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Luke 15:11-24 

There was a man who had two sons; and the younger of them said to his father, "Father, 

give me the share of property that falls to me."  And he divided his living between them.  

Not many days later, the younger son gathered all he had and took his journey into a far 

country, and there he squandered his property in loose living.  And when he had spent 

everything, a great famine arose in that country, and he began to be in want. So he went 

and joined himself to one of the citizens of that country, who sent him into his fields to 

feed swine.  And he would gladly have fed on the pods that the swine ate; and no one 

gave him anything.  But when he came to himself he said, "How many of my father's 

hired servants have bread enough and to spare, but I perish here with hunger!  I will arise 

and go to my father, and I will say to him, "Father, I have sinned against heaven and 

before you; I am no longer worthy to be called your son; treat me as one of your hired 

servants."  And he arose and came to his father.  But while he was yet at a distance, his 

father saw him and had compassion, and ran and embraced him and kissed him.  And the 

son said to him, "Father, I have sinned against heaven and before you; I am no longer 

worthy to be called your son."  But the father said to his servants, "Bring quickly the best 

robe, and put it on him; and put a ring on his hand, and shoes on his feet; and bring the 

fatted calf and kill it, and let us eat and make merry; for this my son was dead, and is 

alive again; he was lost, and is found."  And they began to make merry. 

 

The story doesn't end here.  There is a subsequent section concerning the elder son, but the 

younger son is the one we are concerned with here.  Being second in birth order, there was no 

special place in the family for him.  The firstborn son stood to inherit the major portion of the 

property and a special birthright blessing, but there was no special blessing or inheritance in store 

for this second son. 

 

There is a story of twin brothers in the Old Testament in which the second was so determined to 

have the birthright that he tricked his brother out of it.  We see no such trickery in the second 

son in this story, but simply the desire to have whatever was to be his right now.  He was not 

interested in waiting around for whatever leftover might eventually be his.  There was the 

possibility that his inheritance might have increased in value in time, but he couldn't wait.  He 

needed some tangible demonstration right then that there was some provision for him in spite of 

his place in the birth order. 

 

In a very real sense, we are all the younger son.  No matter what our birth order in our biological 

families, even if we are the oldest biological child, we have the same feelings as the younger son 

in the story.  We are the younger child, the after-thought, the unexpected, unplanned-for child in 

the family--nobody's favorite--or at least that's how we feel. 

 

When I was a young I became convinced that I was adopted.  I spent a great deal of time 



searching through boxes and trunks in the attic trying to find the papers to prove my suspicion.  

My mother laughed and said she couldn't imagine how I would think I was adopted since I 

looked just like her.  But nothing could change my mind.  Something had happened when my 

younger sister was born that caused me to feel that my parents didn't love me as much as I 

wanted to be loved, didn't love me in the ways that I needed to be loved.   

 

I thought that I was the only person who had had such an experience but in recent years I find 

that every adult I ask has had the same kind of experience.  Regardless of whether we are 

adopted or natural chidlren, the families in which we grow up simply cannot give us the kind of 

love we want.  And we, like the younger son, keep wanting some sign from our family--or 

somebody!--that we matter. 

 

When we don't feel the intangible signs of love we want, we ask for something tangible. Tangible 

gifts in the form of materials goods--especially money.  Money symbolizes time, energy, and 

even love.  To the younger son in the story, it signified love.  He was asking his father for some 

token of his love--and a pretty big token.  He was putting his father to a test: "If you really love 

me, you'll give me now the portion that would come to me when you die."  Not a trust fund or 

savings bonds but a cashier's check--or better--cash money! 

 

We have all consciously or unconsciously asked for the same thing--some significant token that 

somebody cares about us.  And we get it!  No one hands us a sack of gold but we get something 

of equal value, no, I'd say of greater value:  our freedom, our free will, our lives--to do with as 

we please, the freedom to take our mental, physical, emotional, and spiritual inheritance and use 

it in any way we choose. 

 

I found out something interesting about the word "prodigal."  We associate it with spending 

money, but the origin is the verb "to drive out."  Something in us drives us out.  There is the 

necessity of the journey away from home in order to return.  There is a circular movement to 

life, spiritually if not geographically.  We go out into the world--like the three little pigs--to 

seek--or spend--our fortune. 

 

We have many experiences, many adventures.  But eventually we come to the pig sty.  Pork 

was the forbidden meat to Jews.  Swine were considered so "unclean" that even their meat was 

not to be eaten.  So for a good Jewish boy, you couldn't get any lower than to become a keeper 

of somebody's pigs.  To Jews a swineherd was the lowest possible form of degradation.  

 

Pig sties can take other forms.  The pig sty is different for everyone.  But we all know it when 

we get there.  And God waits patiently for us to get there.  It is only there--in whatever form the 

pig sty takes for us, that we get turned around and headed home. 

 

Meditate on the words of the Father as he welcomed the son.  "Let us eat and make merry; this 

my son was dead and is  alive again."  God as the father in the story says this about his prodigal 

son.  God as your father wants to bring you home so He can say it about you. 

 

May you experience your pig sty soon.  


