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Gospel Reading: Luke 15:1-10 
1Now all the tax collectors and sinners were coming near to listen to him. 2And the 
Pharisees and the scribes were grumbling and saying, “This fellow welcomes sinners 
and eats with them.” 3So he told them this parable: 4“Which one of you, having a 
hundred sheep and losing one of them, does not leave the ninety-nine in the wilderness 
and go after the one that is lost until he finds it? 5When he has found it, he lays it on his 
shoulders and rejoices. 6And when he comes home, he calls together his friends and 
neighbors, saying to them, ‘Rejoice with me, for I have found my sheep that was 
lost.’ 7Just so, I tell you, there will be more joy in heaven over one sinner who repents 
than over ninety-nine righteous persons who need no repentance. 8“Or what woman 
having ten silver coins, if she loses one of them, does not light a lamp, sweep the 
house, and search carefully until she finds it? 9When she has found it, she calls together 
her friends and neighbors, saying, ‘Rejoice with me, for I have found the coin that I had 
lost.’ 10Just so, I tell you, there is joy in the presence of the angels of God over one 
sinner who repents.” 
 

Lost 

 “Back when I was a boy. . .” Back when I was a boy--a kid just 5 years old, I 

remember when my mom took us (My sister Agda and twin John and me) to a large 

department store near where we lived in Southern California. Bullocks—it was a fancy 

store.  

 I was just 5, so parts of what happened are vague in my memory, while other 

parts are vivid. I remember being in a section with lots of clothing hung on circular 

racks. I was 5 and curious, so I remember ducking through or under the clothing on a 

circular rack to wiggle myself into the center of the circle.  

 After whatever length of time—who can say how long it was in actual time--I 

reemerged. Only I didn’t see my mom or my brother or sister. I looked around that 

section and couldn’t find them.  

 As I recall, we were on the second floor of the department store. I actually left 

that section, made my way—at 5 years old—down to the first floor, out of the store, and 

walked along the sidewalk to where we had parked. The car was still there! I think in my 

panicked 5-year-old brain, I considered that they had left me there.  

 I don’t know if I was relieved at that point because I was still lost. I was still 

separated from them. 
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 I walked back into the store and back to the department where we had been and 

found my mom and brother and sister.  

At Knott’s Berry Farm 

 When I was a few years older, I’m sure younger than 10, my family went to 

Knott’s Berry Farm in Orange County in Southern California. By the time I was a kid, 

Knott’s had developed into a full-fledged amusement park with lots of fast rides, but they 

remained proud of their heritage when they truly were a berry farm owned by the Knott 

family. My Grandma T used to tell me how she and Grandpa T would go there for 

chicken dinners on Sunday afternoons at “Mrs. Knott’s Chicken Dinner Restaurant.” 

After dinner, they would enjoy a piece of berry pie for dessert and then take home a jar 

of Knott’s Family berry jelly.  

 As a part of the western heritage of which the Knott family had been a part, there 

were period displays throughout the park, with craft persons showing what life was like 

in the old Wild West. I don’t remember what this one particular craftsperson was 

doing—maybe it was blacksmithing, but I was fascinated with it. I remained there 

watching intently while my brothers and sisters has apparently turned away. If they had 

nudged me or said, “C’mon—we’re going” I didn’t hear them. By the time I turned and 

looked around, they were gone.  

 I don’t remember how long it took me to find them, but the panic for me was real 

with big crowds in a huge amusement park. (And, of course, there was no such tool as 

today’s standard way of reconnecting by cell phone in such a situation.)  

My family and I found each other.  

 

• What do you remember about being lost?  

o Hearing my brief stories--surely they prompted your own memories.  

• Do you remember that tightness in your chest when you realized that you were 

lost. . . 

• Or that desperate attempt to keep yourself calm and think things through rather 

than let your fears get the best of you. . .  

• Or that awful wondering—did anybody notice? Are they looking for me? What 

should I do?  

With young Grant at the downtown Library in Reno 

 And the anxiety and fear are just as great when you’re on the other side of the 

relationship when someone else is lost.  

 My son Grant just turned 25, but I remember years ago when he and I went 

together to the downtown Reno library branch to borrow books. Claire wasn’t born yet, 

so Grant must have been like 3 years old.  
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 We went downstairs to the children’s section and selected a number of books. 

We brought them upstairs to the front counter to check out. I was waiting for the staff 

person to help the person in front of us. Grant was right beside me.  

 But then he wasn’t.  

 If you know the downtown library branch, the checkout desk is not far from the 

front door. A long, suspended walkway connects the front door to the desk area and the 

lower level is visible below.  

I of course hurriedly and anxiously looked around me. I called his name—trying 

to bring calm to my voice when I didn’t at all feel that way. With the front door so close 

by, I tried to not to let that anxious side creep in with bad scenarios of what could have 

happened, and I tried to focus and think systematically about where he could be.  

 As it turned out, he was likely not more than 15 feet from me. He had scrambled 

behind a table with a skirt on it and was out of my sight. The whole episode was surely 

less than a minute, but that feeling of dread and anxiety was powerful despite how short 

it may have been.  

