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LOST AND POUND

We keep in the church office, in one of the cupboards, a very
interesting box. Every once in awhile a member of the congregation
comes to the office window and inquires whether they may look into
the box. We in the office refer to it as the "lost and found".

It is amazing what articles and how many articles turn up in the
lost and found. In order vividly to demonstrate, I brought the box
with me this morning and am going to take the liberty of dumping it
out here before you. In that fashion some of you mothers who have been
wondering all winter what happened to your children's mittens or hat,
may now have the truth revealed.

I was reminiscing earlier this week on an incident which took
place in our family some years ago when my son lost his glasses. We
found them on the neighbor's lawn two months later when the snow melted.

But children are not the only ones who lose things. Adults have
the same problem and not long ago a woman even lost her dress here
in the church. I don't know how she got home without it, but she
called to see if we had found her dress. That can be a bit embarrassing
when the minister answers the telephone and hears, "Did I leave my
dress at your church?"

The lost and found! Let's think about that for a few moments.
Wouldn't it be wonderful if we had a different kind of box here in the
church—a rather more spiritual box—where you or anyone else could
come and say to the ministers something like this:

"During this past week the going has been pretty tough
out in my world. I've had to deal with all kinds of nasty-
tempered^ impolite, inconsiderate people. My family doesn't
seem to understand and appreciate me. i'.y nerves are on edge,
my patience has worn thin, my store of courage is depleted,
my faith is strained to the breaking point. I've lost any
sense of meaning in my life. Let me reach into your box
and retrieve some feeling that this is still God's world,
that he is in it and that it all makes some kind of sense."

In a very real way every Christian church should be a place
where men and women, having lost their faith and courage out there in
the hard, sometimes cruel, world of getting and spending, can come,
one day out of seven, and find that which will give to them renewed
meaning and restored faith for the other six days. If the church
doesn't do that (and God grant that in some small way this church does
do it) then the church doesn't deserve to exist. That is one of the
most important, but not the only, reason for its being.








