
Sermon  9/29/19 

 
Have you ever been on a flight where the airline lost your luggage? It’s a 

helpless feeling. In most cases, the lost piece of luggage is returned . . . 
eventually. But every year, thousands of items are lost or left behind on 
America’s airlines and never claimed. Eventually, all those lost items end up in 
the small town of Scottsboro, Alabama, at a store called the Unclaimed Baggage 
Center. Any unclaimed piece of luggage that is left behind on a major airplane 
eventually ends up at the Unclaimed Baggage Center, where it is sold to the 
general public.  

You know, it’s sad when anything is lost and is never reclaimed. That is 
especially true when what’s lost is a person. There are hoards of people 
wandering about in a kind of moral and spiritual fog. They may be Christians, 
they may be loving parents, they may be responsible citizens, but they have a 
tremendous feeling of helplessness in the face of the shifting values of our 
affluent and rapidly changing culture.  

Jesus understood the tragedy of being lost. In the fifteenth chapter of Luke 
we read three parables about a lost sheep, a lost coin, and a lost boy also known 
as the Prodigal Son. Jesus indicated in these parables that our being lost is of 
grave concern to the One who created us, and that there is a way what is lost 
may be found.  

Many people today are experiencing a faith crisis. We have lost faith in 
other people, we have lost faith in our institutions, we have lost faith in God. 
Wouldn’t you agree that we have lost faith in people— people we used to 
admire? On July 17, 2009 legendary television news anchor Walter Cronkite died 
at the age of 92. His death marked the end of an era that I suspect we will never 
see again. Cronkite was the face of CBS news from 1962 to 1981. He’s 
remembered as the “father of television news,” as well as— now get this— “the 
most trusted man in America.” In a day when the phrase “fake news” has 
become a mantra for many people, and journalists are labeled “the enemy of the 
people” do you think there will ever be a person in the national media who will be 
elevated to that level of trust again?  

We used to look up to Hollywood stars. We once idolized sports heroes. In 
our naiveté we imagined that people in leadership, particularly in government, 
rarely did wrong. There was a time— remember Jack Kennedy? — when clever 
press agents and acquiescing journalists would hide the weaknesses of our 
better-known personalities— but no more. Now we see them, warts and all. We 
are still inspired by their athletic prowess or their acting ability or their political 
acumen, but we no longer look to famous people for moral or spiritual inspiration. 
It’s too risky simply to follow the example of someone else— they may be as lost 
as we are.  

Some of us are on the verge of losing faith even in those closest to us. 
Half of the marriages that take place this year will end in divorce. That represents 
far too many men and women who vowed before God, “Till death us do part . . .” 
who, for one reason or another have lost faith in one another. Along with our loss 
of faith in people is a profound loss of belief in institutions— including the Church. 



Even many of us who are close to the church, who are donors and who would 
fight to defend the major tenets of our faith, have put some distance between 
ourselves and God. 

For some of us, the distance is intellectual. We have been intimidated by 
the scientific advances of our time and have allowed our faith to be weakened by 
the seeming contradictions between faith and science. We forget that scientists 
are limited to the world of the observable. The scientist may be able to explain 
“How” but he or she can never say “Why.”  

For others of us the distance is emotional. Some of us have experienced 
disillusionment with God somewhere along the way. . . or with the church. We 
turned to God in a moment of need, and we experienced what everyone who is 
intent on finding God experiences at some time or another, we discover God’s 
silence. And our faith in God is strained.  

Or maybe it was someone in church who has hurt us. A thoughtless word, 
an inappropriate action — as it has been said, the church is not so much a 
museum for saints as much as it is a rehab-hospital for sinners. Or maybe we 
have distanced ourselves from God because it is too much bother to fit God into 
our busy lives. We’re here at worship because this is where we have established 
ties with people who mean something to us, …not because we have a fresh and 
lively relationship with God.  

Think what a difference it would make in our lives if suddenly we were 
confronted with the fact that it all really does matter. And it does matter. What 
you make out of yourself and your world is of infinite importance to God. So, is 
there a cure for our feeling lost? Obviously there is, or Jesus would not have told 
these parables. There can be no rejoicing shepherd, no rejoicing woman, no 
rejoicing father if what is lost cannot be found. You are important to God. What 
you do with your life really matters to God. If it seems that there is more distance 
in your life between yourself and God, it is not God who has moved. God’s desire 
to rekindle a relationship with you is more intense than you may imagine.  

There is a story of a man who was driving along the highway. Along the 
way he hits a big bump and hears a clang, but he ignores it and keeps on driving. 
When he gets home, he discovers that one of his hubcaps is missing. So the 
next day he goes back to the spot where he hit the big bump, and sure enough, 
there is his hubcap propped up on the side of the road. When the man walks 
over to get it, he notices a note that some stranger has attached to the hubcap. It 
read, “Hi there! I’ve been waiting for you to find me!” That is the message that we 
inevitably discover each time we return to God. “Hi there! I’ve been waiting for 
you to find me!”  

Of course, brief reflection will tell us that there is a difference between a 
lost hubcap, a lost sheep, or a lost coin, and a lost person. The prodigal son 
could not be found until he took responsibility for his own life. It was up to him. 
He was out there feeding pigs— which for a nice Jewish boy would be the 
ultimate humiliation. Pigs were unclean not only physically but ritually, as well. 
Until he was willing to take responsibility for leaving the pigpen, however, there 
was no hope for him. Once that decision was made the essential victory was 
won.  



You may escape your feelings of abandonment this morning by a simple 
decision. That decision is simply to believe the good news — There really is a 
loving God who cares deeply about you as an individual. It really does matter 
what you do with your life. You may want it to be more complicated than that. 
Perhaps Scripture is right. Many prefer to grope in darkness. But if you want to 
walk in the light, it can be done.  

There is a hand with nail prints in it that reaches out to each of us today. It 
is a hand that represents the very heart of God. We don’t have to wander through 
life as one who is lost. God is with us if we will only reach out to him.  


