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I don’t like the Prodigal Son. I don’t think I like his dad much either. The Prodigal Son learned his values and 
principles from his dad. Dad spoiled his son rotten and now look at the way he turned out. Not impressive. 
The story continues as we watch the ungrateful son sail down the swanee until he is reduced. He is lower 
than a worm’s belly. Thankfully there is a thing called rock bottom. When we hit that we know that we can 
only rise up from there. I feel really sorry for anyone who has hit rock bottom. That must be a terrible place 
to be. You have outdone your welcome in everyone’s home. You have lost everything and everyone. Nobody 
cares about you. You are on your own. Nature and instinct kick in. Just like Scarlett O’Hara you realize that 
you will find your strength and respite if you just go home. That takes a lot of courage because the people at home have every right to 
reject you again. Think of all the terrible things you have done to them. They have no reason to welcome you back. Right now you have 
nothing to lose and you have nothing to gain. But instinct kicks in. You remember what home and family means. You decided to learn 
your lesson the hard way. You lived your rebellion in the Hard Knocks Hotel. The return journey home is a humbling experience. It is 
brutal and honest. Meanwhile, useless Dad who set all this disaster in motion has been doing some soul-searching as well. He 
appreciates his son. He learns that a parent’s love for his child reaches beyond all limitations. Even after all has been said and done, 
after all the mistakes, after all the betrayals, he is still your son. You still love him, and you want him to come home. We can work things 
out. Just come home, please. The greater picture is that this is an allegory. This is a story telling us that no matter what, even when I 
deserved to be punished, even after all that I have done to hurt, God is my father and He loves me. He waits for me at the porch as the 
evening sun goes down hoping to catch a glimpse of me coming home. His heart is so full at the sight that Dad runs towards his child. 
The warm hug becomes the moment of healing and forgiveness. We all long for it. I wish I could meet my beloved and say sorry. I want 
us to be friends again. I miss him.  
 

With love,  
Fr. Pat 
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