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THE FOURTH SUNDAY OF LENT, Year C 
Josh 5:9,10-12; Ps 34:2-3,4-5,6-7; 2 Cor 5:17-21; Lk 15:1-3,11-32 

 

CELEBRATE WITH A FEAST 
Homily by Fr. Michael A. Van Sloun 

Saturday, March 30, 2019, 5:00 p.m. 

Sunday, March 31, 2019, 8:30 and 10:30 a.m. Masses 

 

Today, the Fourth Sunday of Lent, is Laetare Sunday. 

Laetare is the Latin word for joy. 

Today is joyful because we are just over halfway through Lent: 

  three and a half weeks done, three weeks to go. 

There is light at the end of the tunnel. 

  Easter is only three weeks away. 

  Hopefully that puts a little joy in our hearts,  

    and a little pep in our step. 

 

During Lent no decorations are to be placed in the sanctuary, 

  and no flowers are to be put in front of the altar. 

This Sunday is the only exception. 

  Look at the roses and carnations in front of the altar.   

  Aren’t they beautiful? 

 

Purple or violet is the color of Lent. 

  Purple is somber, gloomy – sorrow for our sins. 

Today we are given a one-day reprieve to switch to a joyful color, 

  and rose is the liturgical color that represents joy. 

I’ve been looking for a rose-colored vestment for years. 

So has a priest friend of mine. 

I asked him, “If you find a nice one, would you buy two?” 

He agreed, and this is it! 

I have told you over and over again:  “Pink is not a liturgical color!” 

  How did we do? 

  This is a pinkish hue of rose. 

  Please, no heckling after Mass about being pretty in pink. 

 

So today is joy Sunday, 

 and the Scripture readings have a joyful theme, 

    good food, 

  eating and drinking and celebrating with friends. 

The theme is in the first reading from Joshua (Jos 5:9-12), 

  the Responsorial Psalm (Ps 34:9a),  

  and the gospel (Lk 15:23,24,27,30). 

 

Let’s take a look. 
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In the first reading from Joshua (Jos 5:9,10-12) 

  the Israelites were overjoyed about their food. 

They had just finished their forty years in the desert (see Jos 5:9). 

In the morning they ate manna (see Ex 16:4,8,12,13b-15,21,31,35),  

  a kind of bread. 

In the evening they had quail (Ex 16:8,12,13) 

  which is a bit like chicken. 

Bread and chicken, 

  morning, noon, and night, 

  day after day, week after week,  

  for forty years! 

How’s that for variety? 

  Same old, same old. 

  Over and over and over again. 

The good thing is that the people did not starve to death. 

The bad thing is that the people were sick of tired of the routine. 

The Israelites had just entered the Promised Land. 

  The manna and quail had just stopped (Jos 5:12). 

The Israelites were overjoyed to get back to a normal diet, 

  “the yield of the land of Canaan” (Jos 5:12b). 

I’ve been to Jericho, an oasis, and the food is terrific: 

  grapes, olives, figs, dates; 

  cucumbers, tomatoes, onions, and peppers; 

  abundant water (a spring), milk – and wine; 

  meat – not quail – but lamb and beef; 

  and because of the grain, all sorts of bread and rolls and cakes (see Jos 5:11). 

The people were overjoyed with the food. 

I doubt that Israelites wore pink, but they were really happy. 

 

The Responsorial Psalm picks up on the joyful part of eating: 

  “Taste and see the goodness of the Lord” (see Ps 34:9a). 

One of the best things about God is that God feeds us. 

  God the Creator provides the food we eat. 

  And for this, we should be thankful – and joyful! 

 

Then we go to the gospel.  Let’s talk about fine dining. 

The young son returns home (Lk 15:20a). 

He had lost weight. 

  He was pale, skinny, and weak. 

So dad declared, “Banquet time” (implied, Lk 15:23). 

  “Kill the fatted calf” (paraphrase, Lk 15:23a). 

  “Let’s have a fabulous dinner with all of the fixings” (paraphrase, Lk 15:23b). 

Imagine something bigger and better than Thanksgiving. 

It was a time of extraordinary joy. 

I doubt that the father wore pink, or that the son wore pink, 

  but they were really happy, father and son together. 
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This father-son thing got me thinking got me thinking about my dad, 

  except I did not have one dad. 

There was a second person in my life who was a father figure to me, 

  so I was incredibly blessed to have two “dads.” 

 

I had my birth father, Arthur. 

Because I went away to high school, and then joined a religious order, the Crosiers, 

  there was Brother in the religious community, Brother Mike, 

    who was a father figure to me during my teens and twenties. 

