
“The Only Story:  Lost and Found” 

Reading & sermon preached by Reverend Carolyn Patierno 

May 20, 2012 

 

“The Prodigal Son:  Reading for three voices” (adapted) :   

From the website:  nevfam2.tripod.com/material/dramatic.htm  (no author indicated) 

A: There was a man  

B: Who had two sons.  

C: One known as the “Prodigal Son” and the other was a faithful son. 

A: One day the Prodigal Son said to his father, 

B: Give me my share of the property  

C: So the Father divided up his property between his two sons.  

A: Not long afterwards this son said,  

B: “I’m off, Dad.  Byee!” 

C: And off he went to the big, big city  

A: with everything he owned in a bag  

B: and spent all his money on wild, wild living. (Shrugs shoulders with rueful smile)Well it was 

all just too tempting.  

C: He had spent everything  

A: when a bad famine spread throughout the land.  

B: (With pained, hungry voice) There was nothing to eat.  

C: He went to work for a man in the country, who sent him to take care of his pigs.  

A: Pigs?  

B: Pigs!  

C: He would have been glad to eat what the pigs were eating  

A: But no one gave him a thing. Aah!  

B: I know.  I was desperate.  

C: Finally he came to his senses and had an idea. 

A: Ping!  

B: My Father’s workers have plenty to eat and here I am, starving to death! I will go to my 

Father and say to him ‘Father I have sinned against God and against you. I am no longer good 

enough to be called your son. Treat me like one of your workers.’  

C: The Prodigal Son got up and started back to his father.  

A: But when he was still a long way off  

B: his father saw him!  

C: and felt sorry for him. And ran to him. And hugged him. And kissed him!  

A: The son said,  

B: Father, I have sinned against God and against you. I am no longer good enough to be  



called your son.  

C: But his Father called for his best clothes  

A: and his ring  

B: AND sandals  

C: AND a fatted calf  

A: for a big party 

B: to celebrate because  

C: “This son of mine was dead, but now has come back to life.”  

A: was lost. And has now been found.”  

B: The faithful son had been out in the field.  

C: When he came near the house he heard the music and dancing. He asked one of the  

servants  

A: What’s going on?  

B: He was told about his brother’s return  

C: and the party to celebrate.  

A: He was so angry he would not even go into the house (turns his back on B & C)  

B: His Father came out and begged him to go in.  

C: But the son said,  

A: For years I have worked for you like a slave and have always obeyed you. But you have  

never even given me a little goat to give a dinner for my friends. This other son wasted  

your money and now he has come home, you order the best calf to be killed for a feast.  

B: His father replied,  

C: My son, you are always with me and everything I have is yours. But we should be glad  

And celebrate! Your brother was dead,  

A: But now he is alive.  

B: He was lost  

C: And now has been found.  

 

 

Lost and found.  Perhaps one of the most beloved stories in a cannon of sacred stories.  Lost 

and found.  How we love to sing out:  “I once was lost but now I’m found”.  We sang this lyric 

just last week, in fact.  What’s more satisfying than a story of one who is lost or who leaves but 

then returns. Or who was wrong in the first place but finally learned the right way.  Lessons 

learned for the going away.  

Anne Lamott calls this story “the only story.” She wrote, “The Prodigal Son. … It’s the only real 

story – coming back to God, who welcomes us with heartbroken joy, no matter what, every 

time.  I do not get this.”   



Well, I don’t know.  I think we get this story mostly because each of us harbors each one of 

these characters in our hearts.  We all are the father, the dutiful son, and the prodigal son.  We 

all know what heartbroken joy feels like.   

“Heartbroken joy.”  What a perfect description of the moment when you see your dearly 

beloved on the horizon, on her way home to you …and to herself.   

The heartbroken joy of lost and found.  That’s what the Prodigal Son is all about.  And we get it. 

One by one …. Let’s consider those who people this story. 

Maybe on one day we recognize the prodigal son as a rascal.  We have no patience, for on this 

day we are ourselves the son who stays behind.  We are working in the fields.  We are doing 

what we’re supposed to do.  We are doing what is expected of us and doing so without sense of 

resentment but rather with a sense of loyalty, faithfulness, and love.  What about us? 

Indeed, asks the loyal brother, “What about me?”  “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.  But when this son of 

yours comes back …. You kill the fatted calf for him!”  (NRSV Bible) 

Yeah! What about me?  Who of us has asked this very question, “What about me?”  I’m doing 

everything right.  Everything you ask. What about me? 

Oh, we’ve all asked the question. We’ve all been resentful of the one who goes away.  Even if 

we ARE the one who went away.   And we are righteous about it.   

And then there comes the time when we are the brother that goes away.  Had to.  Or we 

thought we had to.  There were places to go.  People to see.  Boundaries to break out of.  Or 

there was trouble beckoning.  There were things we could not face and those things were 

reflected back with each glance from the ones that love us through it all.  Still.  Even though.   

We go.  Perhaps it all turned out okay because it was the right thing to do.   

But perhaps it did not turn out okay.  We got lost, hungry, caught in a famine of our own 

making.  And we summon the courage to go home.  Humbled, for we were lost and now we are 

dying to be found.  

And a time that each of us realizes what Dorothy realized once the adventure concluded.  We 

realize that Technicolor is not all it is cut out to be.  That there is a richness in the sepia shades 

of our familiars.  We realize that there is no place like home. That we carry home within our 

hearts.   



And then there is the father.  Father to two sons - one of which will not even claim the other as 

a brother but rather as “that son of yours.”  He has raised both under the same roof and yet 

one may as well have been raised on the moon, so different is he.  But still beloved.  The father 

worries about this one more than the other.  And sadly, the one who is steadfast confuses this 

worry with more love than that which he receives from his father. 

Who here has raised a son … a daughter …who was just different from the start … right from 

the start?  And nothing you did …. nothing you attempted … kept this child on what you 

thought was the right path.  One of safety.  Home.   

The child who became addicted to alcohol or other drugs.  The child – your child – who 

committed a crime that breaks your heart so deeply it’s difficult to imagine wholeness.  The 

child –your child – who believes and resents that the grass is greener in a city faraway.  Far from 

support and love of family and friends.   

This story is sacred because we can each of us imagine ourselves as any one of its characters.  

We have likely been each and every one of the characters at different moments of our lives. 

And we learn something from each. 

I wonder who you learn most from. 

For me, it’s the father.  “You are always with me” he tells his faithful son.  (I must confess that I 

always hope that the father will throw in a goat for a celebration already.)  I feel for him trying 

to love both of his sons – each needing love in a different way.   “the only real story – coming 

back to God, who welcomes us with heartbroken joy, no matter what, every time.”  We are, of 

course, being quite literal with these characters whereas others may understand the father as 

God.  Or Spirit.   

Let’s explore that path for a moment.  Leave our literal minds for a moment.   

What is it in each of us – or beyond us– that welcomes us with heartbroken joy, no matter 

what, every time?”   

Because really, there are sound reasons why we may not sometime welcome back the prodigal 

son / spouse / friend /daughter.   

But there is always something that welcomes us back to ourselves.  Some may name that Spirit 

as God.  Some may name it otherwise. However named, there is something we harbor that 

urges us on and out and finally, home.  Let’s call it the faithfulness … faithfulness that helps us 

to know when we have been found after having been lost.  We need that mooring, after all. 

It is the only story.  The one that is most compelling and dramatic.   



It is the story that pushes us out of the nest.  It is the story that reminds us of our commitment 

to right relationship.  It is the story that calls us home.   

It is a sacred story.   

Yours.  Mine. Ours. 

Amen.  


