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Luke 15:11-32 
The Parable of the Prodigal and His Brother 
 11Then Jesus said, “There was a man who had two sons. 12The younger of 
them said to his father, ‘Father, give me the share of the property that will 
belong to me.’ So he divided his property between them. 13A few days later 
the younger son gathered all he had and traveled to a distant country, and 
there he squandered his property in dissolute living. 14When he had spent 
everything, a severe famine took place throughout that country, and he began 
to be in need. 15So he went and hired himself out to one of the citizens of that 
country, who sent him to his fields to feed the pigs. 16He would gladly have 
filled himself with the pods that the pigs were eating; and no one gave him 
anything. 17But when he came to himself he said, ‘How many of my father’s 
hired hands have bread enough and to spare, but here I am dying of hunger! 
18I will get up and go to my father, and I will say to him, “Father, I have 
sinned against heaven and before you; 19I am no longer worthy to be called 
your son; treat me like one of your hired hands.”’ 20So he set off and went to 
his father. But while he was still far off, his father saw him and was filled 
with compassion; he ran and put his arms around him and kissed him. 
21Then the son said to him, ‘Father, I have sinned against heaven and before 
you; I am no longer worthy to be called your son.’ 22But the father said to his 
slaves, ‘Quickly, bring out a robe—the best one—and put it on him; put a ring 
on his finger and sandals on his feet. 23And get the fatted calf and kill it, and 
let us eat and celebrate; 24for this son of mine was dead and is alive again; he 
was lost and is found!’ And they began to celebrate. 
 25“Now his elder son was in the field; and when he came and approached 
the house, he heard music and dancing. 26He called one of the slaves and 
asked what was going on. 27He replied, ‘Your brother has come, and your 
father has killed the fatted calf, because he has got him back safe and sound.’ 
28Then he became angry and refused to go in. His father came out and began 
to plead with him. 29But he answered his father, ‘Listen! For all these years I 
have been working like a slave for you, and I have never disobeyed your 
command; yet you have never given me even a young goat so that I might 
celebrate with my friends. 30But when this son of yours came back, who has 
devoured your property with prostitutes, you killed the fatted calf for him!’ 
31Then the father said to him, ‘Son, you are always with me, and all that is 
mine is yours. 32But we had to celebrate and rejoice, because this brother of 
yours was dead and has come to life; he was lost and has been found.’” 



  I am guessing that most of us have read this story before or heard this 

story preached before and we know it as the story of “The Prodigal Son.” 

  Generally speaking, (and partly because of this title) most of us read 

this story and we focus in on the younger son (the one referred to as “the 

prodigal”) and we think the lesson is all about him. In Luke’s gospel this 

particular story follows the parable of the “The Lost Sheep” and the parable of 

“The Lost Coin” which would suggest that this should be titled the parable of 

“The Lost Son.” BUT this particular story is a bit more nuanced than the 

other two (there is more content here) and I believe that each of these 

characters (the father and his two boys) can teach us something that should 

enrich our relationship to God. 

  For example, as I was pondering this story again I was drawn to this 

father whose son (his precious son) had decided to leave the security of the 

father’s house and go off to places unknown AND I had this picture in my 

head of this father down on his knees praying for his little boy; a boy he had 

lost to the world. It was at this point that this song popped into my head and 

I thought it would make a good beginning for this conversation. It’s 

something that all of us need to remember. It’s called, 

Somebody's Prayin’ 

Somebody's prayin, I can feel it. Somebody's prayin' for me 
  Mighty hands are guiding me to protect me from what I can't see 

  Lord I believe, Lord I believe, somebody's prayin', for me. 

Angels are watchin', I can feel it. Angels are watchin' over me 
   There's many miles ahead 'til I get home still I'm  

safely kept before your throne 
  'Cause Lord I believe, Lord I believe, your angels are watchin' over me. 

Well, I've walked through barren wilderness where my pillow was a stone 
And I've been through the darkest caverns, where no light had ever shown. 

Still I went on 'cause there was someone who was down on their knees 
And Lord I thank you for those people, prayin' all this time for me. 

 



Somebody's prayin, I can feel it. Somebody's prayin' for me 
Mighty hands are guiding me to protect me from what I can't see 

Lord I believe, Lord I believe, somebody's prayin', for me. 
Somebody's prayin', for me. 

  So, I had this picture of a loving father, down on his knees, praying not 

just for the son who had wandered far from home but also for the son who 

had decided to stay. Both of them were precious to him and both of them were 

struggling with issues around CONTROL over their lives. Obviously, the 

younger son came to the conclusion that MONEY would solve all of his 

problems. AND we understand this because we are also tempted to believe 

that if we have enough money that it will solve all of life’s problems for us. 

