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“Swift to Love”  

Christmas Eve 2015 

Reverend Carolyn Patierno 

 

Kate and I are celebrating our 25th anniversary in the place where our 

story began:  New York, NY.  We are spending the day tooling around and 

eventually wending our way to Brooklyn where family friends will join us at 

Beck and Sally’s for a little celebration.  

 

We take the early train and watch the sun rise over the Thames River that 

soon spills into the Sound and we ride through the peaceful marshlands 

seemingly undisturbed by a train barreling through.   

 

We walk through Grand Central Station – its awesome beauty inspiring our 

upward gaze.  We make our way to Chelsea to a lovely French bistro that 

holds sweet memories.  We take a selfie and text it to Karen, now living 

upstate, letting her know that we are in the city celebrating 25 and that 

we are thinking of her.    

 

She texts back:  “I’m in the city, too! I’m sitting in Madison Square Park!”   

 

NY is magical that way, I swear. 

 

We make a plan: she will walk west and we will walk east on 23rd Street 

and we will meet somewhere in between.  We head out.   

 

And in just a few blocks time I spy something right in the middle of the 

sidewalk.  Kate and I slow down and with some dread we stop to make 

sure we see what we see.  A man walking in the opposite direction slows 

and stops, too.  None of us dare to touch what is essentially kryptonite to 

what we imagined would be a carefree, fun, and celebratory day.   

 

But there it is:  a wallet.  A wallet lying there on the sidewalk waiting for a 

story to unfold.   

 

The third pedestrian in our trio backs away with an apology in his eyes.   

 

I pick up the kryptonite.  In an act of desperation and a deep desire for 

the day’s magic to extend to a magical resolution, I walk into the dry 

cleaners and show them the wallet.  “Do you know this young man?”  We 

are looking at an ID card.  Of course, they do not know him and further 

more, they hand the wallet back to me with an implied, “No backs”.   
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No magical solution there.  The wallet and the dilemma attached to it, is 

ours to resolve.   

 

I tuck said wallet and dilemma into my purse and resolve, like Scarlett, to 

think about it tomorrow.  Tomorrow I will be a Good Samaritan. Today:  I 

just want to have fun.   

 

And indeed, the day, the night:  fun fun fun.  

 

But when the next day comes, it is the first order of business.   

 

Beck, Sal, Kate and I gather around the kitchen table with the wallet 

before us.  We examine its contents and lay them on the table like a 

jigsaw puzzle, piece by piece.  Piece by piece, a fuller picture emerges.  

He’s Argentinian.  Our hearts collectively sink.  He must be so stressed.  

He’s a college student. There’s a driver’s license.  A credit card.  

Membership card to a rugby club.  Membership card to the Asociaction 

Deportiva Francesa.  (The French Sports Association?)  There are a few 

dollars.  There’s a Metrocard.  A small piece of paper with a line from 

scripture.  The Gospel of Matthew.  

 

His name is Lucas.   

 

We call the credit card company hoping they will contact Lucas.  But the 

credit card company is concerned only with deactivating the card.  We 

call the rugby club in Argentina, Sally speaking more Spanish than I knew 

she had in her.  We hope that someone there will track down and call his 

family.   

 

Sally hangs up.  We look at the each other.  Do we really think they are 

going to track down and call his family?   

 

What next?  Finally we think to do what any 25 year-old would have done 

at the start:  we look him up on Facebook and lo and behold:  there he is.   

 

Lucas’ life becomes less abstract.  There he is playing rugby and now he is 

an athlete and not just a card-carrying member of a Rugby Club.  He 

announces that he has started college and so he is a student and not just 

a young man with a student ID. By turns we are hoping that his freshman 

year is going well and then scolding:  “C’mon Lucas… stop with the 

drunken party photos.”    

 

I send him a private message,  
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Lucas!!  I’m in NYC and found your wallet on 23rd Street. My telephone 

number is: …  We reached the Asociation Deportiva Francesa and they’re 

trying to reach your family.  Hope to hear from you!  Carolyn 

 

Concerned, we hope and we wait.     

 

Three of us work on college campuses and know quite a few Lucas-es.  

This stranger did not feel like a stranger to us.  But truth be told, I think we 

would have come to recognize whoever the stranger was who was 

attached to the wallet lying on the sidewalk.   

 

We want the story to be a good story so we are doing our part.   

 

Ten days later, Lucas responds.   

 

Carolyn!  I don’t know why I didn’t get this message before!  First of all, I 

wanted to thank you a lot for trying to communicate with me.  Thank you 

a lot for your honesty.   

 

Trouble is, he says, he’s back in Argentina.  But he has a friend in Miami 

who will be coming to Argentina soon!  Messages are exchanged, 

arrangements are made, blessings extended in his consistent reprise, 

“God bless you all!”   

 

But we know that we did what most people would do.  We are all 

believers in people.  In inherent goodness.   

 

(For the most part.)   

 

And so in addition to all the detective and administrative effort what 

came with no effort at all was how quickly we came to care for this young 

man.  For us, there was but little time that he was an abstraction.  The 

wallet lying on the sidewalk held a life that came to life rather quickly. 

 

In between her cancer treatments and work and life in general, Sally 

sends a package to Miami that would eventually find its way to 

Argentina.      

 

A week ago I checked in with Lucas.  He reported that he’d just seen his 

friend and had his wallet at last.  He concluded, “God bless you all.  I will 

keep you in my prayers.  What you did was very noble.  Merry Christmas 

and Happy New Year!”   I wish him the same in return.  And he will, 
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indeed, be kept in my prayers, too. 

 

I hope that Lucas believes that New York is filled with people who are 

willing to pick up the kryptonite to a good time because … that’s what 

you do.  The world is filled with those people.  I hope he tells the story of 

four women who placed calls, sent emails and Facebook messages and 

by doing so, preserved at least a bit of one young person’s faith in 

humanity.  Not for any big or noble reason but because that’s what you 

do.  That’s what you do for people you love.   

 

There are no strangers.  When our hearts are open, how swiftly we come 

to love.  The ancient story celebrated this night is one of welcoming the 

stranger from a far off land.  Of extending hospitality. Of walking through 

a dessert to offer gifts. We are struck by what a timely story it is.   

 

Inspired by the life we honor on Christmas, may our faith in humanity be 

continually preserved. 

 

May we always be swift to love. 

 

Merry Christmas, Friends.   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


