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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 all 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 the 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.” 
 

 “I once was lost, but now am found; was blind, but now I see.” #378 in 

our United Methodist Hymnal, John Newton’s “Amazing Grace.” Who knows 

how many times any of us have sung those words!? I learned that hymn when 

I was a little girl, sitting in the pew next to my Grandma Bev, my brother 

Tommy, and my cousin Curtis, while my mom and aunt sang in the choir. I 

still find its message of assurance and forgiveness and grace to be beautiful 

and comforting.   

 But here’s the thing: I’m not so sure that I can fit my faith into the neat 

before and after boxes that the hymn talks about. I once was lost, but now am 

found.  Maybe on a literal level, that is true. I have been lost, literally lost, in 

the past. It was a terrifying experience in the middle of the night, before GPS, 

without cell phone coverage, out in the darkness of rural Wisconsin where the 

houses were few and far between and the cars on the road even less frequent. 



 

But when it comes to faith, the truth is, I don’t think my lostness is over.  

Lostness seems to be a central feature of my relationship with God, and if this 

week’s Gospel reading has anything to say about it, it seems this is how it 

should be for us as people of faith.   

 As the author of the Gospel of Luke sets the scene for today’s text, Jesus 

is in trouble, again, for hanging out with the wrong people. This time around, 

the tax collectors and sinners are gathering around him to listen to what he 

has to say and the Pharisees and scribes begin to grumble saying, “This fellow 

welcomes sinners and eats with them.” Scandalous! When it says that the 

Pharisees and the scribes were “grumbling”… it’s the same word that was 

used to talk about the 40 years that the Israelites were wandering around, 

grumbling, in the desert, searching for the promised land. So, those listening 

to a retelling of this scene are already being told that the scribes and 

Pharisees are the ones who have lost their way, so to speak. In response to the 

grumbling, Jesus tells the scandalized religious leaders three parables.  We 

hear the first two today.   

 First, a shepherd leaves 99 of his sheep to go out to find the one that is 

lost. He searches and searches and searches until he finds it. Commentators 

are quick to point out that this is not an easy task. Lost sheep don’t tend to 

help their cause. Instead of bleating out their location, they tend to bed down 

and try to hide from predators. This shepherd is determined though and 

continually searches. When he finds the sheep, he carries the one lost sheep 

home on his shoulders, invites his friends and neighbors over, and throws a 

party to celebrate. We should assume lamb chops were not on the menu!   

 Then comes the story of a woman who loses one of her ten silver coins.  

Immediately, she lights a lamp and sweeps her entire house, searching and 

searching and searching until she finds the coin. Commonly assumed to be a 

drachma, this coin is roughly worth the equivalent of one sheep. See what 

Jesus did there?! Like the shepherd, the woman searches and searches and 



 

searches and upon finding the coin, calls together her friends and neighbors 

and invites them to celebrate with her the recovery of this lost coin.   

 I’ve read these stories over and over again so many times. And, I have 

usually come to the conclusion that many of us come to when reading this text. 

For a long time, I’ve assumed that the lost coin and the lost sheep represented 

the sinners “out there” in the world; the people who don’t already know God; 

the ones who need to be found and told about Jesus. For a long time, I thought 

we, the good church people that we are, were the 99 sheep or the 9 coins that 

are already found.   

 This time around, in reading the story, I realized that that isn’t really 

what the text is suggesting. The lost sheep in the first parable already belongs 

to the shepherd’s flock when it is lost. It is his sheep. Likewise, the lost coin is 

one of the ten that already belong to the woman before she loses it. In other 

words, these parables are not about lost outsiders finding Jesus or being saved 

by God and becoming Christians. These parables are about us, the insiders. 

These stories are about us, the church-goers, the community of faith, the 

Communion-receivers, the baptized, the praying type, the Sunday School 

students, the Bible readers and book study attenders. These are parables 

about lostness … on the inside.   

 The great, or maybe not-so-great thing about this is that it means that 

lostness is not an experience exclusive to non- or not-yet Christians. Lostness 

happens, even to people of faith, even to God’s people. It happens within 

beloved community. It’s not that we cross over, once and for all, like the hymn 

suggests, from being lost to being found. We get lost, over and over and over 

again. But this isn’t really news to us. We know it because we have lived it.   

