
June 17, 2018   Manor Road United Church - Rev. Debra Schneider 
Psalm 32:1-17   Luke 15: 1-3, 11-32    Coming Home to Love 

 

As I get older, I’m privy to all the humour around getting old.  You’ve likely heard, the 
comment, “Of all the things that I have lost, it’s my mind I miss the most!”  Or, “The older I 
get, the more I think about the hereafter.  It seems every time I go into another room, I look 
around wonder, ‘Now, what am I here after?”   
 

I hate losing things.  And, I lose things all the time.  We all have characteristic phrases that 
we tend to repeat.  One of mine is, “Manuel, have you seen my glasses, my keys, my purse, .. 
you know, that orange book I was reading….?”   And one my favourite phrases of his… 
always accompanied with a smile is, “Look what I found!”   I found it out on the sidewalk… 
on the piano….  Michael laments that everywhere Debra goes… she leaves something 
behind.  I quip that it’s so people will know I was there!   
 

Of course, sometimes we lose things, and we don’t even notice…. until we do!  And then they 
are doubly hard to find!  Like the night I went out, and my car wasn’t parked on the street 
where I always park.  And sometimes, we lose things and we simply don’t care!  “Oh well, 
easy come, easy go.”  Sometimes its people we lose, and we don’t even notice… until we do!  
Where is John?  I haven’t seen Pat lately…   Then it can be doubly hard to find them… to find 
that connection again.  Rarely do I hear in that case, “Oh well, easy come, easy go!” 
  

This morning’s gospel reading begins with Jesus teaching… something he has been doing for 
a while.  Jesus has been teaching in synagogues, on hillsides, along the seashore and in 
people’s homes.  And it seems that wherever he goes, he is challenging and upsetting the 
settled religious, social, and cultural arrangements and assumptions of the day.  “Everyone 
knows you don’t… until you do!”  It seems the religious leadership, who are clearly keeping 
an eye on him, are often incensed in one way or another—at the content of his teaching, at 
the timing of his healing, or at the quality of the company he keeps.  Speaking of which, the 
sick, the poor, the women and those marginalized or outcast in any number ways are drawn 
to Jesus like bees to a field of clover in full flower. 
 

I’m reminded of a verse from Anthony Machado’s poem entitled, “Last night as I was 
Sleeping.”  In it Machado writes: 
 

Last night as I was sleeping,  
I dreamt—marvelous error!— 
that I had a beehive 
here inside my heart.  
And the golden bees 
were making white combs 
and sweet honey  
from my old failures.   

 

This morning’s Jesus story known as The Parable of the Prodigal Son, or The Parable of the 
Prodigal father—depending on how you look at it, is one of the best known and most loved 
of Jesus’ parables.  It is one of three ‘Lost and Found’ stories in a series.  The conversation 
and insights that can be drawn from it for our lives and our relationships are both moving 
and profound.  Given the opportunity, these insights will continue to unfold in fresh ways as 
we move through our lives. That is the power of a well-formulated, and well-and timely-told 
parable.    
 

The insight I was drawn to this time as I prepared to preach this morning is that the 
Religious leaders of the day (and perhaps of our day too) have somehow, along the way lost 



something precious and profound.  It seems that they have gotten so caught up in being 
righteous and pure and safe, and in keeping their people that way… that they have lost sight 
of something that surely still rests at the very core of our beings… even as it rests at the very 
core of every religious endeavour worthy of it’s salt… and that is God’s good creation itself, 
entrusted to their care… and in particular, in this parable, the human aspect of that creation.   
 

What Jesus seems to be saying is that God has this ridiculous and extravagant love of and 
compassion for all God’s children… and that this is particularly true for those who we 
naturally tend to judge, despise, dismiss, ostracize, fear or keep at a distance.  And not only 
that, Jesus seems to be saying that those claiming to be God’s representatives on earth,  (ie. 
people like me… and yes, even people like you!), have a responsibility to care, not only for, 
or even especially for the flock that shows up at shul or mosque or church from week to 
week, but especially for those who never darken the door of any so-called ‘house of God.’  It 
seems, we have a responsibility of care for those who believe in their heart of hearts that 
the roof will surely cave in, and the walls collapse in upon them if they should dare enter 
these doors!  
 

