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*PRAY 
 

A group of children were trying to find a game to play. “Why don’t we play Hide 

and Seek?” suggested one. “No way,” said another. “I’m afraid I’ll get hid and nobody 

will be able to find me. Then everybody will go home, and I will be lost.” 

“Lost” It’s such a common predicament that I actually registered my dog with a 

service which, if I report him missing, will email everyone in the network in Southwest 

Florida a picture of him along with my phone number. Lost is a part of our every day 

culture.  

To be lost is to be misplaced or missing. To be lost is to be where you are not 

supposed to be. To be found is to be restored to your proper place, to where you truly 

belong.  

Jesus was concerned about finding the lost. He was so concerned that he told a 

trilogy of stories about lost things which are finally found. Luke 15 is best known as the 

“Lost Chapter”: a lost sheep, a lost coin, and a lost child. The Bible never gets more 

personal than here in Luke 15.  

As my colleague Reverend Jes Kast tweeted earlier this week: “What if the story 

of the Prodigal Son is not about a son who messed up, but about a Father who messed 

up and disowned his son who was gay, yet finally repents, and the celebration is 

because a Dad says to his son, “I see you and affirm YOU. I was wrong. I love you.” 

We understand something about this business of being lost, and then found. The 

story begins with a child who seemingly had everything in life that one could ever want. 
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But somehow the seed of ingratitude had bloomed into the fruit of rebellion. This boy 

was tired of sowing corn in the country; he wanted to sow his oats in the city. 

Verse 12 tells us: ‘Father, give me the share of the property that will belong to 

me.’ So he divided his property between them.” Let’s be clear, the son had not earned a 

dime of his father's money. He was a consumer, not a producer. But he wanted his 

share of the inheritance that was going to come to him one day and he wanted it now. 

Normally the inheritance of an estate would not be given until the death of the 

father. But this son wanted his share of the inheritance immediately. So what he was 

really saying to his father was, "I wish you were dead. I want what you have, but I don't 

want you." 

It reminds me of the story of the little boy who kept asking his grandfather to 

sound like a frog. The grandfather said, "Why do you want me to sound like a frog?" 

The little boy said, "Because I heard Mom say the other day that when you croak, we're 

all going to be rich." 

We understand something about this business of being lost, and then found. This 

morning, we are about to hear a wonderful work entitled The Five Mystical Songs; a 

musical composition by English composer Ralph Vaughan Williams, written between 

1906 and 1911.  

The work sets four poems by seventeenth-century English poet and Anglican 

priest George Herbert from his 1633 collection The Temple: Sacred Poems. While 

Herbert was a priest, Vaughan Williams himself was an atheist. He was later described 

as a “cheerful agnostic.”  
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The work received its first performance on September 14, 1911 at the Three 

Choirs Festival in Worcester, with Vaughan Williams conducting. It is written for a 

baritone soloist and, while it has several choices for accompaniment, we will hear the 

one that was used on the day of its premiere, orchestra with SATB chorus.  

As I read the poetry of George Herbert, this one caught my attention, “Love Bade 

Me Welcome.” It says this:  

Love bade me welcome: yet my soul drew back, Guilty of dust and sin. 
But quick-eyed Love observing me grow slack from my first entrance in, 

Drew nearer to me, sweetly questioning, if I lacked anything. 
A guest, I answered, worthy to be here: Love said, You shall be he, 

I the unkind, ungrateful? Ah my Dear, I cannot look on thee. 
Love took my hand, and smiling did reply, Who made the eyes but I? 

 
My friends, love welcomes us to this place. Love welcomes us and greets us as a 

loving parent waiting not only to welcome us, but to celebrate our arrival and our 

presence. So, in the sweetness of this music and in the beauty of this day, let us live 

into that love from God and for each other.  

 
 


