
Page 1 of 4 
 

Sermon 6/16/18 and 6/17/18 

“The Loving Fathers” - Rev. David Farina 

 

Luke15:11-32 
 

11 Then Jesus said, “There was a man who had two sons. 12 The 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. 13 A 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. 14 When he had spent everything, a severe famine took 

place throughout that country, and he began to be in need. 15 So he went and hired himself out to one of 

the citizens of that country, who sent him to his fields to feed the pigs. 16 He would gladly have filled 

himself with the pods that the pigs were eating; and no one gave him anything. 17 But 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! 18 I will get up and go to my father, and I will say to him, “Father, I have sinned   

against heaven and before you; 19 I am no longer worthy to be called your son; treat me like one of your 

hired hands.”’ 20 So 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. 21 Then the son said to 

him, ‘Father, I have sinned against heaven and before you; I am no longer worthy to be called your son.’ 
22 But 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. 23 And get the fatted calf and kill it, and let us eat and celebrate; 
24 for 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. 26 He called one of the slaves and asked what was going on. 27 He replied, ‘Your 

brother has come, and your father has killed the fatted calf, because he has got him back safe and sound.’ 
28 Then he became angry and refused to go in. His father came out and began to plead with him. 29 But 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. 30 But when this son of yours came back, who has devoured your property with 

prostitutes, you killed the fatted calf for him!’ 31 Then the father said to him, ‘Son, you are always with 

me, and all that is mine is yours. 32 But 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.’” 

 

Retired seminary professor Fred B Craddock was preaching on the parable of the prodigal son.  After the service a 

man said, “I really didn’t care much for that sermon.” Craddock asked, “Why?”  The man said, “Well, I guess it’s 

not your sermon, I just don’t like that story.”  Craddock asked, “What is it you don’t like about it?”  He said, “It’s 

not morally responsible.”  Craddock asked, “What do you mean by that?”  “Forgiving that boy,” said the man   

Craddock asked, “Well, what would you have done?”  The man said, “I think when he came home he should’ve 

been arrested.” 

 

“This fellow was serious,” says Craddock, “He’s an attorney.”  He thought “he was going to tell me a joke.  But 

he was serious.”  “This man, according to Craddock, ”belonged to this unofficial organization nationwide, which 

never has any meetings and doesn’t have a name.  But it’s a very strong network.”  Craddock calls it  ”quality 

control people.”  “They’re the moral police.  Mandatory sentences and no parole mind you, and executions.” 

 

So Craddock asked the man, “What would you have given the prodigal?”  The man said, “Six years.”  Contrast 

this story with that of Michale Mohr’s. 

 

In 1990, Michale Mohr’s son, Jeff moved to Arizona to work as a computer technician.  Michale, back in 

Portland, Oregon, looked forward to her son’s weekly calls.  But after a few years in Arizona, Jeff’s phone calls 

began to taper off.  When Michale’s letters to him were returned, she decided to investigate. Michale found out 
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from Jeff’s friends that he had become addicted to crystal meth, a powerful drug.  One day, Jeff had just walked 

away from his house.  No one knew where he was. 

 

For the next three years, Michale Mohr made it her mission in life to find her son.  She flew back and forth 

between Oregon and Arizona, canvassing Jeff’s old neighborhood and talking to his friends and associates.  The 

police offered little help.  Michale’s quest to find her drug-addicted son led her into dangerous, rundown 

neighborhoods.  She witnessed horrible decay and poverty in these drug infested hellholes.  He face constant 

threats to her safety.  At one point, she even dressed as a homeless woman in order to relate to the street people 

she interviewed. 

 

Finally, after three years, Michale made contact with someone who knew Jeff.  She remembers distinctly the day 

she found him.  Jeff rode up on his bicycle.  He had lost weight, his teeth were rotting, he was bruised from a 

recent beating.  But he had ridden on his bicycle for ten miles in the sweltering Arizona heat to find her.  They ran 

into each other’s arms.  Jeff had been trying to fight his addiction, but he had been afraid to contact his mother, 

afraid of how his addiction might hurt her.  You will be happy to know that Jeff Mohr moved back to Oregon, got 

a steady job, and joined Narcotics Anonymous. 

