
In the name of God who searches until he finds us.  

I have recently moved to Austin. More recently boxes of stuff I packed arrived from Minnesota. Boxes of 

clothes, some papers, books and kitchen utensils—primarily. While unpacking the kitchen box I was 

surprised and delighted to find a nutcracker. Not a fancy one as portrayed in the ballet, rather a simple, 

metal one. This was a delight because I had no idea it was in this box. I don’t remember packing it. I 

haven’t used this in years… In the meantime, for all those occasions I needed something to crack nuts 

still in the shell I’ve found other tools to be just as effective.  I’ll probably use it more often now but I 

don’t need this item.  

I don’t remember losing this nutcracker.  

While it was fun to find this item, I wouldn’t say I sleep especially better because of it. While exciting for 

a few moments overall, it hasn’t changed how I relate to others or my interior state of joy. 

This kind of loss, that I experience more often than I like to admit, is not how the woman who loses the 

coin or the shepherd who loses his sheep feels.  

The two parables we hear about from Luke today are about a loss far more involved, with far more at 

stake than something we may forget about. It is about finding something that changes our lives, our 

interior states of being, and how we are in the world and with all those we meet.  

What the woman and the shepherd have lost is not one that goes unnoticed. There is an intensity to the 

loss in the Parables we hear today. The word “lose” in Greek is also translated “destroy or perish.”  Right 

after these parables, Luke in the story of the Prodigal son will use this verb to say I am dying of hunger.  

 

 



The man who loses one sheep from one hundred knows this one is missing. He has counted his sheep 

and even this one in one hundred is important to him. And the woman with ten coins, a drachma was 

probably worth about one day’s wage. To lose one is something that would her up at night… Obviously, 

she does not wait to look until later but lights her lamp right then. She searches carefully for the coin 

she has lost. 

While I imagine it would be nice if this sheep had never run off or the coin was never lost, Jesus tells 

parables that speak to our lives, that we can benefit from.  Being lost is a reality, it is part of our lives.  

What these parables represent, what they stretch us to see is that the one who is lost is also the one 

who who knows sins. Sin is more than a broken rule. Sin is not specified simply by laws in the Bible, the 

tax collectors Jesus speaks to at the beginning of the passage are not necessarily disobeying 

commandments or laws. 

As part of the program I was a part of last year I participated in the 30 day Ignatian Exercises. This is a 30 

day silent retreat crafted by St Ignatius, the 16th century saint who founded the Society of Jesus, the 

monastic order more commonly known as the Jesuits. The first week of this retreat involves looking at 

our own sin and the sin we participate in. (That is one week of four hour long prayer times each day 

dedicated to looking at our own sin… Many people say you do this retreat only once or very rarely twice 

in a lifetime.) 

While not especially pleasant, I was amazed at how sin, for me, opened into what I try to hide from God, 

I had distanced myself from God or others. It was not all about actions I had performed but habitual 

attitudes, assumptions I make, things in my like I don’t dare to, or simply never think about sharing with 

God. The sin was not always striking or painful but felt, often times, like being lost—a sense of sadness.  

 



It’s really my pleasure to be at Communion Café, in this lovely community, for the first time preaching 

about sin and perhaps each one of us here, this morning, does not feel so lost or maybe some of us here 

are not in the mood to dwell on sin.  

But I imagine there are times in our lives, even in our week or day that we feel lost. Like we have turned 

away from God or the ones who care for us and love us. But when we notice we are farther away from 

the person we know God created us to be or when we keep something in our lives or in ourselves 

hidden from God, you may know just as I do, the feeling of being lost to God.  

 

A reality is that there are times in our life when we are lost.  

 

But what’s clear in this parable, is that when we are lost, we are not forgotten. We do not remain lost. 

Thankfully, after one week of looking for our own sin. The 30 day exercises move towards looking at the 

One who is greater than all of our sin, all that makes us lost. In the two parables today we hear about 

what has been lost but also, and more importantly, we hear about what has been found.  

Both the shepherd and the woman search until the one who is lost is found. This shepherd doesn’t 

unpack a kitchen box and discover his lost sheep. The woman doesn’t accidentally open a box and 

remember there was a coin she once had. God’s finding us is not a happy accident and it is never 

something to fear. Sin is what keeps us from God. And God is the one who breaks through that sin for 

our own sake.   

God is like this shepherd and this woman but God is also greater than them. To be found by God is to 

enter into a joy that is not our own but is God’s. Rejoice with me, the passage says, not rejoice with the 

one who is lost. The joy of God is a grace—it is a gift—not one we can conjure up or make ourselves. 



And it is the gift of the One who comes to us, who gives to us, who rejoices in us no matter where we 

have been or what we have done.  

 

The joy of heaven doesn’t go away when we feel lost.  

Perhaps here, this morning, with kind people and good music, we may not feel so lost—which is a goal 

of what happens in this service—that’s great if we feel God’s presence with us as we participate in 

praise and thanksgiving together. As we come to Christ’s table—who is really here with us. Here we 

have an opportunity to be found. To remember, to taste what it is to be found by God. To celebrate with 

Christ. We are not forgotten by God, we are not cast away by him. So perhaps this acknowledgment of 

how God is—that God will search until he finds us—is one we remember, we tuck away for when we 

need it.  

God has found us, each one of us. And if we don’t realize this we can know God searches for us until we 

are found-again and again. Regardless of how lost we may feel, how much we’d like to hide something 

in our lives or part of ourselves. And this is Good News. Things change when we are found by God. A 

taste of joy the world cannot give us but when we receive we cannot help but share with those around 

us.   

Rejoice with me, for I have found the one who was lost.  

 

 

 

 

 

 


