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True story.  I chose this scripture passage several days ago to talk about today.  I like 

these images – the shepherd going after the one sheep out of 100 that has gone astray, the woman 

searching for her lost coin.  I thought it would be interesting to study them and reflect on them 

for a few days and see if God would give me any new insights or fresh ways to express time 

honored observations about God and searching and celebrating.  I had NO IDEA that something 

would happen THAT VERY DAY that would give me even more reason to think about these 

things.  But, my friends, that’s the way the Holy Spirit works.

That day, I followed my usual routine for preparing the early draft of a Sunday bulletin.  I 

chose a scripture passage and then worked on prayers and liturgy and hymns that fit in somehow 

with the overall theme that I sensed emerging for the upcoming worship service.  I emailed the 

draft to Al Conner, our administrative assistant, and then left the office to have lunch with two 

church friends.  We enjoyed our time together, talking and laughing and eating good food.  We 

exited the restaurant in high spirits, and I had plans to get some other things done at my desk 

with the remainder of the afternoon.

As we made our way back to the church, I looked down at my shirt and my heart fell.  I 

was wearing a silver chain that had come undone.  The chain, unhooked, was still around my 

neck with both ends dangling.  But the silver Celtic cross that had been on the chain was gone.  I 

know that it’s just a “thing,” but that cross is special to me.  I told you a little bit a couple of 

weeks ago about the time that our family spent on the Isle of Iona in Scotland and what a unique, 

almost mystical place Iona is.  Well, one day on our trip when Ed and I were walking around 



Iona, we wandered into the abbey gift shop.  There are several distinctive large stone crosses, all 

of the Celtic variety but with minor variations, scattered across Iona.  Depending on the locations 

and the angle of the sun, the shadows of those crosses hit the abbey and other buildings in neat 

ways, creating these unforgettable images.

In the gift shop, they had these small replicas of the various types of Iona crosses – on 

chains. I started trying them on, and Ed ended up buying me one.  I love it, and have worn it a lot 

already, even though I’ve only had it a few weeks.  So it’s just an object but it symbolizes a lot 

for me…the leisurely pace of our vacation, time spent with my three favorite people, walking 

with Ed in that place where earth and sky and sea meet in such marvelous ways, the spiritual 

luminosity of the place.  All of that is tied up in that small ornament, and I was really sad to lose 

it.  Do I have other necklaces?  Sure I do, and many of them are meaningful to me – either 

because they originally belonged to someone important to me (like my grandmothers), or were 

given to me by someone special, or were part of a significant experience, or just because I think 

they are pretty.  I have several necklaces with crosses even, necklaces that I treasure – but none 

of them is THIS necklace, so recently given to me by someone I love, in a place that I love.  This 

cross could not be replaced.  I was just sick when I thought it was gone forever. 

So, I looked for it.  I looked all through my purse, thinking the cross might have fallen in 

when I opened it.  Since I couldn’t be sure when the chain had come undone, I looked all over 

the floor of my office.  I looked in the car and asked others to look too.  I shook out my clothes, 

hoping it had gotten caught in the folds of my blouse or skirt.  I called the restaurant – TWICE. 

First I had them look on and around our table – no luck.  Then I called back and asked them to 

check the women’s restroom.  They were really nice about it, but I’m sure they were getting 



impatient with me.  They took my phone number and agreed to call me if anyone found the cross 

and turned it in.  I did sit at my desk and work for a few hours, but I was distracted and irritable. 

Finally, I drove back to the restaurant and combed the now empty parking lot, walking back and 

forth in both directions, hoping the light would catch my Celtic cross and that what was lost 

would be found.  There was no sign of it.

So, I began to resign myself to the truth that the cross was gone for good.  And I knew that in the 

bigger picture of life, this was not an essential.  I would be okay.  I have photographs and 

memories of Iona.  I did not HAVE to have the Celtic cross around my neck to appreciate those 

experiences.  But, I still held out hope.  “I’m going to keep looking,” I told myself.  “Maybe not 

as obsessively as I did yesterday, but I’m going to stay open to the possibility that it will turn up. 

It is a two-inch piece of silver.  It is physical matter – it cannot just VANISH into thin air.  It’s 

somewhere.  Maybe it will show itself to me.”  And okay, I said a little prayer that it would be 

found.  I know God’s got bigger fish to fry, but I am a sentimental sap, and I wanted my cross 

back. A short 

while later I drove into the church parking lot, and I parked on the opposite side from where I 

normally do.  My car was facing the sanctuary because the usual spots I use, facing The 

Commons, were occupied.  It was no big deal, I didn’t even really think about it.  But it made my 

pathway to The Commons just a little bit different.  And don’t you know, about ten feet 

catty-corner from the mailbox, right in my path, face down in the church parking lot, the sun 

shining on it, was my silver Celtic cross.  I cannot tell you how ELATED I was to find it.  It was 

a little bit scratched up – I think maybe it had been run over by a car or two, but I didn’t care one 

bit – I was happier to find it even than I was the day Ed gave it to me.  Finding it changed the 



whole tone of my day and lifted my mood immeasurably.  I texted Ed with the good news, and 

he immediately called me, sharing in my joy.  I let the others who had been looking for it know 

that what was lost had been found, and they too agreed that it was wonderful news. 

