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Unbelievably Infinite

This parable holds a special place in my heart because I once hated it. It used to be my least favorite thing
that Jesus had ever said because it didn’t make sense to me. Now, I have never misunderstood why the
prodigal son should be welcomed back by his father: he made a mistake, something every person has
done at least once in their lives. If they hadn’t, they wouldn’t be human! What didn’t make sense to me
was why the father, a stand-in for God mind you, would shortchange his eldest son by never giving him
any sort of celebration despite his loyalty and work ethic. It seemed to me that he was rewarding
impudence while spurning wisdom.

Admittingly, I do not have any siblings that are anywhere near my age, so I've never really had to deal
with the sibling squabbles that many of you grew up with. Maybe I lack the experience needed to truly
understand the complex mix of hurt and reluctant joy that the prodigal son’s return must have invoked
in his brother.

Another one of my traits might have held an even greater role in making this Parable confusing to me:: I
like math (funny). I come from a family of engineers and scientists, so that love for neat and ordered
equations came to me as easily as Jesus found himself preaching. I've always been a mathematician at
heart: my grandma can attest to the time I started deriving a new equation on one of those prayer slips
during a particularly long service when I was younger. I like counting and calculating and, most
importantly, knowing.

I can measure everything in this room from how many windows line the walls to the number of tiles on
the ceiling to the number of you in this audience. The finite nature of our world usually keeps infinity at
bay, so I've never had to struggle with infinity’s complexity during my everyday life. So that part of my
mind is wholly unprepared to deal with the idea of God’s very much infinite and unpredictable love.

Luckily for me, I did not grow up in a family of just math and science nerds: some of them happened to be
English and history nerds. I was born with a book in hand, and I love digging into rich texts until I glean
some kind of meaning from them. So, I read this passage again and again and again until I finally had an
epiphany: Jesus was born a really long time ago. He lived in a time where giving anything to anyone
besides your eldest son would have been severely frowned upon, yet this father split his wealth and gave
his youngest son an inheritance. Then, after his son wasted that wealth, he welcomed him home with
open arms. Despite my usual mindset, I finally started to grasp what infinite love meant when I imagined
how angry his father should have been only for love to conquer him several times over.

That being said, there’s still the issue of the elder brother who seemed to miss out on experiencing that
infinite love that was so readily afforded to his wayward brother. I mentioned earlier that I was raised as
an only child, but T am beginning to understand what it means to be an elder brother ever since I started
making friends who I love so dearly that I would call them my siblings. If one of my friends had come
back after years without any contact, without any way of even knowing if they were alive, I wouldn’t be
sulking alone because I wasn’t thrown a party for staying behind.

The elder brother wasn’t left out at all: he wasn’t turned away and told to keep working . He decided not
to attend because he failed to comprehend how his father’s love could be anything but finite. Like me, he
couldn’t understand infinity, so he narrowed his view of love until it fit in his own limited worldview.



If those Pharisees listening to Jesus were smart, they would have noticed that Jesus stopped giving them
a window into his teachings and started showing them a mirror. The Pharisees had waited for the
Messiah for centuries, loyally serving God with no promise of any reward in return. Yet they hated the
attention Jesus was giving to those whom they viewed as lost causes. Sound familiar?

Jesus wanted the Pharisees to understand that they, like the elder brother, were already found: they had
already accepted God’s love. If they truly understood that, they would be proving themselves to be the
virtuous paragons of faith that they proclaim they are instead of asking Jesus why he eats with sinners
and castaways.

I think that we often forget to consider our blessings in the hustle of daily life and find ourselves envying
the blessings of others. Maybe Jesus was trying to remind us through this last parable that not only are
we all worthy of redemption like the younger brother, but, like the elder brother should have, we also
need to remember that God has laid out different paths for each and every one of us. It can be tempting to
compare our own paths to others and judge those that we see as less ‘worthy’ than us, but God’s love isn’t
a competition among his children: it's a gift. A gift that we all share, a gift that will never run out, and a
gift that He will always, always, offer us.

Sophia reminded us that love will always have a place in our lives, regardless of how defeated or outcast
we feel in the moment. Then Delanie reminded us that the way we follow love doesn’t have to take on one
just form: it's personal and beautiful and ever-changing and God wants us to use it to find our way back
home. And I want to remind you all that God’s impossibly infinite love isn’t meant to be understood, even
if we wish it were as simple as a competition between all of God’s children. God doesn’t want us to
worry about how much love we are receiving compared to others: he wants us to confidently know that
he cherishes all of us infinitely. He would rather we spend that time we would have spent worrying on
loving others instead. He wanted us to search for lost sheep or coins or sons instead of questioning the
depths of God’s compassion. Because when we question God’s love, or wonder if there’s enough to go
around, we miss out on the beautiful truth of his limitless love.



