

[image: Feedbooks]

The Prodigal Son

Jake Huther





Published: 2010

Tag(s): "short fiction" journey "life story" "religious
experiences"




Chapter 1
His Arrival


 

    The door in the back of the room creaked,
and a particularly cold wind caused Father Brehwer to shiver and
abruptly look up from his candlelit paperwork. In the doorway, a
figure was standing still, and though there were no lights on and
Brehwer couldn't see the figure's face, it looked almost unsure of
what to do next. Brehwer picked up the candle and stood, not quite
rising to his full height in fear of scaring the newcomer
away.

    "Welcome to Saint Paul's Mission. Can I
help you?"

    The figure stepped into the light and
extended his hand. His head was partially covered in bandages,
wrapping around the left side of the man's face, and Brehwer could
now see that his left arm was prosthetic. The two men shook hands
and Brehwer offered the newcomer a seat in front of the desk that
was still cluttered with paperwork. Both men sat down, and the
visitor motioned towards the candle that Brehwer had replaced on
the desk.

    "No electricity?" He asked in a deep, but
somewhat soothing, voice. Brehwer chuckled, realizing the candle
was a bit strange.

    "I'm easily distracted, so doing this
helps me relax and keeps me focused on the work. Is there anything
I can do for you?" The man leaned back slightly, obscuring his face
again.

    "That depends… how long do you have? I
know this is inconvenient at this time of night, but I need
direction. I've been involved in a war, had some stuff happen to
me… I was hoping you could help me understand what I'm supposed to
do next."

    "Of course I can. I am, however, going to
need your story first… would you mind?"

    "I don't know. I'll tell you, but are you
sure you want that right now? It's getting pretty dark, and I don't
want to keep you here for too long."

    Father Brehwer smiled. He liked this man.
He knew he needed the Lord, but he was still polite enough to
consider that the priest had to get home to his family as well.
That went a long way with Brehwer.

    "As long as you feel that you need to be
here, I can listen."

    "Thank you, Father. I guess I should
start with my teenage years." And so the visitor began his
tale.










Chapter 2
His Story


    As a fourteen year-old boy, my parents
were in bad shape. My family was living in a trailer park down in
Florida, and both my parents were heavy smokers. They went to the
bar every night and when they got back… well, it was almost like
they enjoyed the shouting matches they had with me and my older
brother. To make things worse, neither of them held jobs for very
long, so when they started gambling, all our lives went downhill
fast. We ended up losing our home and had to live in a mission
pretty far away from where we had been. 

    It was at the mission that I really got
my first taste of religion, when I started going to church on
Sundays. I don't know why I did it. I think half of it was because
there was nothing better to do, and I was also disgusted by my
parents and wanted to do everything to make them feel like I was no
longer a part of their family. On the other hand, though, I had
heard from some of my friends at the mission that church made them
feel better about their lives - about their poverty, about whatever
problems they had - everything. I knew I needed to feel better
about all the junk in my own life, so I got dressed up one morning
and went with one of my friends. That first time at church was when
everything really started happening for me. I knew I could get out
of this rough spot I was in and move on. I began practicing
Christianity; living it and loving it. My life really began to get
better; I made more friends and helped out in the community quite a
bit. I found that I was actually happy for the first time in my
life.

    After about a year of this, though, my
mom found out she had cirrhosis from her drinking. They admitted
her to the hospital for good, and it was about a month before she
was knocking at death's door. I was holding her hand when she died,
and even though she had been a terrible person, she was still my
mom, and more than anything, I couldn't believe that God, the one
person I could always run to no matter what, was going to take her
away from me like this. The last words she said to me will haunt me
for the rest of my life: "I'm sorry, baby. I'm so… sorry… " I don't
know why she said that. Maybe her life flashing before her eyes had
let her see everything she had done, and she felt guilty about it.
Maybe she was just delusional. Either way, I cried that night more
than I ever have in my entire life, and then some. I remember my
brother, who was the one member of my family I loved, coming in and
putting his hand on my shoulder, doing his best to comfort
me.

    At the time, neither of us could really
believe that our mom had just vanished, but God didn't give us much
time to grieve. Our dad stopped letting us go to church, and we
began to lock ourselves in our room at night for fear that he would
kill us on one of his drunk rampages. The mission didn't know that
he drunk so much, but we were too afraid to tell anyone. I started
thinking about and doubting the Lord. I couldn't figure out why, if
he loved us so much, had he taken away our mother and, in many
ways, our earthly father. It seemed to me that He was also the one
preventing us from coming to church, as if he didn't think we were
worthy of it, and I began to lose sight of my religion. I became
sick with my life pretty quickly after that, and as soon as I was
old enough, I ran away from it all in the most effective way I
could think of: I joined the military. I'm still not sure what my
brother thought about it at the time, but from what he had said to
me about it, I think he was glad I had found a way to get out of
our situation. Like I said, he loved me and wanted the best for
me.

