Prodigal Son Guided Meditation

Imagine the younger brother, the prodigal son, speaking to you.

I did the unthinkable. I wished my father was dead-at least, I asked for my share of the inheritance, an action tantamount to desiring my father's death. Actually I never thought my father would agree, but he did! I couldn't wait to get as far away from home as I could, and the sooner the better, so a few days later I left.

To make a long, miserable story short, let's just say I squandered everything. Desperate, I did another unthinkable thing: I got a job caring for pigs. Me! A Jewish boy who would never think of getting near a pig! If anyone had seen me, they would have known I was lost. I was without religion, without heritage, without home.

Coming to my senses, I thought, "Maybe just maybe my father would take me back as a servant." Again I was doing the unthinkable-going home where I would most certainly be rejected. I had my apology ready and I rehearsed it many times over the miles.

One morning I thought that I would reach my former home by afternoon. In late morning, however, I saw a man running toward me. Jewish men never run in public, so I really wondered what could be the cause. As I got closer, the man looked like my father.

Could it really be him? I didn't have long to wonder because the man hesitated just long enough to get a good look at my face, then threw his arms around me and repeatedly hugged and kissed me. "My son! My son!" he repeated, tears streaming down his face.

I could not have been more surprised had my father swung me around in the air, the way he did when I was a small child. And that's just the way I felt-like a small child safe again in his father's arms. Suddenly I remembered my prepared speech and began, "Father, I have sinned against you." My father really wasn't listening, though. He was too busy telling his servants, who had come panting along behind him, to bring me sandles, a robe, and ring. "Quickly! Quickly!" he kept saying. It was as if I couldn't be reinstated into my family and my village soon enough.

Imagine! I was given shoes, meaning my father was not going to let me be a servant. A robe was thrown over my shoulders to indicate I was a member of the propertied household. And was my father delirious with his delight in seeing me? He couldn't be giving me the family signet ring, could he? After all, I had squandered half his money. Why would he entrust me with his ring that he used in business transactions? How could he trust that I wouldn't squander whatever money the family had?

I smelled roasting beef, and before I knew what was happening I was the honored guest at my father's feast. I felt so small, yet so honored; so ashamed, but so happy to be with my father again; so unworthy, but so unconditionally loved.

Imagine yourself in my place, and imagine your father being God. You've sinned against God, you don't deserve all the gifts God gives you, and yet God continually loves you unconditionally. You could never be bad enough to make God stop loving you. You could never be good enough to deserve God's lavish attention. 

Talk to God the way I talked to my father. Ask for forgiveness, thank God for all the gifts you have, and enjoy hearing over and over again about God's love for you. Let yourself bask in the knowledge that God is crazy about you. You are really a "spoiled" child of God. Spend a few minutes silently reflecting on God's unconditional love and undivided attention. Imagine that you are a "spoiled" child of God.
