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The Lost and Found.  I don’t know how many of you have worked in a 

public place that had a lost and found, but I’ve worked in many places where you 

have the old cardboard box that someone wrote on with a marker, “Lost and 

Found.”  It’s usually stuffed under the counter or in a back room, but it is never in 

a place of prominence that would allow people to easily find their things if they 

were actually looking for them.  In each place that I’ve worked in that has one of 

these boxes, people usually put things in them and they are never claimed.  You 

have to go through them every so often and get rid of things or donate things that 

can be donated just to make room for more lost stuff in the box.  However, you 

do, also have the people who come to you in desperation, asking if you have a 

lost and found.  You pull the unattractive, beat up box out of the closet or 

cupboard and they begin riffling through it hoping to find what they have lost. 

When people are reunited with their things, it often brings smiles, relief, and 

many thank you’s.  One that sticks out in my mind is when a five year old girl and 

her dad came into the restaurant I was working in. The little girl had tears in her 

eyes, and the father a look of desperation. As I pulled out the box, the little girl’s 

eyes lit up and she and “found” what looked like a rag to us, but to her it was 

what was left of her beloved blanket that she had carried around since she was 

born.  Another, was a college student who came rushing into a deli that I was 

working in, began searching through the box, and after about a minute, found his 

old, worn out, full of holes sweatshirt that said “University of Idaho” on it.  I 

remember finding it about a week before that and those of us that were working, 



wondered if we should even save it since it was so beat up and worn out.  But, 

judging from this man’s reaction, I was so glad that we did.  I asked him why he 

wanted his old sweatshirt back that had clearly seen better days, and he 

remarked that it was his father’s from when he was at U of I and he had given it to 

him when he started school that fall.  A family heirloom, a treasured gift for him.  I 

learned that day that you never know when you are going to find a treasure and 

when you will be able to rejoice when someone finds something that has been 

lost.   

In today’s gospel lesson, we hear two stories about things being lost and 

the person who lost them finds them.  Usually these stories are talked about from 

the perspective of being lost, but as I read over them this week, the word that 

kept coming to my mind and into my heart was found, being found, the state of 

“foundness”.  When you find an inanimate object, like a blanket or a sweatshirt, it 

doesn’t have any feeling, or respond back to you in any way.  However, the 

person that found it is ecstatic and relieved that their beloved thing has come 

back to them, that they have found their treasure.  When you loose something 

like an animal, chances are, that you will get something from them. I’m sure that 

the sheep, even though sheep are not known for being very smart, was relieved 

or comforted once that it was found.  When our Bassset Hounds escaped from 

our apartment in New York one day, they were having a great time visiting 

neighbors, saying hello to people, but once we caught up to them, they were also 

very glad to see us, to see a familiar face that they knew would take care of them 

and take them home for some food.   

 



When we are found or when we find something that has been lost, for that 

moment, life seems right again, you are relieved and know that you can go 

forward with whatever it is that you have lost, because once again, you have it 

with you. 

Our relationship with God is the same.  You can be going along in life, 

believing, praying, having faith, and then all of the sudden one day, you look up 

and it is gone.  Your faith, your beliefs, your closeness to God is gone.  In that 

moment you may realize that you may not have had a very good handle on it and 

it slipped away easily, or maybe it’s that you just hadn’t been paying attention 

and it slipped away ever so slowly over a long period of time, or maybe you’ve 

had a crisis and in that moment, it flies out the window into the breeze.  However 

you lost it, you know that you have to get it back, because once you realize that 

something is gone, if it is important to you, you will do what it takes to get it back.  

You will search high and low, you will read books that will tell you ways to get it 

back, and you will ask all of your friends and family what they have done when 

they have lost something.   

My son, Malcolm, used to love watching a TV show called, Jakers the 

Adventures of Pigglywinks.  It’s a funny little cartoon set in Ireland and all the 

characters are animals.  One of his favorite episodes is when they loose their 

teacher’s shamrock and have to figure out where it could have gone to.  One of 

the characters, Ferney, says, “When I loose something, me father always tells me 

to think back to the last place I remember seeing it.”  So, the whole episode is the 

three characters, looking and trying to find this shamrock, retracing their steps 

until they remember where they saw it last, and rejoicing when they find it.  As I 

watched this for the hundredth time with Malcolm, it struck me, that this may be 



good advice for us when we have lost something and wish to discover it again.  

Even if that thing is our faith, our beliefs, our trust, our passion – even when we 

have lost something that we cannot see, it will help us to remember where we 

saw it last, where we felt it last, and then we might be able to find why we lost it 

in the first place.   

When I was in seminary, I realized one day that I had lost some of the 

passion and drive in my life - that I wasn’t the same person that I used to be.  As I 

talked about this with some of my friends, they said that it was probably from all 

the newness of seminary and to just take a break for a day and be easy on myself 

– give myself some time to make the adjustments to my new life.  So, I decided 

that the coming weekend, I wouldn’t do any studying, but would rather take 

some time in the mountains to hike around and write in my journal.  As I was 

hiking around northern California, I sat down on a rock and it all came to me.  I 

hadn’t been myself for about 10 months and I was just coming out of my fog 

enough to see it and ask myself why.  You see, my uncle, my favorite uncle that 

had seen me through many of the transitions and changes in my life, had died 

tragically the year before and I was just coming to realize that his death still had a 

deep impact on me.  Because I hadn’t healed and really dealt with it, I had lost a 

part of who I was for a while.  Once I realized what I had lost and why, I was able 

to start the long road in finding it again and each time I found a piece of myself 

that had been hiding in the shadows or stuffed into a corner, I rejoiced and shared 

that joy with others. 

 

 



Each time I have experienced finding or being found, I could not contain it 

within myself.  When the shepherd and the woman, in today’s gospel find what 

they are looking for, they do not simply keep it to themselves, but share it with all 

around them.  Their joy is so great it cannot be contained.   

God wants us to constantly be on this journey of discovery and finding, of 

not letting those things that we lose remain lost.  God does not want the lost and 

found boxes that are shoved into a corner to be overflowing with things that have 

been lost, but God wants us to regularly go and find and then rejoice when we 

have found.  It is the being found that is important.  Every one of us has lost 

things – objects, emotions, people, animals – but our job as people of God is not 

to stay in the place of being lost of having lost, but rather to seek and find, to look 

and discover, so that we might be made whole, so that we might be reunited with 

those things which we thought were long gone, so that we can remember what it 

feels like to be relieved, joyful and complete.  Our God is a generous and loving 

God that wants us to be like the shepherd or the woman in the story – God wants 

us to rejoice when we have found, for each time we find, each time we seek, each 

time we discover more about who God has made us to be and what God wants 

for us, God and the angels and the heavens rejoice.  So I encourage each of us to 

go, seek, discover, find and then share it with others, and rejoice knowing that 

God is doing the same thing. 


