
Homily for the 5th Sunday of Lent, Year C, Sunday 7th April 2019 

Theme: Christ rescues his beloved spouse. 

There was once a princess who was beautiful within and without, in her soul and in her physical appearance. One of 
her particular qualities was that she was generous hearted. She devoted herself to helping people who were less 
fortunate than she. Not surprisingly, they loved her. Occasionally she’d get things wrong, as we all do, but then she 
had the courage to say sorry and she made up with the people whom she had hurt. 

Then one day, uncharacteristically, when she was feeling rather down because of various circumstances, she made a 
big mistake. She broke a promise and people found out about it. A group of men gathered around her and they told 
her that what she had done was so bad that they were going to kill her. The poor princess was terrified and she 
begged these men to have mercy on her. She knew most of them. She knew that a couple of them had also broken 
promises in the past. She thought that might mean that they would be understanding towards her. But their hearts 
were hardened. 

In fact, not just some of the men but all of them were ashamed of things they had done in the past. Some of them 
had made very grave mistakes that nobody else knew about. They were angry with themselves for showing such 
weakness and they channelled all their self-hatred on to the poor princess. If we kill her, they thought, we might feel 
better about ourselves. It was ridiculous of course but they were all egging each  other on and they weren’t thinking 
straight. 

Worse than that, when they saw how frightened the poor princess was, they began to enjoy themselves. They 
wanted to see if they could make her even more terrified. Her anguish excited them. They had become agents of the 
kingdom of evil. They were consumed by a collective frenzy. 

At that moment, a prince arrived on the scene. He boldly went straight over to the princess and placed himself 
before her and the baying crowd of men. Leave her alone, he told the men in a voice that was full of quiet authority. 
Then, as he looked, the men all merged with one another and they became a huge, horrible dragon with a stinking 
breath and large red, dead-looking eyes. I will let the princess live but only on one condition, said the dragon in a 
thin, scheming voice. What is that said? the prince, standing squarely before the monster, sword drawn. If you allow 
yourself to be killed in her place. And with that the dragon rose its full height and belched out a huge fireball and 
cackled mercilessly. 

The Prince was frightened now. He was a young, vigorous, handsome man and he loved his life. He found joy in 
helping others and doing God’s work. He loved the sunshine on his face, the caress of his mother’s hand, the 
fellowship of friends, the laughter of children who flocked around him trustingly, and he did not want to give up all 
of this. Yet he knew that unless he sacrificed his own life, the princess was doomed. Very well, said the prince. And 
the dragon seized him in his enormous claws such that the prince could hardly breathe. The Princess ran away, 
distraught, feeling awful for the prince, but at the same time feeling relieved personally. 

Now the dragon changed into a cohort of soldiers. Earlier, the men had wanted to tear away the clothes of the 
princess to make her feel embarrassed before they killed her. Now the soldiers tore the Prince’s clothes off him and 
everybody who passed by ridiculed him. Then the soldiers said, Let’s kill him slowly so that he really suffers. They 
devised a special form of torturing him. It took three hours. During all this time the Prince, even though he was 
hurting all over, asked God to forgive the men who were being so nasty to him. He was no noble that he wanted all 
the goodness in his heart to triumph over all the evil in theirs. 

As he was nearing the end of his life he looked over to where the Princess stood, a little distance away. Their eyes 
met and they stared at each other for a long time. The Princess, not wishing to draw attention to herself, mouthed 
the words “Thank you”. At that moment she became conscious of some very startling things. The Prince loved her 
beyond what it is possible to put into words. The Prince’s love for her would never end. And, astonishingly, a day 
would come – though she could not understand how – when the prince would marry her. 


