
My friends, one of the themes of a good story, a good movie is of 

course, the power of love.  We see a mother, in order to free her little 

girl from kidnappers, who is absolutely fearless as she takes on the 

world’s most vile terrorist.  We see the man risk his life over and over 

again in order to rescue his beloved from the midst of the apocalypse.   

Love can do all things; love never gives up and will pursue the beloved 

to the ends of the earth. In a certain sense, love, heroic love is a bit 

mad, a bit crazy. 

As we read today’s Gospel parables, we are listening to stories about 

the madness of God’s love.  Not a love that is going to drive through a 

hurricane, or take a bullet for us but a love that forgives, that is 

merciful.  A love that will foolishly celebrate the finding of a lost coin, a 

love that will leave the 99 alone to seek the one that is lost.  The love 

that welcomes the wayward, disgraceful son who betrayed you with 

the most lavish of parties.  This is the true power of love.   

But do we really value this love? 

Thomas Merton defined despair as the most extreme form of self-love.  

A love so bent in on itself that it refuses help from any source.  He 

writes, “Despair is the ultimate development of a pride so great and so 

stiff-necked that it selects the absolute misery of damnation rather 

than accept happiness from the hands of God and thereby 

acknowledge that He is above us and that we are not capable of 

fulfilling our destiny by ourselves.”   

For us we are always proud of our strengths and so love is often 

portrayed as that powerful force that can conquer anything. In our 

human stories of heroic love we are impressed with that stamina, 



strength and desire that is unstoppable.  If you are sap like me you shed 

a tear when the hero or heroine saves the day.   

But is it real?  Does the power of love exist?  

Yes it does. It exists in God. Our response is humility; we receive it and 

we accept it.  In the moment of despair, the dire loss of everything he 

held valuable, the prodigal son looks up from the pig pen and says, “I 

will go to my father”. I am not worthy but I will go home.  And what an 

incredible welcome he receives.   

The power of love is not manifested through our heroism.  We are not 

on a mission to save anyone.  Love at its most powerful is a grace from 

God- a gift we humbly receive.  Love comes to us when we look up from 

our despair, our sin, look up from the evil that has surrounded us and 

say, “I will go to my father” and in that return to the Father we 

experience the saving power of God’s mercy and forgiveness.  We 

experience the true power of love. 

 

 

 


