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"As in all such cases," says Mrs. Booth, "the most disastrous consequence of this young man's 
sin fell upon himself. We read that he came to be in want — the natural and inevitable 
consequence of having spent all. The spending time was soon over; it yielded little pleasure, and 
that transitory. It was doubtless a goodly possession that youth took away from his father's house, 
but it was soon gone. And no sooner was it gone than 'there arose a famine in that land.' As the 
old adage says, 'Troubles never come alone,' and something generally happens when the 
substance is gone. How terrible this young man's circumstances! Alone, in a strange land, 
forsaken by his merry companions, of whom doubtless he had plenty while the substance lasted; 
but, when the money goes, away go such companions, like rats from a sinking ship. There is 
many a poor forlorn wretch to-night dying in an attic or cellar without a single friend.  
  
"A man's all is soon spent; his life, privileges, talents, opportunities soon lost — and lost forever. 
And then how long, and bitter, and dreadful, the want which ensues! We read that to this young 
man's want no man ministered — 'no man gave unto him.' Alas! no creatures can, if they would, 
minister to the sinner's spiritual destitution. In vain must he cry to the world, the flesh, or the 
devil to satisfy the wants of his hungry soul. They one and all reply, 'It is not in me.' There is 
nothing in the pleasures of sense or the antidotes of Satan that will meet the wants of famishing 
souls. 
  
"What bitter reflections must have filled his mind! Can you not imagine that you see him sitting 
on a stone, amid the husks and filth of the swine-yard, ruminating on his past life, thinking of his 
folly and wickedness, and wondering whether if he were to go back his father would receive him? 
Happily, these reflections led him to resolution. How many take the first step! They think and 
ponder and promise and intend, but they don't make up their minds. Not so this young man. He 
says, 'I will arise.' Alas! how many of God's prodigals go as far as this! They resolve and re-resolve, 
but never act. This young man puts his resolution into action. He starts on the journey. No doubt 
he had many a struggle with himself on the road, and many a struggle with the devil. Methinks 
as he got half-way, hungry and weary, I see him leaning his back against a tree and going through 
one of those mental conflicts. The possibility of his father being dead, or if alive, unable to receive 
him, angrily and reproachfully shutting the door in his face, would rise before him. Satan would 
suggest, 'What impudence for you to think of going home after having treated the old man as 
you have done — breaking his law, wasting his money, and bringing yourself into this disgraceful 
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and dilapidated condition! How dare you think of it! It is adding insult to injury. You had better 
turn back, or try and get a situation somewhere up in this neighbourhood. 'But the prodigal's 
eyes were opened; he was looking towards his father's house, and his heart was melting with 
repentance and longing to be reinstated in his father's love. And so, plucking up his courage, he 
starts again, supporting himself as best he can on his weary route. As he comes within view of 
the old homestead the familiar scenes of his childhood are too much for him, and he stands 
almost paralysed with grief! 
  
"We will leave him there for a minute and go seek his father. I don't suppose the father was 
looking out for him; but, as is customary in the East, he was probably walking on the roof of his 
house in the cool of the day, and, as on many a former occasion, he thought of his long-lost son 
— for, though he was a prodigal, he was his lad still! It might be that he had some strange 
presentiment or foreboding, as we sometimes have when anything uncommon is about to 
happen. How natural that he should gaze over the expanse of country across which his son had 
gone; and, as he looks, he sees a speck in the distance: a vague curiosity compels his gaze; he 
looks as if into vacancy until the figure draws nearer, when something in the form or the gait 
strikes him, and he says to himself, 'Can this be my boy coming back?' Then he chides himself, 
and says 'What a foolish old man I am! because I dreamed of him last night, or have felt this 
strange foreboding, should I expect him to come?' And he takes his eyes away and breathes 
another prayer, added to hundreds offered before: 'O Lord, my God, grant that I may see my 
prodigal boy before I die!'  
  
"He takes another round on the roof and returns to the same spot, and as he looks again he 
perceives the figure has come nearer, and his eyes are glued, as it were, to that form; the eye of 
affection is quick of recognition. He says, 'Can it be? It is like him — it must be — God is going 
to answer my prayers — it is, it is my long-lost boy!' He makes the best of his way down, and 
then, as fast as his aged limbs will carry him, he runs to assure himself. It is years since he ran like 
that, but love inspires him with strength and makes his feet like hinds' feet. Away he goes over 
the lawn and through the adjoining meadow! The prodigal, too, has been thinking as he has 
drawn nearer; and when he lifts up his eyes and beholds his father, he runs to meet him; they 
rush into each other's arms and his father falls upon his neck with the kiss of reconciliation. He 
waits not to hear the boy's confession; the best proof of his repentance is that he is here at home 
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again. But the sobs will come, the prodigal must confess, and he breaks out, 'Father, I have 
sinned against heaven and before thee; make me as one of thy hired servants. 'That was true 
repentance. He cares not; he will black the boots, or groom the horses, or sit in the kitchen — 
anything, so that he may be in his father's house and enjoy his pardoning smile. Here are no 
excuses, no palliations, but a whole-hearted, honest confession of his guilt. The father accepts it, 
and in proof of his forgiveness he orders the ring, and the best robe, and the shoes to be put on 
him, and says, 'Kill the fatted calf, and let us eat and be merry; for this my son was dead, and is 
alive again; he was lost, and is found.'  
  
"What says the Great Painter who gives us this wonderful picture? 'Likewise, I say unto you, there 
is joy in the presence of the angels over one sinner that repenteth. 'Sinner, will you be that one?" 