 

We see that the road to real salvation, to having faith in God is not easy.  It was not easy for the youngest son and 

it is not easy for me or for you.  We will go through some kind of grief and struggle within ourselves in deciding 

exactly what kind of relationship we have with our God.  Like the younger Son, we usually bring upon ourselves 

our own judgment because of what we do or don’t do. But we come to ourselves when we experience the 

breaking into our Holy Spirit.  We learn that when we are away from God, we are not truly ourselves.  It is only 

when we begin the long path back to God that we retain our identity.  Thus when the younger son came to 

himself, he decided to go home and to beg his father to take him on as a hired servant, the lowest rank of slaves, 

the man who could be fired at any time. 

 

Yet even before the son reached his home to carry out his decision, his father had been expecting him.  As the 

scripture says, “While he was still a long way away, his father saw him and ran and flung his arms around his 

neck and kissed him tenderly. ”The father never really gave the son a chance to ask to be a servant.  He broke in 

before even hearing what the son said.  He said, “Bring out the best robe and put it on him; put a ring on his 

finger; put shoes on his feed; and bring the fatted calf and kill it and let us eat and rejoice, for this my son was 

dead and has come back to life again; he was lost and has been found.”  And they began to rejoice.  The robe you 

see stands for honor; the ring meant he was still heir of his father’s land; the shoes represent son ship as opposed 

to slavery.  And a feast was made that all might rejoice at the wanderer’s return, loss. 

 

Now this situation has many a contemporary counterpart, though the ending may not be the same.  Let me give 

you an example.  One time as I was talking to an inmate at Fox Lake Prison he told me this story.  He said, “The 

first time I got out of prison no one in my family came to greet me.  The only person waiting for me outside the 

prison gates was a girl I had been writing to.  She drove me home to my family, and when I got there, nobody 

wanted anything to do with me.  My dad continuously called me a no good bum, and my mother, brothers, and 

sister hardly talked to me. I felt like a stranger in my home.”  The point this man was trying to make is this:  He 

said that if just one of his family would have cared for him, if just one of them would have shown a little love, 

maybe he could have straightened out.  But he said that in that kind of atmosphere, where you’re always being put 

down as no good, it is impossible to change.  If his dad or mom had been there when he got out of prison, it is a 

possibility that he wouldn’t be in prison today.  If they had only welcomed him in love and in join as the loving 

father of our story did, maybe his life would have been changed, as the life of the lost son.  The trouble with our 

society is that once a person is branded as a drug addict, an alcoholic, a homosexual, a juvenile delinquent, or an 

ex-convict, he is hardly ever given a second chance. He is hardly ever really loved and cared for. Yet, these are 

the people that Jesus came to seek and to save.  As followers of Christ, we must learn to give these people that 

second chance they dream of.  We must learn to love and forgive as God loves and forgives us.  We must learn to 

be merciful and gracious in all that we do and say. 
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In spite of the joyful reunion of father and son, the story of the lost son, however, is not finished.  Not only did the 

younger son return, but the eldest came home from working in the field. 

 

The scripture tells us:  When he came close to the house, he heard the music and dancing. He called one of 

the servants and asked him “what’s going on?” “Your brother came back home, the servant answered, and 

your father killed the prize calf because he got him back safe and  sound.”  The other brother was so angry 

that he would not go into the house; so his father came out and begged him to come in.  “Look,” he answered 

back to his father, “All these years I have worked like a slave for you and never once did I disobey an order 

of yours.  What have you given me?  Not even a goat to have a feast with my friends.  But this son of yours 

wasted all your  property on prostitutes, and when he comes back home you kill the prize calf for him.”                

“My son,” the father answered, “you are always at home and everything I have is yours; but we have to have 

a feast and be happy for your bother was dead, but now he is alive; he was lost but now he has been found.” 

