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I have a lost sheep story to share, or should I say a found sheep story to

share. A neighbour knocked on the door. He was in his 70’s then and not so

frail as he proved in the search for a sheep that had gotten loose. Another

neighbour had been keeping a sheep in their storage building while they

were out of town and the it had gotten out when the children next door were

feeding it. There had been a number of sightings over a week’s time. And

this day the sheep crossed the highway yet again and was trying to get home.

Our neighbour came to borrow one of our sons to help in the hunt. So off

they went. And I followed shortly thereafter in my little Volkswagen

convertible to transport the sheep home. The modern day shepherds,

equipped only with a belt turned into a halter did manage to finally drag the

sheep out of an overgrown field after it became entangled in some brush. A

very tired man and scratched-up little boy and very smelly sheep all piled

into the car – with the top down, thankfully, and took the bedraggled sheep

back to its containment. We all rejoiced that the sheep had been found. It

made for an interesting afternoon and a wonderful redemption story, I think.

To turn to the mundane: have you ever gone to the grocery and not been

able to find a quarter to get a cart, or at the Superstore it is even more, I

think it is a loonie to borrow a shopping cart there. Well, I have dug in the

cubby holes and concole between the seats and the glove compartment of

my truck and found a quarter under my hospital parking pass and old

insurance coverage documentation and emergency snacks. And, like the

woman who had lost the coin, I rejoiced when I found a lone quarter stuck to



a granola bar that allowed me to get a grocery cart and finish my chores and

get home in time to fix a meal.

Does God really rejoice when one sinner is saved? That is exactly the

point of these two related parables. And the ultimate “Lost and Found” story

– that of prodigal son follows – immediately in Luke’s Gospel. So often we

hear this cluster of parables called “the lost sheep,” “the lost coin, “ and the

lost son.” But I would rather call them “the found sheep,” “the found coin,”

and “the found son.” Luke has placed these three stories together in the

context of the Pharisees’ and the scribes’ criticism of his eating with tax

collectors and sinners. They assumed that they, the righteous would be the

ones at God’s table. Jesus turned their world upside down, for it is tax

collectors and sinners who needed repentance who were redeemed. It was

they who listened to his words of salvation, not the self-righteous who

supposed that they did not need healing for they had no sin. But there are

none who are absolutely righteous; all have sinned; and all need to repent.

A better poet than I has written:

Seeking

Searching,

Scouring the hills,

Sweeping the house,

Actively intent on finding.

And, upon finding, breaking out in unrestrained joy –

Joy that invites friends to a party,

Joy that rejoices over finding and rescuing.

The joy of a shepherd over his found sheep,

The joy of a housewife over a found coin,

The joy of a father over a wayward son, now returned home.



Searching diligently,

Rejoicing loudly and passionately,

That is what discipleship is and demands of us.

For we, too, have been found by God.

We, too, have been the focus of a search-and-rescue mission.

We, too, have been the honoured guest at God’s party.

We, too have been searchers and rescuers and partiers.

My friends, we sinners are invited to God’s table. We are found. God

rejoices. Jesus has prepared for us a heavenly meal where we too can rejoice.

Then equipped with Christ within us we can join the search assured that

those we bring to the table will be fed. Then we all together can rejoice that

the lost are found.

Amen. Amen.


