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Once theme wal o man who had two soni. The alder
son worked Ford helping Rs fother on the fanm. But the
yaunger sen didn'l Bke harm werk. He wanled te leave
fhae Fiarm.

The young man krnew that when his lather died. he
wiolld inhernl o kol of money, bul ha didn’ wanl o sail,
He wanbed the money now.

“Fathar,” ha sald. =1 weuld ke ry ko &l your @ilale,
1 wani ko leove home ow.”

His fafher was sad because be loved fhe young man very
ok, He didn’t wank him to legwe home, Bul e gove the
mianey Be him anyway. [ was a lot of money.




The young man packed enough clethes and food for
o long jowrey. Then ke set off for o counbry far oway.

He walked ard walked. He slepl under the shars at rﬂghl.
Ha abi 1Rl Tood B Risd packe-d He harled 1o el e
arway Fram home.

focn the young man was 1o lar away thal e knew no
ar could find Rieme His lTakhes wouldn 't Enow sshere he
wiad. Hid Brofhed wouldn'l knaw whade he weil. Hi Idemnd
ond nekghbors wouldn't know whene he was.



The young man was kappy Fhat he was for irom home.
“Mow, | con o as | pleoss,” he soid. “[ don't hove fo
lisden b my balher anymonel”

Bircauis o B leng journey, all bl lead wat gane, He
necded new Clothes and nes soncals, foo.

fo the yourng man began o ipend the maney hls father
hod given him. He bought new clolhes He bought new
sandoli. He abe whalever he wanbed, even I he khew
wasn't good for him.

Thie young man hod 30 much money fhat he didn’t Bhink
he nesded ho work, He thowght the money from his lakhes
wald ol fare e,




The young man began 1o go 1o porlies whese he mel
rearTy naw paophi, He wauld oy vp labe, eoling and
drinking. $con he began ke wpend all his lime and maney
o his new (rlends. They would go lrom party 1o porty and
lie wiaiald Biy TRarm whalisid ey wanled

Bull one day, ke yoimng man feolized his money wod
neorly gore. He sfopped buying things Iee his fiends. He
stopped spending money on thelr lood ond drinks. When
1By beund thal B had ne maie moesey 19 ipend. his mew
{riemds deserted him. The yowng mon wos kef all glone.

Then ane meorning. the maney Inom his fathes was ol
o, Th young mon hod no more liends. His clofhes
ware ragged and Bl sondol were worn, He had nowhede
to siesp. He had nothing to eol. And there was no one
greund Bo Balp him,



mn

Thi young man had bo find wometbing 1o eal. He walked
aut of town and down the rond. Siopping at o form,

T yaumg rear Kndcked an e dear, “Da vou nesd o
helpert® he osked. The former locked ot the young man
“¥os.” e sald, “ guess you con lake cone of my pige.”

5o the young man begon taking care of the plgs. He ook
ihem Infc ihe flelds. He walched them eal husks of com.

1% woxs hak, dirky work. The young man was 20 ungry thiot

by ot soaren ol ke Ruiks hirrsed,

Oivi By, B ecibo-d hisdall, “What am | doing hess "
He remembened what | wos Boe In hls father's house.
He remembened the gocd bood and Hhe fine clalhes.
He remembensd he baauiiiul house,

Moal of al. e remembered R laving lalhes. He Began
fo miss his fabher very moech.




Thien The yeung man thaughl, "Ny lalbers sesvanis Bhove
enourgh to eof. They have o place o sleep. They hows
nice chalhes b vweo, Th wervanmly = gy lalbess Basie
howe a much beter e thon this!™

o the young man decided o go home. He would tell his
tafher aboul the wailed money. He would osk his hfabhes
1o freaf him a3 one of the wrvanis

Thie woung man daled the leng jowmney home, He walked
and he walked. He was wery fired and very bungry. As he
walked, hi waidened il BH lalhad 110 € orad abeul hirm

He wonderad i his lather would kel him shay.
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Finaly. 1R young meh saw his alhe's house in the
disfionce. He began fo wolls shower and showasr. Whol
waile his lathad EhinkT Weuld his bBabher Be angry and
send him away?

Buf the young man's fafher sow bm coming down Fhe
rond. He had been walching thaol reoad every doy! The
fafhet pamped 1o his leel ond ran oul te mee! ki son,
M threw his anms orownd him and hugged him.

“Father,” sald the youwng man, *1 hove Ynned. 1 don't
daieiig 1o Be called yaix asn.”

Bl thir Bodhaer wias los Bappy 1o Blen. "My sen, my
won.” b cried “yvou hove come home! You were kol
and now you ore lound. You wens deod and now you
are alivel!”




Thie hather gave his son rew clolhes and good haed 1o
eat. He heid o great feost. He invited all kis friends and
rlghbers io come and help him colebrate, They wena
rroppy for fhe father, for hls lost sen had come home!
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