 

We can see that the eldest brother’s whole attitude shows that his years of obedience to his father had been years 

of grim duty and not of loving service.  His whole attitude is one of utter lack of sympathy.  He refers to his 

brother, not as my brother but as your son.  He was the kind of self-righteous character who would cheerfully 

have kicked a man farther into the gutter when he was already down.  He also had a peculiarly nasty mind.  You 

notice that there is no mention of prostitutes until he mentions them.  He, no doubt, suspected and accused his 

brother of the sins he himself would have liked to commit. 

 

The eldest son’s attitude is symbolic of that of the Scribes and Pharisees.  They lived lives of obedience to the 

law, but it was the duty-bound kind of obedience, not obedience given out of love.  They therefore were self-

complacent and could not understand love the say Jesus did. 

 

We learn from the parable that actually both sons were lost.  The younger son was lost to pride or sin in the flesh.  

He had the itch for fame, the hankering for things, and the desire for popularity.  These are all desires of the flesh 

and not of the spirit.  Yet we see that the youngest son was driven to penitence because of calamity and hunger.  

He knew famine and shame that brought him as low as swine.  He was lonely and alienated from man and God.  

Further he knew his sin and he knew it was sin against God and he confessed his sin.  He said, “I have sinned 

against heaven and before thee.”  He truly realized his sin and was ready to come home. 

 

The eldest son, on the other hand, was lost to sin in pride of temperament.  He was as distant in spirit as his 

brother had been in body.  He said, “I will stay at home and work hard,” and he kept his vow.  But he also was 

the center of his life circle, and center grew so black in an ingrowing mood that soon the whole circle was black.  

His sin was pride of temperament which is perhaps harder to cure than pride or flesh. 

 

The real hero of the story is the father because he provides both boys with what they need.  Unconditional love.  

There is no thing the Father rejoices in more than virtue.  It is father.  Why?  Because faith produces virtues, no 

vice versa. 

 

A young man loved playing golf.  He used to spend hours in the backyard practicing his golf swing.  Of course 

he wasn’t allowed to use a real golf ball because that would be very dangerous so near to the house.  So he used a 

practice ball – hollow and made of light plastic with holes in it.  You couldn’t hit it very far and could do no 

damage. 

 

One day he thought that both his parents were out and the house empty, and he longed for the feel of a real golf 

ball on the head of his club. .Just this once wouldn’t matter.  He teed up a real golf ball and swung.  You guessed 

it, he sliced his stroke and the ball headed for his parents’ bedroom window.  He heard the glass shatter and then 

he heard his mother scream.  He ran into the house and up the stairs to her room.  She was standing there in front 

of the broken window and she was bleeding.  He started to cry and couldn’t stop.  All he could say was, “Mum, 
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what have I done, I could have killed you.”  His mother just hugged him, though, and said through her own tears, 

“It’s all right, I’m all right, and everything’s going to be all right.”  His mother knew that punishment was not 

what he needed at this moment.  He needed to know that everything was all right.  Need I say that this young 

man never took a real golf ball into the yard again? 

 

That is what grace is all about.  It is about love that is more interested in redemption than judgment.  It is about 

winning not through intimidation, but through love.  Most of the problems in that this world are caused by 

people who do not really know that they are loved and accepted. 

 

How about you?  Are you the prodigal living in the far country, embarrassed and afraid to come home? 

 

And how about your family?  Is there a need in your home for unconditional love and forgiveness?  We all need 

forgiveness from time to time, and we all need to forgive – just as we have been forgiven. 

 

The Father loves us enough to let go.  We are free – eternally free to choose our own paths.  The Father patiently 

waits for us to decide.  He will not force His way into our lives.  But there is unconditional love – unconditional 

acceptance awaiting our decision.  Earthly fathers may be tempted to kill the prodigal son, but the Eternal Father 

kills the fatted calf.  Both sons are welcomed home. 


