
Undeserved Love 
The Cost 

We are in a series about God’s love called Undeserved Love. Last week we learned that God’s love costs 
us absolutely nothing, because it cost Jesus absolutely everything. He lived. He died. He rose. He loves us. 

 
But… 
 

How long does that love last? 
 

Yesterday was my 11th anniversary. On the 11th anniversary you are supposed to get a steel gift because 
steel represents strength and durability. 
 
Therefore, I thought I would be really romantic and get my wife a steel bottle opener. 

She doesn’t see the deeper, poetic connection. 
 
But I was researching. Steel doesn’t even last that long. 
 

If you use steel as your building material, the warranty is only about 50 years. Over time it develops cracks 

and needs replacing. 

 
If you build in an area with extreme cold weather, the change in temperature from the day to the subzero of 

night will cause it to expand, crack, and break more rapidly. 

 
According to a gardening website, you should line the garden bed with steel plates. In doing so, the steel 

will last longer than a couple of wood logs. It will last longer, but it will still break. Something, something 

science about the PH balance of the soil will eventually render it useless. 

 
Steel lasts. 

But not forever. 

 

Is that like God’s love? 
It lasts longer than most loves, but eventually breaks down? 

 

We’re studying God’s Word for the answer. Before we dig in, a prayer: 
 

Lord, strengthen us by the truth; your Word is the truth. Open our eyes to see what you want us to 
see; open our ears to hear what you want us to hear; open our hearts to believe what you would have 

us believe. Amen. 
 

I. A Father’s Love 
 

The lesson is from Luke 15. It’s a story that Jesus told to reveal deeper truths about God the Father’s love. 
We’re starting in verses 11-12 “A certain man had two sons. The younger of them said to his father, 

‘Father, give me my share of the estate.’ So he divided his property between them.” 
 

You’ll notice the story is about a dad. That’s appropriate on Father’s Day. This particular dad is pretty 
well-to-do. He has a farming operation with many servants and an impressive inheritance for his sons. 

 
It doesn’t say what kind of a farm he had so, think of an NC farm. 

 
Maybe he grows collard greens. 
Maybe he grows tobacco. 

Maybe he grows soybeans. 
 
Maybe he grows peanuts and he named the company, “Papa’s Plausible Peanut Palace.” 



 
Choose your own adventure. What’s important to note is that this dad was providing a good life for his kids. 
 

But one of his sons didn’t think so. The younger one asked his dad for his inheritance. Something that he 
would usually get when his dad died. 
 

But apparently the younger son couldn’t wait that long. 

 
I gotta get outta here. You’re sheltering me. 
I gotta see the world. 

I gotta do my thing. 

YOLO, dad! 
 
I’m sick of this farm. 

I’m sick of this family. 

I’m sick of you. 
 
Give me your money. 

I’d rather have your stuff that than you. 

 
Can you imagine how much that hurt the dad? 

If your kid has ever said to you, “I hate you,” you know how the dad feels. 

 
But this dad does love his kid. So, he gives him the money. 

Probably the equivalent of hundreds of thousands of dollars. 

It might be a good idea to buy some real estate and invest the rest in a 401k. 
 
Nope. 

 

Not many days later, the younger son gathered together all that he had and traveled to a distant 

country. There he squandered his wealth with wild living. (v.13) 
 

Drugs, sex, rock n’ roll. 
CBD oils, Lone Rider beer, and shots for everyone down at the Bourbon Kitchen. 
Prostitutes: women, men. 

Gambling on the Duke game. 

Illegal weapons. 

Every steak on the menu at the Angus barn. 
 
Until finally, it’s late at night down at the roof top bar in downtown Raleigh. 

He heads to the bartender to order another round of Grey Goose for the dancefloor. 
The waitress brings over the card reader for him to pay. 
 

He taps. Nothing. 

He taps again. Nothing. 
He inserts the chips. Nothing. 
He swipes. Nothing. 

 

He quickly goes on his phone, logs into his bank account and sees one number on his account. 
 
Zero. 

 

He sobers up and hired himself out to one of the citizens of that country, who sent him into his fields 
to feed pigs. (v.15) 

 
He worked in the mud. 

He worked in the filth. 
He worked in pig slobber. 



He worked in the pig excrement. 
 
He brought the pigs such delicacies as rotten apple, smushy bananas, old potato peels and decomposing 

lettuce. 
 