Another great blessing is that Brother Mike came over to our house many times, 

  and my dad and Brother Mike were really good friends. 

 

The gospel is about a father and a son eating together. 

 

This took me down memory lane. 

My mom hated fishing. 

So when I was younger, 5, 8, 10, 

  dad would take me and my brother Tom, 

    and we would go up north fishing. 

We had a regular lake, Lake Winnibigoshish – Winnie. 

We had a regular place, the federal campground near High Banks Resort. 

Because mom wasn’t there, dad was the cook, 

  and after a day on the lake, he would get out the Coleman Stove, 

  and he would heat up something mom prepared, 

  and then dad and Tom and I would sit around the picnic table, 

  just the three of us, buddies together. 

They are some of the most joyful memories of my entire life. 

 

So my “other dad,” Brother Mike, and I,  

  also had our memorable times eating together. 

Brother Mike was my high school basketball coach, 

  and after I joined the Crosiers, we spent ten joyful years coaching together. 

On Saturdays we had basketball practice early in the afternoon, 

  and then on Saturday evenings the two of us were free. 

We were basketball-aholics, and we would jump in the car, 

  and drive Collegeville or St. Cloud, 

  and we watch the Johnnies or the Huskies of St. Cloud State at Hallenbeck, 

Then we had our little ritual after the game. 

There was a Bridgeman’s in St. Cloud on Division. 

It’s not there anymore. 

We both had burgers, we both had chocolates malts, 

 even if it was 20 below outside. 

Brother Mike wouldn’t be seen dead in pink.  Me, either. 

But really and truly, they were some of the most joyful times of my life. 
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Me, super-fortunate, two dads, great relationships,  

  around the picnic table, at Bridgeman’s,  

  with a father or father-figure. 

 

And then there was stupid me. 

 

I offended my father. 

When I was a teenager, 

  there were times that I talked back to my dad, that I was disrespectful, 

    and did a party-thing when I was a junior that is an embarrassment to this day. 

My dad never punished me, 

  He just said, “Michael, I am very disappointed in you,” 

    which hurt more than any punishment could ever hurt. 

 

And then again, there was stupid me. 

I offended my father-figure, Brother Mike. 

It was right before Brother Mike retired and I took over as head coach. 

He was my mentor, and the single greatest reason I was successful, 

  not only as coach, but in religious life. 

One afternoon we were practicing our full court press breaker, 

  the two us were standing next to each other courtside. 

The varsity would go down the court first, 

  and the junior varsity would go down second. 

Brother Mike directed the first group and I directed the second. 

And one dark afternoon, trying to be independent, trying to be my own man, 

  I said loudly, so all could hear, 

    “Second group, we are going to run this offense different that the first group.” 

It was rebellious, insubordinate, and disrespectful. 

Brother Mike was startled – and hurt. 

He stopped practice and announced to the whole gym: 

  “We are one, united, family, team, and we are all going to run it the same.” 

He was right.  I was a fool.  I offended my father. 

 

My dads were like the father in the gospel (see Lk 15:20). 

They forgave me more than I ever deserved, 

  and forgiveness happened over the dinner table. 

My dad did not hold my misdeeds over me. 

Years later when I would visit on summer weekends, 

  he didn’t exactly kill the fatted calf, 

    but we would have BLTs together out on the porch, 

  and during winters we would go to Mr. Steak on Central Avenue NE. 

 

Brother Mike eventually returned to Onamia, 

  and when he was in assisted living, I would go up to visit him, 

  and then we would go out dinner together at Grand Casino Mille Lacs, 

  and we would have the greatest times reminiscing about the good old days. 



 

5 

 

 

Yes see, these meals are about forgiveness. 

 

The father invited the younger son to dine with him,  

  and the younger son accepted the invitation and they were reunited. 

The father invited the older son to dine with him, 

  and he refused and they remained separated. 

 

If we are separated from someone because of a hurt or a disagreement, 

  sharing a meal together is excellent strategy to reconcile and reunite. 

 

And Jesus invites us to this dinner, this Mass, the Eucharist, 

  sinners though we are, to dine with him. 

If we accept his invitation,  

    we are forgiven and reunited, 

  but if we refuse his invitation,  

    we remain separated which is a tragic loss. 

We have something better than the fatted calf here: 

  we have his Body and Blood. 

 

When we sin, we are “dead.” 

 

When we accept his invitation to come to this feast, this Mass, 

  Jesus speaks just like the father, 

  “We must rejoice, because these brothers and sisters of mine were dead, 

       and they have come life again. 

    They were lost and have been found” (paraphrase, Lk 15:32).  


