
St. Matthew’s Lutheran Church & School – Oconomowoc, WI 
Fourteenth Sunday after Pentecost 
Proper 19 
Year C 
Luke 15:1-10 
September 11, 2022 
 

Sermon Luke 15:1-10 
“The Relentless Love for the Lost” 

 
 She remembers a hand.  Then a voice.  It was a beacon of hope for someone desperately lost in the middle of 
rubble, dust, and pain.  Genelle Guzman-McMillan was a clerk for the Port Authority in New York City.  That Tuesday 
morning, she went to work like every other morning.  At 8:45 that morning she was well into her morning routine of 
shuffling papers and files as a clerk.  At 8:46 a.m. her life changed forever.  First, she heard the sound, then came the 
chaos.  A jet was flown into the north tower of the Word Trade Center.  Her senses were immediately assaulted with 
smoke, wailing sirens, fire alarms, and strobe lights.  She was on the 64th floor of the building.  About 30 floors above her 
was the raging inferno caused by the airplane flying into the building.  Genelle and her co-workers decided they were 
going to evacuate.  She made one, quick, frantic phone call to her fiancé and told him to meet her at the Century 21 real 
estate office across the street from the north tower of the World Trade Center.  She had to get out.  She and her co-
workers ran down the flight of stairs as fast as their feet would take them in stairway B.  They made it to the 13th floor.  
The anxiety was starting to lift.  She was going to make it out of the building.  She was going to live. 
 When her feet hit the landing on the 13th floor stairwell, she lost her balance.  So, she stopped, reached down, and 
took off her high heels and continued only to lose her balance again.  It was then that she realized she wasn’t losing her 
balance, the building was.  The North Tower was collapsing.  The iconic images that are seared into every adult’s mind as 
we watched on the news as the buildings came down; she was on the inside on the 13th floor.  She was so close to safety.  
97 floors of concrete, metal, offices, businesses, and a jet airplane fell on Genelle and others trapped in the building.  
When the roar of the crumbling concrete and mangled metal subsided, she found that she could wiggle her left hand.  
Every other part of her body was pinned down.  Her legs were pinned beneath parts of the stairwell, her upper body was 
pinned underneath a chunk of concrete, but she was alive. 
 She couldn’t yell because so much dust had entered her mouth so she tapped on the metal with the one hand she 
could move.  She did that for 27 hours as she floated in and out of consciousness.  She thought about her daughter.  She 
thought about if she would ever see her again.  She heard some of the chaos above her.  She heard the shouting voices, the 
sirens from fire trucks and ambulances.  Would they see her?  Would they ever get to her? 
 She remembers a hand, then a voice.  “We have a survivor.  What’s your name?”  “Genelle,” she replied weakly.  
“Hi, Genelle, my name is Paul.  Keep talking Genelle.  We are coming and we will get you out.”  Genelle was one of only 
twenty people rescued from the rubble of the Word Trade Center.  She was the last survivor found. 
 
 Searching, like Paul did when he found Genelle, is really hard work.  It is physically exhausting.  It is mentally 
exhausting.  I can’t imagine the physical and emotional toll it took on those who were searching through the rubble after 
the towers collapsed.  Searching is exhausting because there are times when the search is successful and you find what 
you are looking for, but there are many times when the search is unsuccessful, and you can’t find it no matter how hard 
you try.  That’s heartbreaking.  That’s frustrating.  But whether you find something that was lost or not one thing is 
absolutely 100% certain; you can’t find what’s lost if you don’t go searching for it.  We lost one of our children at a 
football game once in a big crowd.  Could you ever imagine me saying as a parent, “Ah, I’ll just keep watching the game.  
He’ll be found at some point.”  I would never say that.  I have to say for those 10 minutes nothing else mattered to me.  
We looked everywhere until we found him.  We had to search until we found where he wandered off to. 
 Jesus has a lot to teach us today about searching for the lost.  The crowds were gathered and listening to Jesus, 
even the outcasts, the tax collectors who were seen as traitors because they worked for the Roman Empire, and those that 
were seen as not strictly keeping the Old Testament laws or openly committing sins with no regard for the law.  This 
didn’t escape the notice of the Pharisees.  They complained among themselves that Jesus had the audacity to welcome, 
spend time, and even eat with such people.  So, Jesus has an important message for them and for us today.  If you have 
100 sheep and you are taking inventory of your sheep and counting: 1, 2, 3…97, 98, 99…. Where is the 100th?  What is 
your reaction?  “Doesn’t really matter.  It’s only one.  I’ve still got 99 others just like it.  It’s only 1% of the flock.”  
Never!  A shepherd that has that attitude towards the sheep will not remain a shepherd very long.  What is the reaction 
when he finds one missing?  Stop everything.  We need to search.  Let’s get to work.  Look over every hill and down 
every valley.  We are not going to stop until we find that one lost sheep. 