    As soon as I finished training for the
military, I was sent to Iraq. I was there for about two months when
I had a life-changing accident. My squad and I were going back to
base. Then, out of nowhere, there was a flash of light and a huge
explosion on my left side. Somebody had fired an RPG at us. Some of
us were killed on impact, and some of us were far enough from the
explosion that we were simply thrown from it, but I was still the
only one that lived. The others were either killed when they hit
the ground, or they got up and were shot by whoever had fired the
RPG. After a minute or so, I blacked out and woke up in a hospital
somewhere. I was all wired up, which scared me to begin with, and
to make matters worse, I couldn't see out of my left eye. I wanted
to see what damage had been done to my left side, but when I tried
to look, I couldn't move my head far enough to see anything. I
waited for a couple minutes until a doctor came into the room and
started talking to me. He told me a lot of stuff that I can't
remember, and then he asked me if I was left-handed. This scared
the life out of me, but I told him that no, I wasn't. He looked
down at his feet and said that was a good thing, because I wouldn't
be using my left arm anymore. I became sick after he said that and
vomited all over the floor on the right side of my bed, and I
blacked out again. I woke up in the hospital again eventually, and
this time there was a guy next to me. He started talking to me
about religion and asked if I had a God in my life. I remembered my
days of Christianity, but I felt like that was a life past, and
told him I didn't, but I would like to, and he gave me a pamphlet
about a Muslim church - I forget what it was called now - and told
me I should join it. 

    I was released from the hospital a
couple months later, and, remembering the happiness I had
experienced with Christianity, I decided to try this church. They
saw that I had no money and let me stay there for as long as I
could work for the church as a Muslim teacher. I learned their ways
and their language, and for a time, I lived at the church and
taught the Muslim religion, but it wasn't long before I began to
realize that it wasn't for me. The problem was that I had nowhere
to go and since I wasn't paid at the church, I still had no money.
I began to get anxious to get away from this, and looked for a real
job. Under any other circumstances, it would have been hard for me
to find one, but teaching so many people at the church had
definitely had its benefits. 

    I found one of my former students; a
pet store owner who spoke English and was the only worker in his
shop. He desperately needed the extra hand and hired me quickly,
soon giving me many privileges and pay raises. I had told him that
I was doing this job so that I may leave soon, but I think he was
hoping that I would want to stay longer and keep helping him. When
I finally raised enough money to buy a plane ticket and a home in
America, I thanked him and went on my way. He was sad to see me go,
but didn't ask me to stay or do anything extra for him, and this
made a very big impact on me. Even when I returned home, I followed
his example, being generous when I could and asking no one to go
out of their way for me. In a way, this was my third religion and
spiritual life, as it gave me a set of rules to live by, and
although I was not worshipping any higher being, I felt like I was
once again a new, better and happier person.

    I continued living like this for a
while until I began to crave still more out of my life. I still
felt like I needed something, and after searching myself for a bit,
I realized that this thing was purpose. While I was Christian, I
had purpose, which is something that I had not found inside myself
in my other two spiritual lives. I thought back on my Christian
years, and began to see that I was the only problem with that
particular religion. If I had continued to trust in God, I am
positive that He would have seen me through it and I would still be
living a happy life, without any of my injuries. I decided right
there that I would return to the mission for two reasons. One would
be to regain my old Christian life and purpose. The other would be
to find out what happened to my father and brother.










Chapter 3
His Revelation


 The man stopped talking, and Father Brehwer, who had
become very interested in the story, had to force himself to remain
patient. After a moment of silence, however, he could bear it no
longer.

    "What did you find?" he asked. The man,
however, simply looked at him, and after a few seconds, sat forward
in his seat again.

    "Well, Father… I was hoping that you
could tell me." Then it dawned on Father Brehwer. He looked at the
man's face in disbelief, and he flashed back many years ago to one
moment. He was standing at the podium in front of the chapel and
preaching to a group, and there was one boy's face who stood out
among the others. He didn't look any different, but simply seemed
more intensely attentive than the rest.

    "My boy… you are here again!" Father
Brehwer exclaimed in disbelief.

    "It's good to see you again, Father. If
you don't mind my asking…
what did happen to my
family?"

    "I wish I had better news… your father
died soon after you disappeared, and your brother moved away soon
after that."

    Brehwer looked down, and a moment of
silence again passed between them. After a couple of minutes, the
son began again.

    "I see. I didn't expect to find much more
than that… anyhow, I would like to restate my earlier question.
Where do I go now? Do you think that I will be able to begin again
with Christianity?"

    Father Brehwer looked up again. "My boy,
you will always be welcome here. No matter what you have been
through, the Lord will always love you as His son."

    The man smiled and began to get
up. 

    "Thank you, Father. Then I'll begin again
with the Lord, and this time, I won't question His ways."

    "You're welcome. And my boy… don't feel
that you have deserted God. He works in mysterious ways. Perhaps
those many lifestyles were simply meant to show you that following
Him will fulfill you. He has a plan for each one of us, and He
rejoices that you have returned to Him with open arms."

    The man thanked Brehwer and walked out
the door, leaving Brehwer alone once again. As he walked down the
street back toward his home, Brehwer's last words echoed in his
mind: "He rejoices that you have returned to Him with open arms."
It gave the man hope for a better future.
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