be, if ever.  I can feel all over again the relief 

and the love flooding my body as I held that prodigal child in my arms.   

And I have caught myself being the upset and bewildered brother.  It is my small 

self, my ego, that is sanctimonious, holier than thou.   Why, I follow the rules, I do 

good things, I go to church, I am the deserving one.  You, on the other hand…. 

I, like the Pharisees and scribes have judged others, like the tax collectors and 

sinners, to not be worthy of love and acceptance; the poured-out love, the agape 

love that Robin speaks of. 



Just as the father in this parable, God doesn’t caution us where to go, how to 

behave, what choices to make.  Neither does God chase after us to come back; 

God is always “there”, no matter if we turn our backs, dismiss, or forget. We don’t 

earn God’s love by our actions, and neither do we lose God’s love by our actions.   

This story doesn’t simply land here (head); it lands in here (heart, body). I don’t 

just “get it”, I “get it”; I know those feelings in my body.  I suspect that you might 

too.  When we can tap into the intense feelings for our beloved; then maybe, just 

maybe we can understand just how much God loves us, and them, him and even 

her…  

Wait… that means that God loves even those who are really badly behaved; those 

who commit heinous crimes against God’s creation, against the innocent and 

vulnerable.   God also loves those people as God loves the rest of us.  How do I 

come to terms with that?  What do I do with that?   What do you do with that? 

Perhaps I simply must trust that God is waiting for even those lost souls to return 

home, to return to God, just as I have returned to God, again and again.   

And so this parable reminds us how much God loves each and every one of us; 

not just when we are on track, when we do the “right” things, but when we blow 



it, when we have sinned, and when we stand around confused and judging. 

Poured out love, Agape Love, for every one of us.  Always.  

 


