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Sometimes it’s hard as a young person to be submissive to my elders and respectful to 

those in authority, especially my parents. I don’t know why I think I can get away with 

disrespecting my mom and dad—maybe it’s because I’m closer to them than I am with my 

teachers and others, and I feel that disobeying their wishes can be kept more of a secret than if I 

were to be an unsubmissive troublemaker in the public arena. I know I’m not flying solo on this 

issue. 

It’s in our sinful natures to think we know it all. We don’t want to follow a list of 

guidelines—we’ve got minds of our own, and we think that decisions involving our lives are 

ours to make. So often we all act out “prodigals,” disobeying the rules of our parents, and 

ultimately breaking God’s holy law. We’re stubborn in our ways and don’t want anyone but 

ourselves running our lives. We leave our spiritual homes and try to break free from the chains 

we believe are tying us down. We rebel from our parents’ wise instruction and defy Christ’s 

command of obeying our father and mother. 

The problem with this mindset is this: by being disobedient and disrespectful, we are not 

only dishonoring our parents, but we are also failing to bring honor to our heavenly Father. We 

forget that our lives are not our own—they belong to our faithful Savior. Decisions must be made 

according to His Word, not our selfish reasons. 

Thankfully, we have a God who is loving; a God who throws our sins into the depths of 

the sea, forgetting the transgressions we’ve made. Our Lord’s grace reaches out to us, His 

children, drawing us back into His fold and retrieving His lost sheep. We’ve been delivered from 

the bonds of sin—the only bonds that tie us down- and we have been given complete freedom in 

Christ Jesus. Whenever we struggle with questions in this life, God always provides us with 

answers, in His time and in His way. In Him the lost are found, the dead are made alive, and the 

prodigals return to their everlasting home. 

...But when he was yet a great way off, his father saw him, and had compassion, and ran, 

and fell on his neck, and kissed him. And the son said unto him, Father, I have sinned against 

heaven, and in thy sight, and am no more worthy to be called thy son. But the father said to his 

servants, Bring forth the best robe, and put it on him; and put a ring on his hand, and shoes on his 

feet: And bring hither the fatted calf, and kill it; and let us eat, and be merry: For this my son was 

dead, and is alive again; he was lost, and is found… (Luke 15:20b-24a). 

 
 

Prodigal 

 

He thought he had the answers, That he could write the book. “Nobody understands me.” One 

fight was all it took. 

    He up and left that morning Without a glance behind. Gone out to make his own path And 

follow his own mind. 

    He’s all alone with nothing Convinced he’s got it good. Living life just how he wants, He’s 

done everything he could. 

 At home his parents wonder, “God, what did we do wrong? Our precious son is missing; He 

thought he didn’t belong. 

http://bible.gospelcom.net/bible?version=KJV&passage=Luke+15:20


Please let him see we love him, Lord, tell him that we care. Bless him while he’s far from home, 

He could be anywhere!” 

God’s grace reached out, and that day, The son saw his mistake. Mercy drove him to his street 

And led him to the gate. 

“Our son returned, Blessed be God! What once was lost is found! Let’s celebrate our son’s new 

life!” Oh, grace, how sweet the sound! 
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