 Who among us hasn’t felt lost at some point?! Not necessarily, literally, 

physically lost, out in what feels like the middle of nowhere, but spiritually 

lost in a wilderness of the soul. We somehow lose our sense of belonging. We 

lose our capacity to trust someone important to us. We lose our felt experience 



 

of God’s presence, for one reason or another. We get worn down and lose some 

of our will to just keep persevering. Maybe an illness descends on our lives and 

God’s goodness starts to feel not-so-good. Or death comes too soon or too 

suddenly to someone we love and we experience a crisis of faith that leaves us 

reeling. Maybe we get lost when our marriage dies or when we seem to be 

arguing with our significant other more than we seem to be enjoying one 

another’s company. Our children break our hearts and we feel disconnected 

from a part of ourselves. Bad things happen to good people in our lives and 

there are no answers to the question of “why?” Addiction draws us in, or 

anxiety, or lust, or unforgiveness, or hatred, or bitterness, or a desire for 

perfection, or a sense of inadequacy, and we head down a road that takes us to 

the proverbial middle of nowhere.  Depression descends or our mental health 

declines and we enter into a wilderness that is dark and fairly terrifying.   

 Sometimes we get lost very close to home, within the very walls of the 

church. Our prayer lives feel stale and dry. Our reading of scripture lacks 

imagination. Even the most brilliantly prepared sermons  seem to suck the 

oxygen out of our lungs. Our fellow pew-sitters feel a little suffocating with 

their cheery “Good mornings!” and intrusive questions like, “How are you 

today?”   

 Sometimes, we get lost. And like sheep, we humans have this tendency 

when we are lost to curl up in a ball, or to pull away from others and seclude 

ourselves, and instead of asking for the help we need, we become silent and try 

to hide from whatever it is that seems to be the predator.   

 We get lost; sometimes so miserably lost that the shepherd has to 

wander through the wilderness to find us. We get so completely lost that the 

housewife has to light her lamp, pick up her broom, and sweep out every nook 

and cranny of her house to discover where we’ve managed to become hidden.  

It doesn’t sound good for us. It certainly doesn’t feel so good to us.   



 

 And yet, these parables are stories not just of good news but also of 

amazing grace. We get lost over and over again and God finds us over and over 

again. Lostness isn’t some abnormality of our faith; it’s actually an innate part 

of the life of faith.   

 Perhaps even more importantly, we discover in these parables that what 

is lost is truly lost. The shepherd and the woman, the ones who represent God 

in the parables; they must seek and search for what is lost.  What is lost is 

truly lost, even when the seeker is God. It probably doesn’t sound like good 

news at first but these parables are suggesting that God experiences 

authentic, real-time loss. It means that God is dealing with genuine stakes 

when it comes to our lostness. It means that when we are feeling lost, God is 

experiencing that pain, too. So, like a shepherd who has lost one of his own 

sheep, like a woman who has lost 1/10 of her wealth; God searches, God 

persists, God seeks. God wanders over the hills and valleys looking for his lost 

sheep. God turns the house upside down looking for her lost coin.   

 When, at last, God finds what God is looking for, God cannot contain the 

joy that wells up inside so God calls all the neighbors, tells the good news of 

recovery and throws a huge party to celebrate. It’s not how we usually think of 

God. We might struggle to imagine God as someone who seeks the small, the 

seemingly insignificant, the hard-to-find, the just plain difficult.  And yet … 

 Maybe the most outrageous thing about these lost and found parables 

isn’t that we still get lost. Maybe what’s most shocking is what they reveal 

about the nature of God.   

 If Jesus’ parables are true, then God doesn’t hang out where I’ve often 

assumed God does. If Jesus’ parables are true, then God isn’t in the fold with 

the 99 insiders. God isn’t curled up on her couch polishing the nine coins she’s 

already sure of. God is where the lost things are. God is in the darkness and 

the wilderness. God is in the remotest, cobwebbiest corners of the house. God 

is where the search is the most difficult.   



 

 Which means that if we, the insiders, want to find God; we have to seek 

the lost. We have to be willing to get lost. We have to leave the safety and 

security of what we know on the inside and venture into the unknown on the 

outside. And, we have to recognize our own lostness.   

 It all goes against the grain of our human desire. We want to be self-

sufficient, well-put-together, highly capable, strong, accomplished, secure, and 

in control. But Jesus tells these parables to the religious insiders who won’t 

admit their own lostness. He shares these stories with people who struggle to 

reconcile their own brand of faithfulness with Jesus’ disorienting claim that 

lostness has its virtues.   

 Lostness teaches us about vulnerability and empathy and humility and 

patience. Lostness shows us who we really are and who God really is.  

Lostness gives us the opportunity to know what the 13th Century Sufi mystic, 

Rumi meant when he said, “What you are seeking is seeking you.” This is 

what Jesus is saying. “What you are seeking is seeking you.” Maybe even more 

accurately, Jesus is saying that even what we can’t or won’t seek is still 

seeking us. God looks for us when our lostness is so profound that we cannot 

even pretend to look for God. But even in that dark, seemingly hopeless place, 

God searches and finds us. “Through many dangers, toils and snares, I have 

already come; ‘tis grace hath brought me safe thus far, and grace will lead me 

home.” That, my friends, is the nature of God, and that, is an Amazing Grace. 

Thanks be to God! Amen.   


