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“Longing for Home”
Psalm 138; Luke 15:11-19 October 9, 2016

I do not know how long it took for this boy to come to 
his senses. A month? A season? A year? Longer? Brought 
down by his own arrogance and foolishness, he has 
nothing left to do but feed the pigs. What caused him to 
wake up? Was it the stench, the filth, the backbreaking 
work, or simply the revulsion of having to deal with 
unclean animals? Whatever it was, he had a lot of time to 
think about what a mess he made of things. To the very 
depth of his being, he was ashamed of what he had done: 
squandering the family’s property, living a wayward life, 
disrespecting his father and all but wishing him dead. He 
had no one to blame, but himself. He longs for home. As 
he thinks, he remembers what life was like back home. 

Thomas Wolfe’s novel, You Can’t Go Home Again, 
tells the story of George Webber, a writer, whose thinly 
disguised novel paints a rather unflattering picture of his 
hometown folks. The townsfolk are furious and he finds 
his hometown not to be a very welcoming place for him. 
Yet, he longs for home. Wolfe writes: “But why had he 
always felt so strongly the magnetic pull of home, why had 
he thought so much about it and remembered it with such 
blazing accuracy...? He did not know. All that he knew 
was that the years flow by like water, and that one day men 
come home again.” Webber, like the prodigal, wants to go 
back home.

The prodigal son does not know what kind of welcome he 
will receive. This memory of home both convicts him and 
gives him hope. He remembers the love within his family, 
the conversations around the dinner table, a warm place 
to sleep, clean clothes, and the goodness of his parents. 
He also remembers how much he has disappointed them 
and hurt them. Jesus said that the young man “came 
to himself,” which is a way of saying that he repents. 
Repentance is like homesickness. He turns his life around 
and sets his eyes on home. We heard the choir sing:

Tell me where is the road I can call my own, 
That I left, that I lost, so long ago? 
All these years I have wandered, oh when will I know 
There’s a way, there’s a road that will lead me home?

How does he come to his senses? What opens the road 

back home for him? He remembers his father’s goodness 
and he wants to go home. He remembers his father’s 
kindness and compassion, not only for the family, but 
for the whole household and for all who work for him. 
He remembers that even the hired hands have more than 
enough to eat. 

When we are lost, we long to find our way again. We 
long to experience again the peace we once knew. We 
yearn for a chance to make amends, to be accepted and 
to start over. At the depth of our being, we want to be at 
peace with God, with ourselves and with our neighbors. 
We want our marriage back to the way it used to be. We 
want the good name back that we used to have. We want 
to know again what it is to have a purpose now that the 
kids are grown and our career over. What is it that sets 
us free from our distress, our shame and our wandering 
ways? It is the goodness of God. Trusting in the goodness 
of God, we come to our senses, we confess our sin, and we 
find a way home. It is not fear that leads us back to God; 
it is trusting in the undeserved grace of God we have come 
to know in Jesus.

This is the essence of faith – trusting in God’s goodness. 
Calvin described faith this way: “Now we shall possess 
a right definition of faith if we call it a firm and certain 
knowledge of God’s benevolence toward us, founded 
upon the truth of the freely given promise in Christ, both 
revealed to our minds and sealed upon our hearts through 
the Holy Spirit” (Institutes of the Christian Religion, 3.2.7). 
Faith is God’s benevolence toward us. I don’t believe we 
will ever come home to God unless we know God’s love 
that seeks the lost, transcends our sin, heals our wounds 
and overcomes our alienation. 

Henri Nouwen writes that the parable “is a story that 
speaks about a love that existed before any rejection was 
possible and that will still be there after all rejections have 
taken place. It is the first and everlasting love of a God 
who is Father as well as Mother. It is the fountain of all 
true human love...Jesus’ whole life and preaching had only 
one aim: to  reveal this inexhaustible, unlimited motherly 
and fatherly love of God  and to show the way to let that 

 Dr. Lewis F. Galloway
Senior Pastor



7700 North Meridian Street •  Indianapolis, Indiana 46260 • SecondChurch.org • 317-253-6461

love guide every part of our daily  lives.” (The Return of the 
Prodigal, pp.108-9)

When we come home to God, we come home with 
empty hands. The prodigal has nothing to offer. He has 
no way to undo what he has done; he has no way to repay 
what he has wasted; he has no way to make up for the time 
he has squandered. When he heads for home, he heads 
back as a humbled man. He knows that he has no claim 
on his father’s affection. He will return home confessing 
his sin. He even prepares a speech. He prays that at least 
his father will receive him as a hired hand. 

God has given us a way home. I do not know where you 
are in your life of faith– at home, lost, or somewhere in 
between. When we are lost, we may see the way through 
others who embody this unconditional love of God. 
Yesterday at the celebration of the 20th anniversary of 
the Indianapolis Great Banquet, two young men, one 
from Light of the World Christian Church and one from 
Second Presbyterian Church, told how their experience 
together of the astonishing love of God through the 
Great Banquet has led them over the last four years into 
a deep Christian friendship. They feel called to walk the 
streets of downtown Indianapolis, talk with the people 
who live on the streets, share food with them, and offer 
clothes and gloves in the wintertime. Mostly they share 
their faith in Christ. They have formed a group called 
Operation Find and Feed. Now there are about 100 other 
volunteers who work with them and serve breakfast on 
Sundays to around 125 homeless people. It is about the 
giving food to hungry people, but perhaps it is even more 
about giving hope and helping others find a way home. 

When we are lost and long for home, God puts people 
in our lives to show us the way home. It may be a spouse 
who stands with us through a hard time; it may be a friend 
who loves us enough to tell us the truth about the way we 
are living; it may even be a teacher who believes in us even 
when we don’t believe in ourselves. It may be a boss who 
gives us a second chance. It may even be a stranger who 
speaks the one word we need to hear.  

When we lived in Norfolk, there was a retired Navy 
Captain in our church. His own life had not been easy. 
During the Second World War, he captained a ship in the 
Pacific and saw his men die in the horrors of war. After 
the war when they were moving across the country to a 
new base, his young son was hit by a car and killed. His 
adult daughter had developed schizophrenia. His wife 
had died some years before we met him. He lived alone, 
but he was not alone. Christ lived in him and Christ’s 
love shone through him. Almost every day, he would 

walk around his neighborhood and fall into step with 
other walkers. He had the gift of listening to them, hearing 
their concerns and lifting their spirits. He often invited 
them to come to our church. In response, they often came. 
Through his powerful and peaceful spiritual presence, he 
led many people home to God.   

St. Augustine said it best: “You have made us for yourself, 
O Lord, and our hearts are restless until they find its rest in 
you” (The Confessions). Through Christ and in Christ we 
can go home again. Even now Christ calls us home.  

   


