
Our first reading today in the Book of Joshua describes the end of the Exodus. The 

people have arrived in the Promised Land; they celebrate the Passover, that feast 

that commemorated the saving action of God who rescued them from slavery in 

Egypt. They eat the fruit of the new land and the manna stops.  They have arrived 

in their new home. They are home.   

And I would like to focus on the notion of homecoming to speak about today’s 

Gospel. We hear today the parable of the Prodigal Son, or maybe more 

appropriately the parable of the Forgiving Father.  As we read the story we hear 

that the son, when he reaches rock bottom, squandered his money, destitute, it’s 

so bad that he has to feed pigs to survive.  Pigs were unclean animals according to 

Jewish law.  Anything of value from his heritage, his inheritance has been taken 

from him.  He has nothing; he is nothing.  But when he reaches this point he looks 

deep within and says, “I will get up and go to my father.” I will return home.  I will 

not claim any rights as son; I will be content to live as a servant but I can no longer 

live like this.  I will go home. 

Once there, he is welcomed by his Father with a lavish celebration but when the 

older dutiful brother appears he is not impressed with the Father’s generosity.  He 

refuses to enter the party and as his father pleads with him he answers, “Listen! 

For all these years I have been working like a slave for you, and I have never 

disobeyed your command; yet you have never even given me a young goat so that 

I might celebrate with my friends.”  And his father responds, “Son you are always 

with me, and all that is mine is yours.”  The older son has never left home but he 

cannot see what he has.  You have a home here can you not see?  

So are we not home?  Are we far away in the dregs of despair or are we like the 

older son, close to home but refusing to see what we have.  

 If you are like me and a bit of a news junkie you may have run across the 

expression this last year or so, “deaths of despair.”  It is in reference to the 

statistical fact that these last couple of years there has been an increase in deaths 

by suicide and from drug overdoses.  There are news clips saying it is so bad that 

these deaths are actually lowering life expectancy in the United States and we in 



Canada may not be far behind.  Like the Prodigal Son there are many of us today 

who encounter the darkness, have entered the pit of a destructive lifestyle, have 

come to the bowels of despair but can we look up from this moment and say “I 

have somewhere to go, I will return home; there is a love waiting for me that can 

heal and bring peace.”  

Or more likely we are the older son.  Our self-centeredness hasn’t led to the pit of 

despair but we are caught up in a spirit of complaint, bitterness, alienation and 

resentment.  We focus on what we deserve and what we lack, not what we can 

give and what we do have.   We are within the walls of the house but we are not 

home.  We cannot respond to the voice of God in love but only with indifference 

and contempt.   

Our 40 Days of Lent are normally linked with the 40 days Jesus spent in the desert, 

praying and fasting, but Lent also is connected with the Exodus, the 40 years that 

the Israelites wandered in the desert before they reached the Promised Land, 

before they came to the home God had prepared for them.  Our First reading 

today brings us to that moment of arrival. They eat of the fruit of the land.   

We have a couple of weeks of Lent left. How am I not at home?  How am I far from 

the Promised Land?  How am I far from the Father’s house?  Like the younger son 

in the depths of despair?  The older son in the depths of complaint, resentment 

and entitlement?  May these last days of Lent help us on our journey home.   

 

 


