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The Prodigal Son 

 

Today there are billions of prodigal sons, many in this community, maybe someone sitting here today.  Many 

people have left the Father because of a pretty package the world was offering, but when they got what they 

wanted, they found only emptiness inside.  How many people have left God so they could pursue riches, a 

career, etc.; because they let sin slowly destroy their spirituality, their love for God, and their relationship 

with the Father. 

 

Like all of the parables, the prodigal son story is a story used to illustrate a spiritual truth; an earthly story 

with a heavenly meaning.  Jesus could have been telling a story that had actually happened.  My personal 

story would fit in nicely here, maybe yours would too.   

 

Luke 15:11-19: “To illustrate the point further, Jesus told them this story: “A man had two sons. The 

younger son told his father, ‘I want my share of your estate now before you die.’ So his father agreed 

to divide his wealth between his sons. “A few days later this younger son packed all his belongings and 

moved to a distant land, and there he wasted all his money in wild living. About the time his money 

ran out, a great famine swept over the land, and he began to starve. He persuaded a local farmer to 

hire him, and the man sent him into his fields to feed the pigs. The young man became so hungry that 

even the pods he was feeding the pigs looked good to him. But no one gave him anything.  “When he 

finally came to his senses, he said to himself, ‘At home even the hired servants have food enough to 

spare, and here I am dying of hunger! I will go home to my father and say, “Father, I have sinned 

against both heaven and you, and I am no longer worthy of being called your son. Please take me on as 

a hired servant.”’  

 

Notice that verse 17 says that “he came to his senses.”  Have you ever wondered what it took to get him to 

this point, to the point where all of his pride was gone; where the flame in his eyes was gone; where the chip 

had been knocked off his shoulder; where the smirk had been wiped off his face?  Have you ever thought 

about the emotion that was involved in a situation like this?  You may have because you have been there 

where he was at; he had fallen all the way to the bottom and had landed flat on his face.  

 
So what do you do when you’ve left God for something else, but you’ve hit bottom.  Your dreams have come 

true, you have what you want, but now that you have it, you find out it isn’t what you wanted after all.  What 

do you do now?  What do you do to fix the problem?  Well, you could blame the world.  I did once!  The 

prodigal son could have done that.  In fact, he probably did! 

 

His first few days in the pigpen were probably filled with resentment.  He was mad at everyone else.  

Everyone was to blame.  It wasn’t his fault he was where he was.  His friends shouldn’t have bailed out on 

him; his brother should come and bail him out; his boss should feed him better; his dad should have never let 

him go in the first place.  That’s it - it’s dad’s fault!  He probably even named a pig after each one of them. 

 

Quite often, when people’s lives begin to fall apart and they begin to fail in what they are doing, the first 

thing they usually do is point fingers and try to pass the buck.  I did this; Adam did this; and many others.  

Maybe you’ve been there yourself.  Maybe you’re there right now.  We may be out of money; job; friends, 

but it seems like we are never out of people to blame for our troubles. 
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Sometimes it’s the family:  “If my parents had taken their job more seriously; If my husband wasn’t so 

selfish...; If my kids had any respect for me...” 

 

Sometimes it’s the system:  “No one can make a good grade in this school; My teacher is mean, I hate 

her/him; If I had been given an equal shot, I would have been promoted; There is no way a person can get 

ahead in this world.” 

 

Sometimes it’s the church:  “Oh, I’d attend church, but did you know I went to church once back in 1978 

and no one came to visit me. The church ain’t nothing but a bunch of hypocrites!” 

 

Pretty soon you are right and everyone else is wrong.  You are the victim and the world is your enemy.  But 

where do you go from there? 

 

One option the boy in the pigpen had was to pretend everything was fine. He could have done what millions 

have done and are still doing. He could have spent a lifetime in the pigpen pretending it was a palace.  But he 

didn’t.  Something had told him that the time had come for truth. 

 

He took a good look at himself, and what he saw wasn’t pretty.  He had gotten what he wanted, but now he 

didn’t want it.  He probably told himself, “Don’t think about it.  You’re no worse off than anybody else.  

Things will get better tomorrow.”  But he had finally quit believing that lie. 

 

He finally realized how far he had fallen, and how lost he really was. Then the boy’s heart broke, and he 

begin to cry.  He buried his face in his dirty hands as the tears did what tears do so well; they flushed out his 

soul.  Ever been there? 

 

After some time he would have quit crying and started thinking about home - and he liked these memories.  

Memories of dinner-table laughter; of a warm bed; of evenings on the porch with his father as they talked 

about life.  “Father, I really blew it this time, didn’t I?  I don’t deserve to be called your son.”  Then he 

stood up and began to walk home. 

 

The road home was longer than he remembered.  The last time he walked it, he turned heads because of his 

style.  Now he turned heads because he smelled bad. His clothes were torn, his hair matted and his feet black. 

