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Growing up in a family with eight siblings, there 
was no shortage of drama.  My parents were 
loving, wise, and knew that “love” included 
discipline and order. To that end, most of us knew 
where the “lines in the sand” were and did not 
cross them.  We weren’t perfect by any means; 
each of us had our go at losing sight of moral 
expectations, but with age and maturity we learned 
from our mistakes.  The exception being one of my 
younger brothers who still struggles with knowing 
the difference between right and wrong, truth and 
deception.  Over the years, he has been embroiled 
in illegal activity, deception, questionable lawsuits 
to get ahead, and little regard for the values with 
which he was raised.   

My parents never gave up on my brother in spite of 
his disregard for them and their efforts to support 
him.   I can’t say the same for his siblings because 
he hurt each of my brothers and sisters in one way 
or another.  As a result, they have closed 
communication with him and want nothing to do 
with him.  Knowing the harm he has done, I 
understand their feelings, but having been forgiven 
for my transgressions, I feel differently. 

Last week, I traveled to Georgia, and on my way 
home I stopped to see my brother. Even though I 
haven’t seen him since my mother’s death, I have 
been in touch with him by phone and email.  He had 
been inviting me to come and see his new place for 
quite some time and I decided to go and follow 
through on my promise to him. 

When I arrived, I was overwhelmed with emotion at 
the extent of the hospitality he extended to me.  He 
had prepared favorite foods from our childhood, 
waited on me hand and foot, shared the many ways 
he paid tribute to our parents by incorporating 
memorabilia of them in his decorating, and best of 
all, we spent quality hours talking and catching up. 
At the end of our visit, he mentioned that he was 
surprised that I actually came and asked if I would 
come again.                       

In Luke’s Gospel this week, the scribes and the 
Pharisees were upset because Jesus was associating 
with tax collectors and sinners.  Jesus addressed 
their objections by telling them the parable of the 
prodigal son.  The parable involves a man and his 
two sons.  The younger son asked for his inheritance 
and left for a distant land.  Eventually, the son 
squandered all that his father had given him.  

Falling on desperate times and no money, he 
decides to return home in the hopes that he will be 
forgiven for the grave sin against his father.  When 
his father saw him, he ran to him and welcomed him 
home, ordered a celebration, and treated him with 
dignity. 

The elder son, who had been working in the field, 
heard of his father’s response to the younger son’s 
return and became angry.  He expressed his 
resentment at the notion that he had been loyal to 
his father all through the years, never disobeying his 
orders, but not once was a celebration held for him. 

The father responded to the elder son: 

“My son, you are here with me always; 
everything I have is yours. But now we must 
celebrate and rejoice, because your brother was 
dead and has come to life again; he was lost and 
has been found.” 

There are many ways we can be lost.  Jesus’ parable 
of the prodigal son gives us two examples in the 
younger son and the elder son; both were lost in 
their own selfishness.  Both of the sons treated the 
father very badly, but the father moves beyond the 
fault. In all these details, Jesus subtly reveals what 
God, the Father, is like. This parable lays down the 
fundamental principle of God’s relation to us. While 
many of us can empathize with the elder son who 
felt cheated and was resentful, Jesus is calling for us 
to think and react in love. 

I couldn’t help but think of my recent visit with my 
brother when reflecting on Jesus’ parable.  It was 
clear that my parents’ unconditional love for him 
made a considerable difference in his life.  Even 
though he did not reconcile with them before their 
deaths, I sensed that he was making every effort to 
reconcile with them at this stage of his life.  It was 
demonstrated in the many ways he honored them in 
his home, in the conversations we shared about our 
childhood, in his effort to show hospitality the way 
they would.   

There are still signs that my brother is lost, but 
aren’t we all?  Sometimes the road to “home” is as 
long as  the road to reconciliation.  But, when we 
return to Christ seeking forgiveness, it is He who 
waits to run to us with open arms and celebrates our 
return.  Everything He has is ours.  Take it while 
you can. 
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