
1 
 

“Welcome to the Party” 
By Rev. Frances Savill 
September 14, 2025 

Readings: 
Luke 15:1-32 
 

Jesus, it seems, according to Luke’s gospel, is 

always eating, going to a meal, or coming from a 

meal. 
 

And in our passage this morning, we read that what 

happens in heaven is a lot of partying, rejoicing, 

celebrating and feasting. 
 

Some people think that the devil has all the fun – 

but I have to say those are people who haven’t 

read the Biblical story – the real party, the real 

celebration without ending is in God’s presence. 

Abundant life that Jesus came to give includes a 

whole lot of celebrating, fun, feasting, music, and 

everyone is invited. 
 

Consider this chapter it begins with the Pharisees 

and religion scholars having a problem with Jesus. 

They were upset because a lot of men and women 

of doubtful reputation were hanging around Jesus, 

listening intently to his teachings.  

Apparently, Jesus was eating meals with them, 

treating them like old friends. 
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The grumbling of the Pharisees and religious folks 

led to Jesus’ parables. 
 

Suppose you have a hundred sheep and lost one, 

wouldn’t you leave the nighty-nine in the 

wilderness and go after the lost one until you found 

it? 
 

And I’m pretty sure the answer is “no”. 

It’s not practical to search and keep searching for 

one lost sheep. 

And who holds a party, calling everyone to rejoice 

over a sheep that was yours to start with, who you 

finally get back? 

But apparently that’s who God is. 

God is relentless in His search for each one of His 

sheep who are lost. 
 

Do any of you ever remember being lost? 

Maybe as a child? 

Adults get lost, but we usually are stuck figuring it 

ourselves and we have more resources, and we 

could in desperation ask for directions and help. 

At any age, getting lost isn’t any fun. 

But as a child, if we get lost there isn’t much to do 

except to wait and hope and pray. 

 



3 
 

And if you think about a sheep that has wondered 

off in the wilderness away from the herd and away 

from the shepherd, it is about to be a dead sheep. 

The only hope for the sheep is to be rescued by a 

shepherd. 
 

Jesus compares the people who are coming to him 

to be like lost sheep. 

Their only hope is a good shepherd who will carry 

them on his shoulders and carry them home. 
 

"A lost sheep is, for all practical purposes a dead 

sheep. It is the admission that we are dead in our 

sins---that we have no power of ourselves either to 

save ourselves or to convince anyone else that we 

are worth saving. It is the recognition that our 

whole life is out of our hands and that if we ever 

live again, our life will be entirely the gift of some 

gracious shepherd. God finds us in the desert of 

death (not in the garden of improvement) and in 

the power of Jesus' resurrection, he puts us on his 

shoulders rejoicing and brings us home." ~ Robert 

Farrar Capon 
 

And that’s the gospel story – except for one detail – 

and that is that it is our heavenly Father who 

throws the party and invites everyone to share the 

joy over us who are found. 
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The next parable in Jesus’ line up is of a woman 

who loses a coin. 

Jesus compares God to a woman – that’s surprising. 

Again, she loses something that is hers and again I 

can’t imagine anyone being that excited over 

finding something that they already had. 

But again there is a party and everyone is called to 

celebrate. 

There’s a party in heaven with our names on it! 
 

Jesus says; “that’s the kind of party God’s angels 

throw every time one lost soul turns to God.” 

But neither the coin or the sheep did anything 

except be lost. 

They let themselves be found, and became the 

object of the celebration and joy of God our Father. 
 

What about the crowd of people, those of doubtful 

reputation who were listening intently to Jesus and 

his message? 
 

It seems that all of the action – the searching, the 

finding, and the party, are all the actions of Jesus, 

His Father and the angels. 

And the repeated invitation is for everyone to 

celebrate and join the party of heaven. 
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The parable of the two sons and surprising father 

gives us a little more to reflect on. 

The younger son finds himself on the brink of 

death, starving, no resources, no hope, no friends, 

he turns around and heads back to his father’s 

house. 

“But when he was a long way off…” 

This is not about a long trip home. 

This is not about a son who suddenly got it all 

together. 

It is about a son who realized he was dead and 

turned around and his father ran to him and 

embraced him and welcomed him. 

Before he said a word, while he was still a long way 

off, the Father started the party – and brought his 

son home- restored by the Father’s love. 

What did the younger son do? 

He let his Father restore him, he let himself be 

surrounded in his Father’s love, he joined the party 

and celebration, he let himself receive the life the 

Father was lavishing upon him and to be brought 

home in the Father’s arms rejoicing. 
 

What does repentance mean? 

It’s a change of heart, it’s a change of mind- it’s a 

turning around. 



6 
 

In the case of the younger son, the change was to 

realize the real party, the life he had wanted, the 

joy, was to be his Father’s son, and was found no 

where but his Father’s house. 
 

It didn’t earn his way back into his Father’s good 

graces, and neither do we. 
 

Our part is to recognize that life, the party, the joy, 

the love we long for is found in Jesus, in our 

Heavenly Father, and being a son or daughter of 

our great God. 
 

There’s one other piece of the parable, the older 

brother, the one was bitter and envious, and what 

you might call the “good” son but meant in the 

worst way. 

“He is a caricature of all that is joyless and petty 

and self-serving about all of us. The joke of it is that 

of course his father loves him even so, and has 

always loved him and will always love him, only the 

elder brother never noticed it because it was never 

love he was bucking for but only his due. The fatted 

calf, the best Scotch, the hoedown could all have 

been his, too, any time he asked for them except 

that he never thought to ask for them because he 

was too busy trying cheerlessly and religiously to 

earn them. "The blind receive their sight, the lame 
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walk, the deaf hear, the dead are raised up" even as 

the prodigal himself was raised up, Jesus says, "and 

blessed is he who takes no offense at me" 

(Frederick Beuchner) 
 

Will Willimon describes the older brother like this:  

“He is ever dutiful, thoughtful, caring, concerned, 

and eventually filled with great resentment. This is 

the sibling who carries too much of the moral 

weight and gets tired of all of us others who never 

seem to shape up…at least in their estimation. 

(Willimon) 
 

But the older son is given reassurance: "You are 

always with me. Everything I have is yours."  

Then his Father extends the invitation to come 

inside to the party to him also. 
 

This is a party in which the sinners and the 

righteous, younger and older alike can throw their 

inhibitions aside and marvel in the goodness of the 

Lord, Father of all of us. 
 

For there's a party goin' on 'round here given by an 

extravagant God and we are all invited. 
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So if you are standing at the door, if you have heard 

the music and the laughter, if you have smelled the 

fatted calf roasting on the open fire, c'mon in!  

For it is a party to which we are all invited.   

It is a party hosted by a God who is willing to waste 

it all in order to bring us all home, all in His loving 

embrace. 
 

Prayer: 

Oh Lord, Our God, we like a good party; and you 

are the most gracious of hosts. 

Thank you for loving us this much, for searching for 

us, for waiting patiently.  

Thank you for giving us a place of belonging within 

your family.  

May your excessive love guide us in our caring for 

one another, and in our joy this day. 

Amen. 
 

Grace is the celebration of life, relentlessly hounding 

all the non-celebrants in the world. It is a floating, 

cosmic bash shouting its way through the streets of 

the universe, flinging the sweetness of its cassations 

to every window, pounding at every door in a hilarity 

beyond all liking and happening, until the prodigals 

come out at last and dance, and the elder brothers 

finally take their fingers out of their ears. (Robert 

Farrar Capon) 