But he didn’t care anymore.  The only thing that mattered anymore was going home.  But he wasn’t like he 

was before.  He was going home a changed man.  Not demanding what he felt he deserved, but willing to 

accept whatever he could get.  He wasn’t defiant anymore; now he was repentant.  He had nothing to give in 

return.  No more money and no more excuses.  And he had no idea how much his father had missed him! 

 

He had no idea how many times his father had stopped working to look out the front gate for his son.  The 

boy had no idea how many times his father had gotten out of bed because he could not sleep, had gone into 

his son’s room, and sat on the boy’s bed.  He had no idea how many hours his father had sat on the front 

porch next to the empty rocking chair, longing to see his familiar face come walking up the road. 

 

As the boy came around the bend that led up to his house, he rehearsed his speech one more time.  “Father, I 

have sinned against heaven and against you...”  But as he got closer, he might have stopped and said, “Oh, 

what’s the use?  What chance do I have anyway?”  That is exactly what Satan wants you to think.  Maybe 

he turned around and began to walk away.  That is exactly what Satan wants you to do. 
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Then he heard footsteps.  Someone was running, but he didn’t turn to look.  “It’s probably a servant coming 

to chase me away or my big brother wanting to know what I’m doing back home.”  He began to leave. 

 

But the voice he heard wasn’t theirs, was it? It was the voice of his father.  “Son!”  “Father!”  He turned to 

open the gate, but his father already had.  The son saw his father standing at the entrance with tears streaming 

down his face, holding his arms out for his son to come to him. He buried his face in his father’s shoulder 

and cried.  He had repented, his Father had forgiven him.  The boy was home. 

 

Luke 15:20-21: “So he returned home to his father. And while he was still a long way off, his father 

saw him coming. Filled with love and compassion, he ran to his son, embraced him, and kissed him. 

His son said to him, ‘Father, I have sinned against both heaven and you, and I am no longer worthy of 

being called your son.’” 

 

Now this young man had wasted his inheritance and hurt his family’s name.  He had broken his father’s heart 

- he deserved nothing.  His father had every right to say, “Your right.  You are not worthy to be called my 

son.  You made your decision to have nothing to do with me or this household, now live with it. Good-

bye!” That’s justice, getting what you deserve!  

 

In a compassionate mood he might have said, “What you say is true, but I cannot stand to see anyone 

suffer.  Go to the servant quarters and report to the head servant.  He will give you clothes to work in and 

show you where you can sleep.  From this moment on, whenever you see me, bow low and say, “Shalom, 

master.”  That would be mercy, not getting what you deserve.  On the other hand, what did he need?   

 

Luke 15:22-24: “But his father said to the servants, ‘Quick! Bring the finest robe in the house and put 

it on him. Get a ring for his finger and sandals for his feet. And kill the calf we have been fattening. We 

must celebrate with a feast, for this son of mine was dead and has now returned to life. He was lost, but 

now he is found.’ So the party began.” 

 

He needed clothes, so his father gave him a robe.  He needed shoes, so his father gave him sandals.  He 

needed food, so his father killed the fattened calf.  He needed reassurance, so his father put a ring on his 

finger as a sign of authority.  Above all, he needed to hear the words his father spoke in verse 24.  That’s 

grace, grace is what you need, but don’t deserve. Grace is what the boy got from his Father.  Grace is what 

you and I will receive as well. 

 

There is no difference between the life of this young man and ours. All of us started life at home with God 

the Father, because we were born innocent.  As we grew older, we came to the age when we were 

accountable for our acts.  All of us have sinned (Romans 3:23), and in that sinning we left the Father (Isaiah 

59:2).  Some who go away do not stay long, they come back almost immediately.  Others stay a long time 

before they come back home.  Some are still living in the far country of sin. 

 

If there is a scene in this story that should have a picture painted of it, it’s the one with the father standing 

with his arms outstretched.  I’ve often wandered whether Jesus used His hands when He told this parable?  

When He got to this point in the story, did He open His arms to illustrate the point (open wide)?   

 

Did he read the minds of his audience, and listen to someone think, “What’s the use? No one loves me!” “I 

can’t start over, I’ve made too big of a mess out of my life? I’ve gone too far!” I wonder if Jesus opened up 

His arms as if to say, “Yes, you can come home!” 
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Whether He did that day or not, I don’t know.  But I know that He did later.  Later He stretched His arms as 

far open as He could, so far apart that they hurt.  And to prove that those arms would never close, he had 

them nailed open.  

 

If you need to come home this morning, the arms of the Father are still open and waiting for you - and the 

only time you will ever see Him run is when you decide to come home and He runs to meet you! That is the 

real meaning of grace. 

 

Matthew 11:28-30: “Then Jesus said, “Come to me, all of you who are weary and carry heavy 

burdens, and I will give you rest. Take my yoke upon you. Let me teach you, because I am humble and 

gentle at heart, and you will find rest for your souls. For my yoke is easy to bear, and the burden I give 

you is light.” 