And…he got jealous. 

  

He would have liked to fill his stomach with the pods that the pigs were eating. (v.16) 
 
This is a testimony to how pathetic his life has become. 

People don’t usually watch pigs eat and decide it’s time for lunch. 

They watch pigs eat and almost lose their lunch. 
 
This is his wakeup call. ‘How many of my father’s hired servants have more than enough bread, and I 

am dying from hunger! I will get up, go to my father, and tell him, “Father, I have sinned against 

heaven and in your sight. I am no longer worthy to be called your son. Make me like one of your hired 
servants.” ’ (v.17-19) 
 

He’ll never let me be his son again. 

He shouldn’t. I don’t deserve it. 
I have royally messed up. 

 

But maybe he gives me a job. 
At least, it’ll be better pay. 

I can probably sleep in the barn. 

 
As he approached the long and winding road to his dad’s operation, his father saw him and started running. 
 

Oh no! I knew this was a bad idea. 

He’s gonna send me away. 

He’s gonna seek revenge for what I did. 
 

I better go back to the pigs. 
 
But before he could leave, his father caught up. 

He ran, hugged his son, and kissed him. (v.22) 

 

The son pushed him off. 
Dad, I don’t deserve this. I have sinned against heaven and against you. I am despicable and not at all worthy 
to be called you son. I’m just hoping that maybe you could call me hired hand. Or janitor. Or something. 

 
But the dad wasn’t listening. 
 

I’m sorry. I was too busy sending out a mass text to the servants. They’re gonna slaughter one of our finest 

calves and cooking up steaks tonight. We’re having a celebration. With the finest wines! But first, to my 
personal tailor. We gotta get you out of those pig clothes. 
 

Son... 

 
You were lost; you were found. 
You were dead; you’re alive. 

You were gone; now you’re home. 

 

II. God, the Father’s Love 
 

This is a powerful story. If often it called The Prodigal Son. The emphasis in that title is on the return of 

that younger son to his home. 



 
But I don’t think that’s right. 
 

I think it’d be more accurate to call it The Love of a Father. 
It is more a story about his unending love for his son. 
 

And… 

 
Since Jesus told this story to teach us about God’s love. 
You could call it The Love of THE Father. 

 

TRUTH: God’s LOVE outlasts your ROYALEST MESS-UPS. 
 
The phrase Jesus uses is “wild living.” 

 

It’s both specific and generic. 
Specific enough to know that it’s not good. It’s sinful. 
Generic enough for you to insert into his lifestyle whatever royal mess-ups of a lifestyle you have had in the 

pat. 

 
So…What is your royalest mess-up? 

 

Sexual sin? 
Addiction? 

Verbal 

Did it involve jailtime? 
Heavy fines? 
A loss of a job? 

A relationship? 

 

Just think of whatever it is in your past that you would feel uncomfortable admitting to your pastor. 
 

Even that sin doesn’t cancel God’s love for you. 
 
He lived for you. 

He died for you. 

He rose for you. 

 
In fact, he specifically did it because of whatever that royalest of mess-ups was! 
 

And his love isn’t just existent and meaning well. 
It gets the job done! 
 

It’s like the other day. Daniela was trying to help feed our dog Clay. I filled his bowl with the appropriate 

amount of kibble and bits for a senior medium-sized dog. I gave the bowl to her. And she promptly spilled it 
all on the floor. 
 

No worries. Clay was happy to eat it like that. A couple minutes later, all clean. 

No sign of the mess. 
 
And that’s what God did for you. 

He cleaned up all your sinful mess. 

 
Whether your mess is in the past or it’s in the now… 

Your Father’s love for you remains. 
 

His love outlasts your mess. 
 



But that can be hard to believe, because as humans, we tend to have an intrinsic misunderstanding of God’s love. 

 

Look back at what the son said to the Dad upon his return. He said, “Father, I have sinned against heaven and in 

your sight. I am no longer worthy to be called your son.” (v.21) 

 

Notice that he doesn’t even ask for his father’s forgiveness. 

I think it’s because he doesn’t believe he’s earned it. 

 

To be fair, there is someone at that farm who agrees. 

 

The older brother became angry and refused to go (to the party). So his father went out and pleaded with 

him. “He answered his father, ‘Look, these many years I’ve been serving you, and I never disobeyed your 

command, but you never gave me even a young goat so that I could celebrate with my friends. But when this 

son of yours arrived after wasting your property with prostitutes, you killed the fattened calf for him!’ ” 

(v.28-30) 

 
I’ve always been here! 

