THE PARABLE OF THE PRODIGAL SON (hased on Luke 1511-32)

A man had rwo sons. The younger became imparient of living ar home on

the Brm. He wanted o ser our into the wide world and seck his formune.
He said o his farher, *Facher, give me my share of the money from rhe farm
thar would come 1o me when you die.”

His father was very sad vo hear this, bur be loved his son, so he sold off half
the Brm and gave him the money.

The older brother was furious, bur the younger son was delighted. He had
never had so much money in his life! Ar ance he ser off for a far counry
where nobody would know him and his rches would impress everyone. And
they were impressed! He soon found friends o help him to spend his money.
He really enjpoved himself. He did amything he wanted. There would be plenry
of time bater 1o ger a job, and come home 1o his family 2 very wealthy man.

But a famine spread quickly over the country. Crops failed and there was
very limle work of any sorr o be had. His new friends could not even be
bothered o offer him 2 meal. The only job he could find was working on
the frm of a Gentile — feeding pigs! He was so hungry thar he would have
been glad ro car the pigs’ food himself. Ar st he came 1o his senses.

“Even my farher’s servants have more food than they want, and here am |
dying of hunger! | will leave this place and go 10 my farher and say: “Father,
| have sinned against heaven and against you; | dont deserve to be called
YOUE S0n; treat me a8 once of your paid servanes” 5o he left the place and
went back o his Firher.

His farber had been warching our, hoping his son would come home. While
he was sall a long way off, his farher saw him, barefoor, ragged and dirny
and so very pale and thin. He ran w the boy and hugged and kissed him,

The son began his speech, bur his farher inrerrupred him, calling ro the
servants, "Quick! Bring out the best robe and pur it on him; pur a ring on
his finger and sandals on his feer. Bring the calf we have been fariening and
prepare a feast. I wanr oo celebeare, because rhis son of mine was dead and
has come back o life; he was bost and is found.”
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