 

Come Back for Good News 

Last week I offered an invitation and a promise at the close of the sermon.  

• The invitation was to “Come back next week” 

• “I’ll tell you more good news (or about grace.)” 

 

Last week’s reading initially sounded harsh. It’s a heads up that following Jesus 

is hard. We said that if we were reading that passage alone and relying on a decision-

making model like a “Pros and Cons” list or a “Cost Benefit Analysis” to make a decision 

to follow Jesus, it would seem to be all cost and no benefit.  

And so today’s passage provides a fuller picture of who God is or what the 

Kingdom of God is like. The Pharisees and scribes have been grumbling: “This fellow 

welcomes sinners and eats with them.”  

They were cranky that Jesus was breaking the rules about proper behavior by 

having dinner with the wrong kind of people. These people—the Pharisees and scribes-

-ate with Jesus themselves, and they diligently followed the rules. They themselves 

didn’t eat with those who were ritually impure. So, part of their complaint was that Jesus 

was potentially tainting them because of who he ate with.   

And so, in response to their grumbling, Jesus tells two brief parables to show 

what he is like or what the Kingdom of God is like.  

 

Concern for the Lost and the Joy that Comes when They are Found 

 Jesus told stories about. . .  

•  A shepherd who has 100 sheep leaves the 99 to go and look for the one who is 

lost. 
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• A woman has 10 coins, loses one, and lights a lamp and gets a broom and 

searches diligently until she finds it.  

 

That’s the brief summary of the two parables and that seems amazing enough—

the diligence of the shepherd or of the woman, but did you catch some of the detail and 

ponder that? 

The shepherd, for instance, didn’t just leave the 99, or leave the 99 while they 

were safely gathered in the pen or enclosure, but he left the 99 while they were still in 

the wilderness—that is, while they were still potentially in danger themselves—so that 

he could go and seek the lost. 

And the woman, she swept all night looking for her coin—worth about a day’s 

labor—and then was so overjoyed when she found it that she invited her friends to a 

party to celebrate her discovery.  

Did you stop to think that she likely spent more on that party than that coin was 

worth?  

This isn’t about the money. Why did she do it? 

Attention to those kinds of details—in a story/parable told by Jesus—get you 

thinking: It’s so improbable, so unlikely, so extravagant:   

 

• A shepherd who knows very well that a 1% loss of investment is, in the larger 

scheme, no big deal, but then he goes on a wild goose chase – or, more 

specifically, a wild sheep chase – in the hope of bringing that one percent back.1 

• Or the woman, who stays up all night sweeping, hoping to find a coin that, really, 

isn’t all that significant in the grand scheme of things.  

o Why did she do it? 

o If it was one coin out if ten, the effort may have seemed worth it. That’s 

10%, which is greater than the 1% of the shepherd’s total value.   

 

But the way the story is told, it’s also possible that she wasn’t poor with just 10 

coins to her name. But she could be a homeowner herself—and the 10 coins were 

simply what she had at the time and not all that she had. That makes it even more 

amazing that she took the time and effort to do what she did. Why did she do it—it sort 

of defies explanation.  

• Why the long search? How do you explain that? 

Because that’s just what she’s like. She doesn’t want to lose a single one.   

Better yet, Jesus is suggesting that’s what God is like. One who needs nothing, 

but who is so characterized by love that that is what God does.  

 
1 Observation of David Lose in “Extravagant Love,” a commentary on the passage posted Sept. 12, 2019 
at In the Meantime. https://www.davidlose.net/2019/09/pentecost-14-c-extravagant-love/ 
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The Pharisees and scribes are so oriented to the rules that they are bound by 

them rather then structured by them in a beneficial way.  

 But Jesus presents God as one who is so oriented to love that this love will not 

let anyone go and so searches and sweeps until finding even the most insignificant, 

and, upon finding them—which means finding us, invites others to celebrate and rejoice.  

Parables Show What God is Like 

 Jesus tells parables to demonstrate what God is like or what the Kingdom of God 

is like. What is God like? What would you say? 

• God is like the shepherd who searches diligently. 

• God is like the woman who sweeps all night if that’s what it takes.  

• God is like a parent, willing to do anything for one’s children.  

This is Good News for Broken People  

A person said to me this week, “I don’t want to be a bother to you.”  

I’m not sure the fullness of what this person meant by that comment. But from 

time to time for all of us, aren’t there moments in which we get weighed down, in which 

we feel like we don’t matter, in which we think that we don’t hold any particular value or 

significance? 

And so, if there are moments like that for you, hear the good news of these 

parables about lost and found:  

They are good news. They are a reminder that Jesus took time to say—and, in 

going to the cross and through death and to new life, Jesus went on to not just say, but 

fully demonstrate that God believes that we each matter very much. We each have 

value, are significant, and are worthy of attention, dignity, and love.  

In the words of the parables, “Rejoice with me” as we celebrate this good news.  
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