I’ve been working hard. 

I didn’t leave you. 

 
I’ve earned a party. 
I’ve earned a fattened calf. 

I’ve earned my place in this family. 

 
As you listen, maybe you think he’s right. 

As you heard about God’s incredible unfailing love earlier, maybe you felt that wasn’t right. 

 
Listen to the father’s response. 
 

“ ‘Son, you are always with me, and all that I have is yours. But it was fitting to celebrate and be glad, 

because this brother of yours was dead and is alive again. He was lost and is found.’ ” (v.31-32) 

Did you hear it? He doesn’t disagree. 
Both sons and the father are in agreement. 
The younger son has not earned his place in the family! 

 

But… 
Then again… 
Neither has the older son. 

 
Because you don’t earn a place in the family. 
You are simply a part of it. 
 

TRUTH: We don’t EARN a place in Dad’s family; it is FREELY GIVEN. 

 
If you’ve been far apart from God’s family, come home. 
There’s nothing you have to do. 

No penance you have to pay. 

No amount of shame and ridicule you must first endure. 
 
Come home. 

You’ll be welcomed. 

Freely a part of his family again. 
 

By his grace. 
 
If you’ve been a part of his family, be careful. 

Thinking you’ve earned your place in the family… 



Will only drive you away from his family. 
 
Forever. 

 

III. Sharing the Love 
 

If we back up before the parable, Luke records the reason behind Jesus’ telling of the story: 
Now the tax collectors and sinners were all gathering around to hear Jesus. But the Pharisees and the 

teachers of the law muttered, “This man welcomes sinners and eats with them.” (v.1-2) 
 

The Tax collectors and sinners represented by the younger son. 
The pharisees and teachers of the Law represented by the elder son. 
Their horrible misunderstanding of God’s love led them to drive people God wanted in his family far away 
from him. 
 

Not just others. 
Including themselves. 
Don’t be a Pharisee. 
Don’t be an elder brother. 

 
SHARE GOD’S LOVE 

Reach out to those who are doing wild living. 

 
Have a conversation with your nephew on drugs. 

Reach out to your friend who is ruining their marriage. 

Give a phone call to the church member who threw away their church activity over the pandemic. 

 
Reach out your coworkers, your friends, your family even if they are the ones who have hurt you… 

 

Because God still loves them. 

And God still loves you. 
And God might work his incredible, never-failing love through you. 

 

It’s Father’s Day. That’s an interesting time for this text. Because sometimes there’s a lot of guilt on 
Father’s Day. 
 

Maybe you’re a dad and you have guilt because you haven’t done a good job. 

Maybe you’re a kid and you’re angry with your dad because he’s been busy with work. 
Maybe you’re a grown kid and you’re estranged from your dad because he hurt your family. 

Maybe you don’t have a dad because he left you. 
 

Run to your Father. 
He still loves you. 

 
And use that love to reach out with love. 

 
Give dad a call. Talk to him. Reach out with love and forgiveness. 

Or maybe a text message. Heartfelt. Pointing him to his Savior. 
Or back up even a bit and just say a prayer – asking that God works on your dad’s heart to bring him into 
his family. 

 

Because the Father’s house is communal. 
Dad doesn’t sit his son down for a one-on-one welcome back biscuit. 
Everyone who dwelt on his land gathered to celebrate at a banquet. 
 

And God wants you there. 
And God wants the people he’s working in through you. 
 



Cause here’s the thing. 
When the Father works through you. 
And brings one of his kids back home. 

 
That home lasts. 
 

Not just for a month. 

Not just for a year. 
Not just for a lifetime. 
 

For an eternity. 

 
I’m going home next week. Pastor Doug will be preaching next week’s sermon. I’m going home to the 
house I grew up in. It’ll be enjoyable. 

 

I’ll get to be with family. 
I’ll get to show Daniela the backyard I grew up in. 
I’ll get to eat some homemade Chex mix that I also grew up on. 

 

Maybe I’ll even get to use the Mickey Mouse plate that I used to eat dinner on. 
 

It’ll be great to be home. 

 
But then it well. 

Family reunion over. 

 
But the family reunion of heaven will never end. 
 

We gather as a family to feast with our Father. 

Forever home. 

 
Amen. 

 


