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I was riveted to my seat Friday night as the woman of byoV, bring your own Voice, 

sang Warrior as the special guests at Friday Night Live.  Not only were they singing in 

solidarity with women throughout the ages who have been victims of violence, their 

voices resonated with the deeply human and divine story of the lost son who found his 

way home.  I couldn’t imagine a more perfect piece of music to help us understand the 

nature of “repentance,” in the context of the parable of the prodigal son. 

 

Warrior was written by Winnipeg singer/songwriter Kim Baryluk, who was raising her 

voice in response to the story of a woman murdered by her stalker, a former health care 

worker, against whom she had a restraining order. He shot her at a bus stop with a 

bunch of school children around. This was one of three murders of women (killed by 

their partners, ex-partners or former care givers) in the Winnipeg area in a space of 

about a month. Initially struck dumb by its stark brutality, Kim found a way of 

speaking, of responding. Now, many individuals and groups sing this song on 

December 6th in remembrance of the women massacred in Montreal in 1989 and as a 

message of empowerment for all of us.  Hear these words again:

 

I was a shy and lonely girl. 

With the heavens in my eyes. 

And as I walked along my way 

I heard the echo of her cries. 

I cannot fight. I cannot a warrior be. 

It's not my nature or my teaching. 

It is the womanhood in me. 

I was a lost and angry youth. 

There were no tears in my eyes. 

I saw no justice in my world, 

Only the echo of her cries. 

 

 

 

I cannot fight. I cannot a warrior be. 

It's not my nature or my teaching. 

It is the womanhood in me. 

 

I am an older woman now. 

And I will hear my own cries. 

And I can and will a fierce warrior be 

'Til not another woman dies! 

 

I can and will fight! 

I can and will a warrior be! 

It is my nature and my duty! 

It is the sisterhood in me!

This song was written in protest and in solidarity, for sure.  It’s a song of 

empowerment, a song of reclaiming our personal power in the face what seem to be 

insurmountable odds.  But it is also a song that echoes the theology of one of the most 

important parables in all of scripture.   



It’s no surprise that the lectionary suggests we read this parable during the season of 

Lent, for us here at LVUC, the season of Kenosis, or self-emptying. 

I encountered this parable in a whole new way, when I was steeped in my own mid-life 

transition.  For those who laugh at such a notion, whether you buy a red sports car and 

have affairs with people half your age, or whether you go deep inside to question the 

quality and purpose of your own life, wondering how you want to be remembered, the 

midlife transition is as real and as troubling as the transition we experience in our teens. 

In his own mid-life encounter with Rembrandt’s famous painting The Homecoming, 

which interprets this parable, Henri Nouwen wrote a book that changed my life.  If you 

would like a powerful and empowering read, I encourage you to find the title “The 

Return of the Prodigal Son.” 

Because of this book, Henri Nouwen is my spiritual hero.  Not only did he help me 

realize that every life is the life of the beloved, whether we know it or not, Nouwen also 

helped me to understand the concept of the incarnation in all its fullness.  When you 

ask yourself today, who am I in this story, whether you are the prodigal son, the jealous 

and angry brother, or the grace-filled loving father, God is equally at home in each of 

you.   

God is not just the loving parent welcoming a wayward son.  It also absolutely true that 

God is the son. God is everyone who runs to the farthest corners of the earth, spending 

every penny of their inheritance, pushing at every boundary placed before them.  It is 

the young person’s job to square off with the established order and rail against tradition 

and tribal rule.  This lost son, by inference the son of a faithful Jew, finds himself on a 

pig farm.  Oh the irony in Jesus story telling.   

It is also absolutely true that God is equally the angry son, behaving like all children 

who are first born: dutiful, responsible, faithful to the point of self denial.  This would 

not be the first time the older son encountered the frivolous younger son’s antics or his 

father’s gracious response.  No, this son holds onto old scores.  We all hold onto old 

scores.  And God dwells within you 

Do you notice in the story Jesus tells, the father sees the son coming while he was a long 

way off.  It’s as if God is searching just as passionately and insistently as the son seeks 

home.  The father carries no grudge, harbors no resentment.  And without hearing one 

word of confession, God runs out and greets the son.  He has no idea why the son has 

returned.  The father requires no explanation.  He simply loves.   



The father’s love and grace are just as generous with the oldest son who does harbor the 

old score. He says to this son “you have been with me always. Everything I have is 

already yours.” What I know to be true in my own life is that there is no way this father 

could have been this generous with grace, had he not known what it was to be both the 

younger son and the older son. 

It is in the moment of repentance, the moment of recognizing in ourselves that we are  

not what our circumstances say we are, that we sing Kim Baryluk’s song. “I cannot 

fight. I cannot a warrior be. It's not my nature or my teaching. It is the womanhood in 

me.”  OR even more powerfully the final chorus: “I can and will fight! I can and will a 

warrior be! It is my nature and my duty!  It is the sisterhood in me!” Here is the song of 

the great turning that happens in God the rebellious younger son, God the angry older 

brother, God the gracious father. 

I wish we could have a huge party today. I wish we could have a big rotisserie turning 

over a big fire in the parking lot, cooking something succulent with all the fixens.  I 

wish we could invite our neighbors to come and celebrate – to sing songs, to tell stories, 

to laugh at the abundance of such grace.  As the great American theologian and 

storyteller John Shea has said, all the church needs to do is “gather the folks, break the 

bread, and tell the story.”   

And what is the story? To live the life of the beloved, regardless of who you are in the 

parable of the prodigal son, is to recognize that God is not other than, living somewhere 

in some other experience, judging your adequacy.  God is at home in you.  You carry 

the divine within you.  And whether you choose the great turning or not; whether you 

choose to return home or whether you choose to hang on to the old scores like the older 

son, or live a life of separation and debauchery like the younger son, God is at home 

within you. This is the doctrine of the incarnation.  This is what “in-dwelling” really 

means. Whether you acknowledge it, receive it, and live it or not, you already are the 

beloved divine child with whom God is well pleased.  

Kenosis is not a practice of dumping something: to empty like a plugged sink in order 

for God to fill us up.  When God is already at home in us, Kenosis is the act of peeling 

away the layers, like the layers of an onion, to reveal to the world a whole new 

perspective of who God is, living in us.   

Friends, there is no other story.  Believe it and be at peace.  Amen. 