 He makes the same point with the next story.  There was a woman that was saving her paychecks.  Friday wasn’t 
payday, they were paid at the end of the day.  She saved up ten drachmas, which was a silver coin for one day’s work.  
She sits down and counts them out.  “1, 2, 3…7, 8, 9…?  Where is the last one?  I should have one more.  Where is it?”  
She frantically searches around her.  She runs to the lamp, lights it, and starts sweeping the house.  She sweeps and 
sweeps and sweeps with blisters forming on her hands and sweat dripping down her face from both hard work and worry.  
Her eyes are straining to catch a glimmer of silver reflected from the light through the dirt and dust of the floor.  She will 
keep at it until she finds that coin. 
 There was great importance in what was lost.  But sometimes the lost don’t think they were lost.  It’s interesting 
that there are two very different parts to the crowd listening to Jesus.  The one recognized that they were lost and come 
flocking to Jesus to hear the message that they are found.  The other part of the crowd doesn’t recognize they were lost.  
Naturally, when it comes to our relationship with God we want to be left alone.  We think we can handle it by ourselves.  
We want to work out our own spiritual struggles in our own ways and deal with our sin when we are good and ready to 
deal with it or deal with it on our terms, if we deal with it at all.  I am going to define it for me and no one else can tell me 
otherwise.  We reveal just how lost we are in our sin when we think that we were never lost at all.  Maybe we take a page 
from Adam and Eve’s playbook.  When they disobeyed God and ate from the tree in the Garden God told them not to eat 
from what did they do?  Hid, gave excuses to God.  We can try to hide our sin from God.  We can try to hide our sin 
behind all kinds of excuses.  We don’t want to acknowledge just how lost we are apart from God, just like Adam and Eve. 
 Imagine if Genelle told Paul, who found her in the rubble, “No, I’m good.  I think I can get out.  I can wiggle my 
left hand a little bit so that’s a good start.  Just leave me here.  I don’t need you to find me.”  We recognize how foolish 
that would be in Genelle’s situation.  It’s as equally foolish for us spiritually to think we don’t need rescue because we 
were lost and buried under the burden of our sin and guilt with no hope of ever digging ourselves out.  Jesus knows us 
better.  Jesus doesn’t let us get away with thinking that we were just fine and that we weren’t lost.  God didn’t let Adam 
and Eve get away with it in the garden.  He didn’t let the Pharisees get away with it in our lesson.  He confronts them with 
their sin.  He does the same with us. 
 Jesus relentlessly seeks the lost.  He relentlessly seeks us.  In seeking us Jesus left no burden of sin unpaid for.  In 
seeking us Jesus left no burden of guilt on our backs.  He left no person to find their own payment for sin.  Jesus did it all 
because of his relentless love for the lost.  What was the reaction when the sheep was found and when the woman found 
the coin in her home?  “Whew, ok, that’s good.  Let’s go on with life and more important things.”  Scolding the sheep, 
“Why did you wander off?”   Not at all!  “Rejoice with me!  I found the lost sheep, the one we have been searching for 
and seeking!  I found it.  Friends, neighbors, everyone, I found the sheep that was lost!  Come and rejoice with me!”  
What does the woman when she finally finds the lost coin?  She calls to her neighbors, “I found it!  I found the coin!  
Rejoice!”   
 “In the same way, I tell you, there is rejoicing in the presence of the angels of God over one sinner who repents” 
(Luke 15:10).  Do you understand what that verse is saying?  There is rejoicing in heaven over every single lost sinner that 
is found in Jesus.  No matter what your past, what your sins, or how big and heavy your load of guilt is.  That means that 
there is rejoicing in heaven over you!  Brothers and sisters, you are not some small, insignificant thing to God on this 
planet of 7 billion.  You are not lost in the crowd.  You were the sheep that was lost.  You were the coin that was lost.  
Jesus has relentless love for the lost.  His search for you took him to a hill called Calvary 2,000 years ago.  His search 
for you took him to the cross on that hill.  His search for you took him to the pains of hell.  His search for you took him to 
the grave.  His search for you took him to the empty tomb and the glory of the resurrection on Easter Sunday.  That is 
what it took for Jesus so that you would not be lost for eternity.  That is his relentless love for the lost defined.  Jesus’ 
commitment to lost sinners like you and me never wavered for one second.  He never said, “This search has taken me too 
far and I’m not willing to go that far.”  Even though we gave God every reason to give up on us he never does.  That is 
how deep and relentless his love is for us. 
 What if they had given up?  What if they had stopped searching.  Almost all twenty survivors rescued from the 
rubble on 9/11 were rescued within the first few hours.  Surviving in the pile of dust, steel, concrete, and fire for 27 hours 
was nearly impossible.  Genelle Guzman-McMillan remembers a hand, then a voice.  She was found.  I imagine there was 
a deep level of rejoicing and celebration as they pulled her carefully and cautiously from the wreckage.  They had found 
one more.  Do you hear the rejoicing?  Not at Ground Zero on 9/11, but the rejoicing in heaven?  The rejoicing over lost 
sinners found like you and me.  Found by Jesus.  Found by his relentless love for the lost and pulled from the wreckage 
and burden of sin.  So, they rejoice in heaven because he has found one more.  Amen. 
  
  
  
  


