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Lost and Found

How many of you have lost something? For me (I hate to admit) it happens all the time, my keys,
my wallet, my phone, a single earring or sock (which is always the worst). Whenever I have lost
something my husband Drew always asks, “well, where did you have it last?” To which I always
respond in irate frustration, “if I knew it wouldn’t be lost, would it.” We aren’t paying attention,
we look away, we get distracted, it’s easy to do. One Saturday morning, enjoying the final sips of
my coffee, sitting in the warmth of the morning sun, after consuming copious amounts of fluffy
homemade waffles drenched in the sweetness of pure maple syrup, Drew looked at me and said,
“it’s awfully quiet.” As soon as I responded “isn’t it nice,” I remembered we have three small
children, and awfully quiet usually means awful trouble. Quickly leaving the solace of the warm
morning sun and warmer cup of coffee, I hurried to account for all three. Only to discover
Patrick, one of our two year old twin boys, was missing. We began calling for him, looking in his
usual places, Libbie and Thomas, our other two children, following behind yelling “Patrick”,
“Tatrick”, but we couldn’t find him. He wasn’t in the cabinet he usually hides in, or under the
crib sneaking a paci, or in the closet playing with his brother's toys, or hidden beneath the sheets
of his sister's bed. I went outside frantically yelling his name. Turning over the whole house in a
tizzy trying to find the fifth member of our family, for what felt like hours, but in all actuality
was probably about 10 minutes. Finally, I cried out “Patrick I have chocolate,” only to find him
emerge from behind his curtains exclaiming “Chocolate!?! Mommy, I want chocolate!!!!”

In our Gospel from Luke we hear two of the three parables of the lost. The lost sheep and  the
lost coin. Which Jesus shares in response to the grumbling Scribes and Pharisees, who are
consistently chastising him for  failing to follow the social rules and religious standards, as he’s
found once again eating with sinners and tax collectors. Here Jesus shares the stories of the
desperate desire of a shepherd and a woman to find those things which they hold dear, those
things that have been entrusted to their care, those things that must be recovered and brought
back to reunify the sanctity of the whole. For so long in hearing these parables of the lost, I have
heard a story of God’s love and desire to collect back all who have gone astray. But, in hearing
them again today, I am struck by the fact that these things which have been lost, had very little
accountability (if any) for their being lost in the first place. A sheep may wander, but certainly
does not realize it’s gone astray, and a coin in and of itself is an inanimate object. While I believe
these stories speak to God’s desire to collect us back into God’s loving embrace, I wonder if our
parables may be calling us to do more than simply repent and return. Because, between the
grumbling and the finger pointing and even the sinning, there is a call to search, to find, to
reunite and ultimately rejoice.

Today as we remember the tragic events of 9-11 and the horrific pain they caused, we remember
too the effects that day had not only on our country and our world as a whole, but also on our
lives. As 2,977 lives were lost at the World Trade Center, 184 at the Pentagon, and 40 in
Pennsylvania. I would imagine there is not one of us in these United States, who was not
impacted by the tragedy and the horror of that infamous day. Some most certainly more than
others, but all of us together are a part of the whole who mourned, and suffered, and lost
something that day. For me I was 14 (and I will spare you the math, that makes me 35)  away at



boarding school, separated from my parents, watching a tiny television screen, hearing my
classmates yelling in the hallways “their headed for the capital”, wondering if my family, my
mom near the pentagon my father in DC would be ok? I can vividly remember running to the pay
phones in my dorm, putting in coin after coin after coin trying to reach them, to hear their voices,
and know they were ok. To hear them tell me I was ok, it was ok, this was going to be ok. But, as
we all know it wasn’t ok. For me, as I am sure for many of you, and so many more in our nation,
that day changed me.That day I lost my innocence, my child-like faith, and my naive
understanding of this world as fair, right, and good.

As Jesus addresses the grumbling Pharisees with our parables of the lost, he does so not as an
admonition, although if I had to guess he’s probably fairly tired and fed up with their continuous
grumbling, but as an invitation to join in the celebration and the joy of gathering together,
because in Christ all can be found, all can be united, and all can be ridiculously, abundantly, and
joyfully celebrated. While the Pharisees grumbles against the sins of those whom Jesus eats with
can rightly be justified, because these were individuals whose actions were very much
contributing to and perpetuating the pain, suffering, and division within their community. Jesus’
larger invitation to join them in the table fellowship, to reach out in love, to offer a chance to
reclaim what has been lost, to heal what has been broken, created an opportunity for
reconciliation, transformation, and reunification of those who were lost to unite with the whole.
An invitation he was making now, to both the outcasted sinners, the religiously righteous and
everybody in between.

We cannot get back what we lost on 9/11, and for that we should mourn. As we gather together
remembering we are called to something greater, something more life giving, and more life
saving like our country’s own moto “E Pluribus Unum” from many one. I was forever changed
by 9/11 as I imagine we all were. And, for many years, I felt as though I was searching in
desperation to regain what I had lost. But, I am beginning to realize, like our parable, those
things I was searching for, they were never lost, I had just misplaced them. Like the Pharisees
and scribes, the grumbling I participated in, was the reason I had gone astray in the first place.
And, like Patrick, I was only lost in and as much as I kept myself from being found. Because as
Jesus reminds us, we are always being sought out, we have never been abandoned. But
sometimes we wander away from the whole, we fall between the cracks, we misplace, mistreat,
or simply ignore those things, or those people we failed to remember, and so we need to be like
the shepherd and the woman, we need to be like Libbie and Thomas and Mommy and Daddy
searching out desperately for the fifth member of our family. Because if we don’t stick together,
pharisee and tax collectors, poor and wealthy, black and white, gender conforming and
noncomforming, young and old, we can’t be whole. As Jesus calls us to do today, let us
participate in the work of inviting one another back to the table, where we can more fully be
found taking part in our own countries moto “from many one,” and more so in God’s Kin-dom
dream where there is room at the table for us all to be found, to be celebrated, and to be loved.


