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Do you ever wish that you could jump into the world of the scriptures, and ask some of the 

people questions? Do you ever imagine what it would be like to be able to interview some of the 

people we hear about in the Bible?  

 

The scriptures don’t tell us every detail that we’d like to have. Sometimes, the Gospel writers tell 

us part of the story, and we have to figure out the rest. 

 

The famous radio personality, Paul Harvey, used to have a show in which he delighted in telling 

us things we did not know. And at the end, with glee in his voice, he always said, “And now you 

know the rest of the story!” 

 

Well, whenever I hear this parable, I want to know the “rest of the story.” I want to be able to 

talk with each character to find out what they were thinking, and what this was like for them. 

 

So, if you will permit me, I’d like to imagine with you, right now, what one of the characters 

would say to us if he were here with us today. I’d like to imagine with you, right now, what the 

father in this parable would say.  

 

His two sons often get most of the attention. But right now, let’s imagine what the father would 

say. I think he would say this…. 

 

 

“All I wanted was for him to come home. All I wanted was for my boy to come home. 

 

You parents out there, you know what I mean. We love our children with a love that is so 

powerful that it scares us sometimes.  We do all of those things that parents do, the things that 

children take for granted, but we do them because we love them. 

 

There are the days when our children drive us crazy… but then there are the moments that take 

our breath away… like the day when you first hold them in your arms, or the evening when they 

fall asleep on your shoulder and you can hear the softness of their breathing, or the day when 

their smile melts away all of the things you thought were important. 

 

They grow up before we know it, and suddenly they are not children any more. And because we 

love them so much, they have the ability to hurt us so much. 



 

But we keep loving our children, even when they confuse or hurt us.  

 

And then one day, one of your boys says to you, “I don’t need you anymore. Give me my money 

– I’m out of here.” I was young once… I thought I knew more than my parents. I think I 

understand. But it breaks my heart. 

 

Frankly, I did not think he would go through with it. How many teenagers have threatened to run 

away? I was sure that he would not break his mother’s heart. I was sure that he would not leave 

his brother, his home. I was sure he would not leave me. 

 

And then, he did. His mother was so heartbroken that she could not come to the door to watch 

him leave. His brother was so mad that he went out to the fields to work. I stood there, silently 

hoping, praying, that he would not go. 

 

But he was certain that he was off to find all of the freedom that he thought we were denying 

him. 

 

And even though there were tears in my eyes, I stood there, watching him go up that dusty lane, 

his tall body getting smaller and smaller as he neared the horizon. 

 

And then, he was gone. 

 

And all I wanted was for him to come home. 

 

You parents, you understand don’t you? The worst possible thing is to be in a situation where 

you don’t know where your child is, and you do not know if they are safe. 

 

You parents understand. Some of you have watched your children go off to war… and every 

night, you wonder… where are they…are they safe? 

 

You parents understand. Some of you told your 17 year old that yes, they could have that car on 

Friday night, but they had to be home by ten. And now it is 11:15, and you don’t know where 

they are, and you don’t know if they are safe. 

 

You understand… You drop your precious child off at college, and drive away. And three nights 

later, you wake up in a cold sweat... where are they? Are they safe? 

 

All I wanted was for him to come home. 

 



His mother cried for weeks after he left. His brother stayed silently angry. And what did I do? 

Well, I prayed. And, at every opportunity, I stood on the porch and scanned the horizon. I looked 

up that dusty lane, hoping against hope that one day, someday, he would come home. I watched. 

I waited. I prayed. 

 

I wanted him to come home. 

 

Every once in awhile I would see someone, coming over the hill. Sometimes I could tell right 

away that it wasn’t him. 

 

Every once in a while, someone came toward the house, and my heart skipped a beat… maybe 

it’s him!? And then they got closer. It was someone else. 

 

Where was he? Was he OK? I want him to come home. 

 

And then… one day… my old eyes spotted another speck on the horizon. Someone coming 

toward the house. As they walked down the lane, my old eyes told me that it could not my son – 

whoever it was, was too thin to be my son. He was dressed in rags, looking tired and weak. This 

was not the confident, strapping young man who had left to find his freedom. 

 

But then my eyes grew clearer…and I saw… it was him! He had been lost, but now he was 

found! He had gone away, but now he was back. He freely left, he freely chose to come home! 

 

I ran. Yes, I’m not too proud to say it… I ran. That’s what Luke’s Gospel says about me. While 

my wayward son was still a distance away, I ran off that porch, up that dusty lane. 

 

My heart was bursting with joy. He was home. 

 

We embraced… he tried to blurt out all kinds of apologies… I started shouting commands to the 

servants to get the party started. 

 

He kept blubbering about not being worthy, wanting to be treated like a slave… I was putting 

rings on his fingers and kissing him. 

 

There will be time for honest conversation with my son. I will hear all that happened to him. We 

will talk honestly. I will love him enough to tell him the truth about how his choices broke our 

hearts. 

 

There will be time for confessing, and working it out, and forgiving, and reconciling. But first 

and foremost, there is rejoicing. He is home! 



 

And his older brother? Yes, that silent anger came to the surface. But I ask you to be patient with 

my older son. Some day, he will have children of his own, and then he, too, will understand that 

it is possible to love someone who breaks your heart. 

 

You know, I think that Jesus told the story of our family because, in the mind of Jesus, this story 

is really the story of how God’s love and mercy works in everyone’s life.  

 

We all make bad choices. We often think that we need to go find our freedom and fulfillment 

somewhere, anywhere, other than where we are. We all squander the inheritance that is waiting 

for us. 

 

And then we come to our senses. And we think that we will work it all out by blubbering out 

confessions, and admissions, and promises to do better. 

 

But what we often miss is this basic fact… no matter where we go, no matter how far we 

wander, God’s deepest desire for us is this – God wants us to come home, to him. 

 

And long before we ever find our way back, the God who has been scanning the horizon of the 

universe has his eyes on us. And before we make it home, God comes running to us. And before 

we can finish our confessions and pleas for forgiveness, God’s heart is rejoicing, and the 

celebration has begun. 

 

Because, like every good parent, our God, our Abba, our Father, knows how to love his children, 

even when his children break his heart. 

 

And the mercy of God is revealed in this one fact – all God wants is for you to come home.” 

 

And now you know the rest of the story. 
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