What we often understand too late is the lesson this younger boy learned as 

well, that money is only temporary and that it doesn’t really do anything to 

heal the emptiness in our souls. Like the Beatles reminded us, money may be 

tempting but in the very end money “Can’t Buy Me Love.” 

  But, the young boy decided that he wanted to be able to make his own 

decisions about how he would live his life so he asked for money that didn’t 

technically belong to him and once he had it in his hand he went off and 

spent all of it on, what the text calls, “… dissolute living.” He was going to 

Vegas, baby! 

  I mentioned that the money wasn’t technically his because it belonged 

to his father and it would have only been his once his father was dead. So, 

one of the other things you need to hear in this story is what this son was 

actually saying to his father. He was actually saying something like, “I wish 

you were dead, old man, so I could have my money.” 

  The fact that the father gave him the money he requested was really 

out of the ordinary; it was an unusual and amazing gift especially in light of 

this implied insult. 



  What we have is a picture of a father who knew that he couldn’t micro-

manage his son’s life and that sometimes you have to let a person go in order 

TO have them come back. I believe that THIS father knew that sometimes 

the only way for us to learn certain lessons IN LIFE is FOR US to make bad 

choices. It doesn’t mean that we should make bad choices; this is not a 

rationalization for “dissolute living” (for sinful behavior) but it is a picture of 

how far we might fall and still be welcomed home by our heavenly father. 

  So, as the story says, the son ran off, spent all of his money and ended 

up working a menial job for starvation wages and he finally decided to return 

home, admit that he was wrong and beg his father to allow him to be one of 

his father’s servants. 

  Now I don’t want to stretch this parable too far … it was after all just a 

made up story and the point was that no matter how far away this wandering 

son went and no matter how many awful things he might have done, his 

father continued to love him and was always willing to welcome him back 

home. 

  Because this is an earthly story that is meant to have heavenly 

application, we are supposed to understand that even though we may have 

wandered away from our heavenly father, just like this boy wandered away 

from his earthly father, we can always come back to him and he will welcome 

us home again. 

  The turning point in the story for this son was when he understood his 

failure and was willing to admit his need and then return home. This is 

where our lives turn around as well; when we recognize our disobedience and 

our personal failure and when we decide to turn to God for healing our 

relationship to God and our entire lives become new. This is the pathway to 

salvation; recognition, repentance and forgiveness. 



  The other son in our story is the one who stayed at home and followed 

the rules and kept his nose clean. We generally don’t talk a lot about this son 

because he comes across as the “good kid” AND we don’t think there is a 

whole lot to talk about with him. Along with that I think that most of us 

unconsciously associate ourselves with this child. We tend to say that we 

know people who were the runaways; we know the prodigals but they’re not 

us. We’re like the “good kid.” 

  The irony in this story is that child who may have had the biggest 

problem was actually the “good kid.” The stay at home child made the 

assumption that all he had to do was obey the rules and that everything else 

would be fine. What he didn’t realize was that the rules could never be a 

substitute for the relationships that God had provided for his life. 

  He saw his father as his boss and his brother as his competition. He 

saw his brother as a failure and his father as a fool and there wasn’t much 

forgiveness or understanding in his life for either of them. We could say that 

this boy (like his brother) was also concerned about CONTROL in his life and 

his willingness to follow the rules may have been nothing more than a means 

to that end. He would be the good boy and once his father died he would take 

over the family fortune. It must have galled him to see his father handing 

money over to his little good for nothing brother. It was all supposed to 

belong to him. 

  One son wandered away and the other one stayed at home but both of 

them were standing at a distance from their father. Neither of them 

understood how precious their relationship to their father and to each other 

was really meant to be.  

  The blessing that the younger son experienced was that he realized 

what he had missed and turned back home. The son who stayed home didn’t 

come to that conclusion. So, who was better off? The son who left and 



returned and discovered the power of love or the son who stayed at home but 

was emotionally distant from his family? 

  This story is a reminder (as the Apostle Paul said) that,  

… there is no distinction, since all have sinned  
and fall short of the glory of God; Romans 3:22b-23 

  All of us need to recognize that we might be standing at a distance from 

God and all of us need to decide today to turn toward home. 

Lord, I’m Coming Home 

I’ve wandered far away from God, Now I’m coming home; 
The paths of sin too long I’ve trod, Lord, I’m coming home. 

CHORUS: 

Coming home, coming home, nevermore to roam, 
Open wide Thine arms of love, Lord, I’m coming home. 

I’ve wasted many precious years, Now I’m coming home; 
 I now repent with bitter tears, Lord, I’m coming home. 

CHORUS: 

My soul is sick, my heart is sore, now I’m coming home; 
  My strength renew, my hope restore, Lord, I’m coming home. 

CHORUS: 

My only hope, my only plea, now I’m coming home; 
That Jesus died, and died for me, Lord, I’m coming home. 

CHORUS: 