So…yeah… the idea of the shepherd going after the one lost sheep, or the woman 

searching with diligence and determination for the one lost coin…it makes absolute sense to me. 

If you were following along when I read these two short parables, you might have noticed that 

they immediately precede the longer and better known parable of the prodigal son.  All of these 

stories are intended to illustrate the love God has for each of us and the lengths to which God 

will go to stay in relationship with us. 

Notice what precedes this trilogy of parables of the lost – the tax collectors and other 

sinners are coming around – intrigued by Jesus, listening to what he has to say…even feeling 

like they might have a place in the faith community if what Jesus teaches is true.  Jesus is 

opening the doors wider, expanding the notion of who is included in the circle of God’s love. 

Guess what?  The Pharisees don’t like that at all.  “What’s going on here?” they gripe.  “This 

fellow welcomes sinners and eats with them.”  The Pharisees, as the religious authorities of that 

time, are used to being the ones who say who is “in” and who is “out.”  They aren’t happy that 

Jesus is welcoming people who are typically looked down on in the community, even sharing 

food and fellowship around the table with them.  Clearly, for the Pharisees this will not do at all. 

Those who hold positions of power rarely give them up easily – especially not if it means 

including people whom they deem unworthy. 

But none of that matters to Jesus.  He shares these parables to make the point that the 

most lost among us are the very ones that he came to love and serve and save.   Furthermore, 



Jesus is acting in God’s stead, for they are one and the same.  In his classic book Rediscovering 

the Parables, Joachim Jeremias writes that “Jesus justifies his revolutionary conduct by claiming 

in the parable: God’s love to the returning sinner knows no bounds.  Furthermore, what Jesus 

does represents God’s nature and will.” So, there we have it. Whoever it is that we find the most 

repugnant, or the person who represents everything antithetical to the way of Jesus, or the sinner 

whom we have determined is beyond redemption…they are the lost sheep.  They are the missing 

coin.  They are the ones for whom Christ will search the hardest, and when they are found will 

set a place for them at the table. 

When I was maybe 10 or 11 years old, I went to a Sunday night worship service with one 

of my friends.  It was not at my home church, but another local congregation where a lot of my 

friends and their families were members.  I had not known that that night was going to be 

“testimony night” at that church.  As a member of a fairly buttoned up 1970s Presbyterian 

congregation, you can imagine how disconcerting it was for me when people started standing up 

and sharing about their faith and how God guided and shaped their everyday lives.  I’d be a little 

more open to that now, but it just wasn’t what I was used to, and I just listened wide-eyed, 

getting nervous for people when they started crying.

But I have never forgotten one woman who got up and spoke.  I don’t remember all the 

details, but she obviously had some things on her conscience and had not had a close relationship 

with the church. She had had some kind of recent experience in which she had sensed the 

presence and love of God and had been moved by it. There were a lot of tears and words about a 

desire to make a fresh start.  I didn’t know the lady, but was moved by what I perceived as her 

sincerity and courage.



As we were leaving the sanctuary after the benediction that night, I remember feeling 

uncomfortable by the remarks I was hearing from the other people around me.  It was catty 

remarks about the woman’s past – they were assuming the worst about her and really not being 

supportive of her desire to change her future.  They were saying things about how she would 

probably never be at church again, and that she would be stopping at the liquor store on the way 

home from church.  At the time, I didn’t think about all that in conjunction with these parables, 

but I still knew something wasn’t right about their attitude towards the woman who had put 

herself out there like that.  I sensed that Jesus would not have condoned that kind of talk, that it 

was the exact opposite of what we who claim to love and serve Jesus are supposed to be about.  I 

wish I had had the guts to stand up to them, and I wish I could roll back time, find the woman, 

and offer her a kind word.

We’ll never know what happened to her…but I do know that she was one of those lost ones and 

that God welcomed her back into the fold even if her church didn’t.  Furthermore, even if she 

wandered away again, God was going to keep looking for her and keep trying to help her find 

her way home.  A faith community that claims to follow the teachings of Christ cannot do 

otherwise. 

I mentioned that my Celtic cross that was found in the church parking lot was kind of 

scratched up.  I’m getting it polished, but they won’t be completely eliminated, and maybe that’s 

as it should be. I really don’t even care about the marks on it…in some ways I treasure the cross 

even more because it was lost for a time.  I wonder if that is how God feels about us – that we are 

loved even more with our scars and our wounds.  We are celebrated because no matter what we 

look like or what we have been through, we are found.  I hope that from now on when I wear that 



silver cross I will remember how much God celebrates finding us and bringing us home – even 

when we fail to celebrate each other.  

 

Thanks be to God.  Amen.  


