
24th Sunday of Ordinary Time © 

 Being Celibate, of course I don’t have any children of my own.  But I am one 

of 12 and I have 42 nieces and nephews, and I’ve lost count of the next 

generation plus, so I know a bit about parenting.  And I KNOW there is trouble 

when one of the parents is passing off possession to the other.  If they start 

talking about YOUR daughter, or that son of YOURS… high praise is probably NOT 

the next thing that follows. 

 And that is what we’re seeing in the readings for today.  In the Gospel, the 

older obedient son is telling their father about “Your son who swallowed up your 

property with prostitutes.”  And in the first reading from Exodus, God himself is 

confronting Moses with “Your people, whom YOU brought out of the land of 

Egypt” becoming depraved.  God is acting like HE had nothing to do with it.  God 

just wants to smite them all and start over.  Luckily for the Jews, Moses is able to 

talk Him out of it. 

 So God relents, and shows Mercy.  And that’s what all of today’s readings 

are about.  That’s really what all of scripture is about if you think about it….. 

Mercy. 

 In his letter to Timothy, St. Paul says openly that he was once a blasphemer 

and a persecutor and arrogant, out of ignorance and unbelief.  But by the grace of 

God, he came to believe that Christ Jesus came into the world to save sinners, of 

which he was the foremost.  But he was mercifully treated, as an example so that 

others could come to believe as well. 

 But not everyone believed.  Not yet.  The Scribes and the Pharisees 

complained about the tax collectors sinners coming to Jesus…. And Jesus 



welcoming them… and eating with them.  Unthinkable --- Inappropriate --- and 

Defiling.  So Jesus, the master story teller goes into parable mode.  He tells about 

the lost sheep and the last coin, and the owners’ dogged determination to find 

them.  And then, he tells the Scribes and Pharisees about themselves, and the 

work that He is doing for His merciful Father.  Part of Jesus’ genius is that his 

parables are usually really about the people he’s telling them to.  Jesus has found 

the lost sheep; he has searched out the lost coin; the prodigal son has come 

home;  and so now, He is rejoicing, joyfully celebrating the return of all. 

 But wait a minute.  Who is NOT celebrating?  The older brother.  He’s not 

only NOT celebrating, but he’s accusing his father of mis-treatment.  And the 

merciful father si merciful even to him.  He could have easily said, The heck with 

him.  If he wants to pout and miss the party, so be it.  But as he did for the 

prodigal son, he also goes out to the obedient one. 

 But the older son unloads on him.  I quote the Sacra Pagina translation, 

“Look, I am slaving for you all these years… and I never ignored your rules… yet 

you never even gave me a goat that I might celebrate with my friends.  But when 

your son here comes, who has devoured his livelihood with whores… you kill the 

fatted calf.”   

 Look at what the son is saying here.  He is telling his father that being with 

him is a legalistic drudgery akin to slavery.  He has experienced no joy, love or 

satisfaction.  It’s just been work… work… work.  And of course, Jesus is telling the 

Scribes and Pharisees that this has been their life as well.  But if they would rather 

experience joy and celebration…As the father is trying to convince the older son, 



so Jesus is inviting  the Scribes and Pharisees…. Hey… all you have to do is ask.  In 

fact… come join the party NOW! 

 

 

 Do you think the older son gave in, and joined the party?  Do you think the 

Scribes and Pharisees sat down at the table with the sinners?  Or were they all too 

obsessed with their slavery to the rules, that they wouldn’t. 

 God is inviting us ALL to His table today.  Some of us are prodigal.  Some of 

us have served faithfully for MANY years.  We all begged God for mercy at the 

beginning of this Mass, so let us all approach Him in unity.  And may God proudly 

claim us ALL, Calling us all, No one else’s, but HIS …… Sons and Daughters 

  


