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The Parables of the Lost:  The Lost Coin 

 
In the 15th chapter of the gospel of Luke Jesus tells three parables about being lost.  The 
parable of the lost sheep which we considered last Sunday.  The parable of the lost coin 
which is today’s text.  And the parables of the lost sons which we will consider the next 
two Sundays.  Hear the Word of God from the 15th chapter of the gospel of Luke: 
Luke 15:1-3, 8-10 
 
Friday night we had one of our periodic family gatherings at our home in Austin.  These 
are among the happiest moments of my life as I sit in our dining room and look around 
the table at my remarkable family happily chattering away and sharing a special moment.   
Then sometimes I look at my daughter Whitney and recall how fragile life is and how 
close I once came to losing her. 
 
The spring after we moved to Austin from Maryland, I took then five year old Matt and 
then two year old Whitney to a huge festival called Six Flags Over Zilker.  Thousands of 
people were crowded into the Park that day, and Matt, Whitney and I were having a 
wonderful time.  Matt was fascinated by dinosaurs at the time, and as I was buying him a 
small plastic stegasauras I let go of Whitney’s hand just long enough to reach into my 
back pocket for my billfold and hand the woman the money.  When I reached back down 
for Whitney’s hand she was gone. 
 
In only a few seconds my two year old daughter had disappeared.  I grabbed Matt by the 
hand began to search the immediate area.  She was nowhere to be seen.  I widened the 
search literally dragging Matt along with me.  She was gone.  I was feeling sick to my 
stomach.  To this day I can hardly talk about it without the sheer terror of the moment 
virtually overwhelming me.  For several minutes we looked in an ever-widening circle 
but there were thousands of people milling around and it became evident that it was 
hopeless.  Finally in desperation I found a security officer and explained the situation and 
gave a brief description of my beautiful blonde headed little girl and then left while he 
was radioing the report of a lost…or God-forbid, kidnapped…little girl to other security 
personnel.   
 
In a daze the security officer and I walked down the hill toward the entrance to the park.  
Then I spotted a woman coming up the hill.  She was holding a little girl’s hand.   It was 
Whitney.  Try to imagine the sheer  relief and joy I experienced as I ran and grabbed her 
and held her close and promised to never let her out of my sight again.  The kind woman 
who brought my daughter back to me said that as she and her family were leaving the 
park Whitney came scooting past her headed for the gate.   



When she realized no one was with her she ran and caught up to her and not knowing 
what else to do went looking for a police officer.  This anonymous woman makes my 
prayers of thanksgiving often, even over thirty years later.   
 
The single and unique focus of the parable of the lost coin is the feeling of one who has 
lost something more precious than life itself, and then assumes responsibility for both the 
losing and the searching.  Here we experience the initiative of God.  God searches for lost 
children with the same kind of turmoil, the same kind of intensity, the same sense of 
urgency, the same sense of desperation, experienced by a father who has lost his precious 
child in a crowded park. 
 
The factual setting of the parable is very simple.  A village woman suffers a major 
catastrophe.  She has lost a drachma…an amount of money equaling one days wage;.  
The woman was certain that the coin was lost in the house because she seldom went  
anywhere else.  So she searches with the aid of a lamp and a broom in her dark, dimly lit 
house.  Her search becomes more and more intense by the moment. 
 
Can you picture this pathetic scene?  The woman moves furniture and turns things over 
and empties all the drawers and literally upsets the entire house in her single-minded and 
frantic effort to find the lost coin.  Neither in the parable of the lost sheep nor in the 
parable of the lost sons which follow do we sense the intense and frantic effort on the part 
of God to recover what is lost.  The emphasis here is on the feelings of the one who 
seeks.  The feeling of loss.  The intensity of grief over losing something, someone!, more 
precious than life itself. 
 
We learn early on what it means to possess something of value.  One of our earliest 
words, right after “mama” and “no!” is “mine.”  Do you remember the feeling you had 
when you got your first bike?  Or your first car?  Do you remember the feeling you had 
when you spent the first night in your new house? 
 
Can you imagine then that God has that same deep sense of ownership and responsibility 
for those God created in love?  This is good news of the highest sort.  For it means that 
we can never be separated from God.  When the woman lost her coin she did not shrug 
her shoulders and resign herself to never seeing it again.  Rather, she searched high and 
low until she found it.  She did so because the feeling of loss was so profound.  When 
Whitney was lost for those long minutes in Zilker Park I experienced a deep sense of 
dread in the pit of my stomach.  It was profound and heavy and urgent.  It helps me 
understand the way God feels about all the lost children in the world.   
 
There are those who are lost in the flotsam and jetsom that eddy in the backwaters of 
society.   Last Tuesday night the Interim Planning Team was meeting and deeply engaged 
in a conversation about your input from the Cottage meetings the last six weeks.   The 
door near office opened and in walked a man who was completely lost.   
His mother had died, his car had to be repaired, he spoke almost no English, and he had 
no money to get back to his home and his job in New Jersey.   As I listened his face told 
the whole story.  He was out of hope.   His face speaks for far too many in our world.   



Lost and out of hope.   Someone drops by my office this past week and tells me of a 
relative who is lost, living alone and slowly drinking himself to death.   He is lost and out 
of hope.   
 
Each of us is lost in some way.  There are “lost areas” in each of our lives…areas in 
which God is not allowed.  God hurts just as badly for you when you are lost to the 
purpose for which God created you.   
 
There is no way for us to comprehend the enormity of human lostness in the world.  Yet 
God comprehends.  And it brings God such grief that it has set God to seeking and 
searching and calling through the streets and alleys and souls of the world.  It sounds 
almost scandalous, and it certainly startling, even inconceivable, this news about a 
searching God.  Dare we let ourselves hope even for a moment that this news is true?   
Dare we imagine that there is a God who loves us with such intensity that this God seeks 
us even before we repent, even before we turn our lives around, even before we are 
willing to admit that we are lost?  Dare we believe that this God’s love is so strong, this 
God’s feeling of loss is so intense, that this God searches even for enemies and cast-offs 
and rebels among the rocky hills and poorly lit back alleys and in barrios on the border 
where innocents are murdered indiscriminately?   Places we cannot even imagine walking 
and in far countries where people talk and dress and think differently?  Dare we? 
 
When God finds us God rejoices.  Like a shepherd who finds the sheep that has wandered 
away.  Like a desperate woman who finds her money.  Like a desperate father who sees 
her precious daughter coming up a hill holding a woman’s hand.   Like God, you rejoice 
and run to her and sweep her up in your arms after that eternity of looking for her among 
the throngs. 
 
The reality is, God loves us even more than that.  God will search high and low for us 
until that day when the One who created us finally finds us.  “Rejoice with me, God 
exclaims, for I have found my sheep which was lost.”  “Rejoice with me, God exults, for I 
have found the coin I had lost.”  “Rejoice with me, God invites, for I have found the soul 
who had wandered away and was hopelessly lost in the crowd.” 
 
You know, there are times in our lives when we desperately want to have a relationship 
with God.  It is so in my own life and I am certain it is true in yours also.  But what we 
often do not realize is how desperately God wants to have a relationship with us.  AMEN 


