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“Away in a pigpen” 
A Sermon preached by E. Scott Winnette 

March 31, 2019 
Luke 15:11-32 

 
 Do you remember Cain and Abel, Adam and Eve’s twin 
boys?   Their story is an origin story of humanity.  It’s also an 
origin story of family division, human violence, sibling rivalry, 
even fratricide.  We travel a Lenten journey through 
lamentation recognizing violent family divisions, like a plague, 
have infected humanity from Cain, to Good Friday’s crucifixion 
of Jesus and still today.  As we believe all humanity is one vast 
family; all violence is sibling violence. 
 
 Forty-five miles from here in Union Mills, two brothers 
lived across Main Street from each other.  A descendant 
wrote, “The road …was not the only thing that divided the 
brothers.” Andrew Shriver lived with his wife Catherine and 
their four children.  Even though he exploited slaves on his 
farm, he sided with the Union.   
 
 Late one evening in June or July of 1863, General Jeb 
Stuart’s Confederate troops arrived at Andrew’s door.  He 
declared he was with the Union, dangerously refusing to 
welcome them and declining them provisions.  As it was late, 
he allowed them to sleep in his orchard.   The next morning, 
the Confederate troops saw the house across the street.   I bet 

they supposed the other house also a Union one, but they asked for food and were surprised to 
be heartily welcomed.  They received a bountiful breakfast and then marched to Gettysburg.    
 In the home across the street lived Andrew’s brother, William Shriver, his wife Mary and 
their eleven children. William did not exploit any slaves and yet supported the Confederacy.  
History tells, the Confederates left William’s farm around ten in the morning.   About eleven, 
the Union Army’s Fifth Corps of the Potomac marched down main street.  They also asked for 
food at Andrew’s home.  This time he welcomed them lavishly with food, entertainment, and a 
comfortable place to sleep.  The next morning, they too marched off to Gettysburg. 
 Within the span of two evenings the Shriver farms fed rival troops.  The Shriver brothers 
sent five cousins to war on opposite sides and were fortunate that none were killed.  Many 
descendants still live in Union Mills; I read they are no longer divided.1 
 Today’s parable extols a God who lures home wayward black sheep and outcast 
runaways.  Prejudice, pettiness, jealousy and selfishness will not rule the day as God has God’s 

                                                           
1 Divided Families: The Shriver Brothers of Union Mill - Crossroads of War 

www.crossroadsofwar.org/wp-content/uploads/CWS_Divided-Families.pdf 
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way.  After Lent we will rejoice in an Easter message of resurrection, that the very Substance 
and Spirit of Existence knits families back together.   
 The backstory of the pigpen parable shows religious authorities grumbling having heard 
Jesus ate with tax collectors and sinners.  Jesus responds by teaching how God doesn’t judge as 
they did; God welcomes the wasteful, selfish, indulgent-turned-poor-cornhusk-eating younger 
brother home  
while still, still loving the self-righteous, jealous, angry-wanting-his-brother-punished older 
brother.  The father loves both; Jesus thrusts God’s love of even the tax collectors at the 
grumblers while saying they are also cherished. 
 Imagine hearing over the radio Garrison Keillor interpretation of the story.  Dad is the 
father; Dwight the older brother; Wally the wasteful son.  I take up the story after Dad 
welcomed Wally home. 
 
 DAD    Dwight! Look who's here! It's Wally!  
 DWIGHT  Shakes his fist, sticks out his tongue, makes a vulgar hand gesture   
   saying - Hi.  Nice to see you.  
 DAD   We're having veal tonight, Dwight! Wally's home.  
 WALLY  I'm going to get some of that calf, Dad. Be right back.  
 DWIGHT  Dad, I don't want this to sound negative in any way, but—how   
   many years have I been working here?  
 