Can you imagine spending your life being spoken to,  about and treated as ‘less than,’ as 
‘undesirable,’ as ‘unworthy,’ or even ‘unseemly’ by those in positions of power and 
authority, and, even by most of the ordinary people in your culture?  Can you imagine what 
that does to one’s soul?  And now, can you imagine how it would impact you to hear this 
One who, “…speaks as one with authority,” …someone like Jesus, tell you that, “You are the 
sheep who the good shepherd goes out in search of!  And once found, you are one who gets 
thrown around the shepherd’s shoulders in jubilation.” Can you imagine such a one hearing 
perhaps for the very first time, that “You are that precious coin that is lost, just waiting to be 
found and celebrated;” that, “You are that precious son or daughter who has left home and 
squandered his or her inheritance, and you are the one for whom the Father waits, day after 
day, month after month, year after year… Longing eyes scanning the horizon, squinting 
down the road—that it’s your familiar gait he is been watching for…  it is for your face that 
he is searching for … patiently watching, yearning, hoping against hope…  He is already 
planning in the back of his mind what he will do the moment he sets eyes on you…is ready 
to break in a run towards you the moment he sees you.  This loving father, is aching to 
celebrate your return.     
 

Machado’s poem comes to mind again as I think of those to whom Jesus’ actions, attitudes 
and words have come as a surprising revelation of their true worth.  Machado writes: 
 

Last night as I was sleeping,  
I dreamt—marvelous error!— 
that a fiery sun was giving  
light inside my heart.  
It was fiery because I felt  
warmth as from a hearth,  
and sun because it gave light 
and brought tears to my eyes.   

 

Ah, to be home again-- to be really at home, and at peace in our own souls, perhaps for the 
first time in a long time… or even perhaps for the first time in our lifetime.  Machado’s … 
first verse captures the flow of the Father’s love finally being received by the prodigal upon 
his return… I imagine him waking after that first night’s sleep in his own bed and 
remembering something like this: 
 

Last night as I was sleeping, 



I dreamt—marvelous error!— 
that a spring was breaking out in my heart.  
I said:  Along which secret aqueduct, 
O water, are you coming to me,  
water of a new life 
that I have never drunk?   

 

But, of course, the prodigal comes home not only to the father, but to the scrappy realities of 
those familiar family dynamics!  He is home again, to those of us who have been holding 
down the fort, who have been working double time in his absence, who have witnessed the 
distraction and sorrow of your mother and your father (thinking why am I not enough);  
seething with anger and resentment at your abandonment…(Having dad and mom to 
ourselves isn’t always all it’s cut out to be!)  
 

Well, young prodigal, you may have to give this one some time to catch up with your 
prodigal parent’s ridiculous and indulgent compassion.  It may be in Dad’s nature, but that 
doesn’t mean is flowing from ours…at least not any time soon. You may need to do some 
bowing and scraping before we will toast your return!   
   

I’m reminded of Jacob and Essau.  These two brothers are found in Genesis, the very first 
book of the Old Testament. Jacob, the younger of the two (by a mere breath) has acted as a 
scoundrel and a thief.  He manipulates Essau out of his birthright, and tricks his father into 
granting him Essau’s blessing, and then Jacob has to flee Essau’s rage.  After many years, 
Jacob returns to his homeland and to Essau.  (Dad is long gone)  He returns, not empty 
handed like Jesus’ prodigal child, rather he sends ahead of himself letters of repentance and 
reconciliation, and many fine gifts.  Finally, approaching Essau, he bows before him seven 
times, putting his face to the ground.  And, like the Prodigal Father, Essau runs to greet 
Jacob, throws his arms around his neck and kisses him.  Jacob says, “Seeing your face is like 
seeing the face of God, now that you have received me favourably.”   
 

In this morning’s story, we are not told how the older brother eventually responds.  The 
good, faithful and dutiful son or daughter often have deep spiritual challenges of their own 
to surmount.  Their departure from home is often an internal one, but it is no less real, and it 
is no a less difficult one from which to return.  (Sometimes the parent doesn’t even notice he 
or she has gone!)  If one never dares to test the limits or push the boundaries of  love, one 
may struggle with questions like, “How will I ever know and trust that I am truly, madly, and 
deeply loved for who I really am?”   
 

It seems, we prodigals are often left waiting for those older or more dutiful brothers and 
sisters… who may find it tough to let go of their anger and resentment and distrust.  We too 
may have to wait patiently to again see their faces shining in deep affection for us—when 
we too might say, “seeing your face is like seeing the face of God, now that you have received 
me favourably.” 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


