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14 March 2010

Joshua 5: 9a, 10-12

Psalm 34

2 Corinthians 5: 17-21

Luke 15: 1-3, 11-32

Perhaps you have had a friend, at one time or another,

possessed by a melancholic humor,

who believes that all of life is loss;

who spends each day letting go,

sure that, in the end, we’ll all be empty-handed.

Perhaps that friend is you.

An argument could be made.

The comfort of the womb.....gone.

The universe of childhood, with you, like the sun, at its center.....gone.

The giddy, hormonal, manic dance of adolescence.....gone.

Your twenties, when you looked your best,

and smiled, indulgently, for the camera.....gone.

Your wedding day and honeymoon,

your first apartment, your first job.....gone, gone, gone.

Every sunset, every evening, of every day but this, gone forever.

And this one well on its way.

Any philosopher worth his salt

will tell you it’s the law,

the nature of the temporal order.

Every breath we take, every beat of the heart,

one less, subtracted from a finite number.

If it’s true, as old wives claim,

that misery loves company,

we can take some comfort, no,

knowing that God suffers it, too?

God’s memory, too, is burdened by loss.

Lost sheep.

Lost coins.

Lost sons and daughters.

Lost sons and daughters, especially.

Some losses come quickly, like the flash of a knife.

“Father, give me the share of your estate that should come to me.”

Which is to say,

‘Father, I cannot hang around here forever, waiting for you to die.

Give me, please, my inheritance now.”

Like the flash of a knife.

Other losses take some time,

trickle away slowly, and then, finally, catch us by surprise.

‘The servant said to the older son, “Your brother has returned

and your father has slaughtered the fattened calf

because he has him back safe and sound.”

He became angry, and when he refused to enter the house,

his father came out and pleaded with him.”

Some losses come like a slap in the face.

Others creep up behind you slowly,

like a pickpocket, slipping away in the crowd;

or like a dutiful son, whose devotion, over time, becomes resentment.

Some losses we suffer.  Some we inflict.

Perhaps God has a warehouse somewhere.

Perhaps he keeps an inventory.

He must be proud to have a son like Christ ---

the third, ‘secret son’ in this evening’s gospel ---

who, human like us, knows the infinite variety that losses can take.

And he must be honored to have a son like Christ, who,

divine like him, knows the infinite cost of each son, each daughter lost,

too proud or stubborn to ask for directions.

Let us give thanks

that in Christ we have a Savior

who will not rest, who will not sleep, until we’re all home.

Who will not rest until all of our losses have been redeemed.

“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.”

Sisters, brothers,

let us cultivate a little hope.

There is a finest robe waiting for each of us;

a ring of gold, and sandals for your feet.

And so, let us follow him to the altar,

where the rejoicing has already begun.
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