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Read Luke 15:11-24. 

I grew up saturated in the culture of the Western church. I’ve always believed in God, always filtered 
everything through Him as the ultimate Truth. Growing up, everyone talked about knowing God personally, 
which I wanted but didn’t know how to achieve. It was like a top-level goal, a degree at the end of many years 
of Bible Study and youth retreats, World Vision hunger fasts and WWJD merchandise. 

As an adult, I drew nearer to knowing God when it turned out I needed Him—to mend circumstances in my 
life or protect my family from harm. I still wasn’t seeking Him out of desire for Him—only for His gifts. Do you 
think the prodigal son was close to his dad? Did he spend time working alongside him, talking with him, 
learning his story and building respect for him? Did he perk up and listen when his dad had something to say? 
I think he was unable to appreciate his father’s character until he had tasted his own depravity. The story of the 
prodigal son is my story. 

As I drifted from the Source and found my cup empty, I dove headlong into the world and all it has to offer. All 
the while maintaining my righteous mask, continuing to go through the familiar motions of the Proverbs 31 
woman, I lived in the world of my mind where I squandered the gifts of my good Father. I walked along on my 
own path in the dark, self-assured and self-righteous, for years. But the Lord, in His mercy, allowed me to get 
to the end of myself. As my footing began to slip and I wondered if I should slow down, the first light of 
sunrise appeared on the horizon and I was terrified to look down and find that I had been walking along the 
edge of a sheer cliff face. One misstep would have landed me on the rocks hundreds of feet below. I had 
been sleeping with the pigs, one meal away from starvation. 

When I ran from the cliff edge towards the Father, I was humiliated. I came face-to-face with the reality of my 
spiritual bankruptcy. My “righteousness” suddenly had a spotlight on it and it was uglier than sin. I wanted to 
slink into His house and hide there, working off my debt in isolation and contemplative silence. But I found 
Him running towards me, arms open, with tears of joy streaming down His face. Celebrating that I had come 
home. Overjoyed that I could now begin a journey to wholeness alongside Him, in His house where I belong. 
Knowing His good and perfect plan, anticipating the pleasure of my knowing Him more and more as He 
removes each scale from my eyes. 

What about you? Are you a prodigal too? What part of the story is yours right now? I’m waking up each 
morning back in my Father’s house. Eighteen months has passed since I ran for home, and these days, if I’m 
not careful, I can fall into a routine that doesn’t tell this story of incredible grace.  Without the contrast of my 
filthy, empty hands against my Father’s steadfast open arms, I cannot draw near to Him. My desire for God is 
stunted when I’m not confronted with my need for Him. Gratitude makes every sunrise a reminder of that first 
one. It’s the tether I hold on to that keeps me in reality, free of condemnation, walking in the light of truth with 
the warmth of grace shining down on my face. To step back into the darkness where I am my own savior, I 
have to let go of gratitude. My understanding of God’s sovereignty, His goodness, His power and glory comes 
into sharp focus when I acknowledge my smallness and thank Him for it. When I am weak, He is strong. 