 DAD   All your life.  
 DWIGHT  Have I ever disobeyed you, Dad?  
 DAD   Never. 
 DWIGHT  And have you ever given me a fatted calf and thrown a big party   
   for me and my friends?  
 DAD   No, but, son—  
 DWIGHT  But the minute this bozo comes hoofing it home—… 
 DAD   But your brother was dead and he's alive again! He was lost and   
   now he's found!  
 DWIGHT  I don't think you're hearing what I'm saying, Dad. You never ran   
   up to me and hugged me— I'd just like to point that out.  
 DAD   I'm not a hugger, I guess.  
 WALLY  Enters, mouth full. Have some calf, you guys. … Sure beats [corn]   
   husks.  
 DWIGHT  Ever stop to think who fatted that calf, Wally? That was our best   
   calf, Dad. The best one.  
 
Try to think how I feel. I'm hoeing corn all day, come in bone-tired, there's my brother 
smelling of pig manure, and they got the beer on ice and my calf on the barbecue! And MY 
RING on his hand! My ring! …but oh no—can't give it to the son who's worked his tail off for 
thirty years, oh no, gotta give it to the weasel who comes dragging his butt in the door— Oh 
great— Wonderful, Dad.  
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Terrific. Maybe I'll go sleep with the pigs, seeing as you go for that. See ya later, Wally. Help 
yourself to the rest of my stuff—clothes, jewels, shekels, just take what you want. Take my 
room. Don't worry about me. I'll be in the pigpen.2 
 
 The parable of the prodigal junks a reasonable sense of justice. The older son hates it his 
father isn’t fair. He hates Wally not only gets a free pass but also a party.  He hates Wally isn’t 
punished.  It’s hard not to side with Dwight.  Right?  He’s right.  It isn’t fair.  It isn’t fair some 
work hard, some don’t, some are good, some aren’t, some are early, some are late, some 
honest, some not yet all are equally adored.  Thanks be; the justice of God isn’t fair; we all 
yearn for welcome-home mercy and grace.    
 Holy appraisals start in mercy and end in grace.  The Holy One loves people who don't 
deserve it -- not just the goody-to-shoes.  The Holy One loves those the goody-goodies judge 
unclean, those they send away, dehumanize and marginalize and the Holy One even loves the 
marginalizing, dehumanizing, unjust judgers.   
 The Shriver family, amidst Civil War differences kept farming across the street from each 
other; staying family.   Another family, like many in our country, is struggling due to political 
and cultural differences.   Kiley Bense’s article, “How Politics in Trump’s America Divides 
Families” was published in The Atlantic on November 26.  In the story Margaret shares how she 
struggled about whether to take down her lawn signs before her sister, Terryn and her parents 
arrived.  She had three signs – one, “Families Belong Together” another, “Hate has no home 
here” and the third, “Black Lives Matter.”  She knew the signs would upset her more 
conservative family.  But taking down the “Black Lives Matter” sign would be noticed by Kenan, 
her adopted African-American child.  She left them up and Margaret’s fear of dis-ease was 
realized.   
 Kiley Bense wrote, “Sayers and Owens have settled into an uneasy silence when it 
comes to politics, a silence that has spread to other aspects of their relationship. They talk and 
visit less than they used to. Owens unfriended Sayers on Facebook “a long time ago,” seeking to 
avoid her sister’s political posts. After the discussion of the signs turned contentious, the matter 
was not raised again. But Owens and their parents ended up leaving Pennsylvania a day early.” 
Unfortunately, Margaret and Terryn sadly persevere in their ideological pigpens.  The article 
quotes an ABC survey that concluded 37% of Americans experienced increased tension with 
friends and families due to the last Presidential campaign. 
 Today we lament divisions.  But on Easter, we will celebrate a God who turns mourning 
into dancing.  We are all lost in some ways, outcast in other ways.  On Easter we celebrate God 
finds us all --- call us all from pigpens our home.  On Easter we will make a commotion clashing 
our cymbals and crying, “The feasting table is big; its big enough for all of us as big as God’s 
welcoming grace as big as God’s starlit sky.”  May it be so!  Amen.   

                                                           
2 Keillor G. Prodigal Son. Word & World. 1997;17(3):289-294. 


