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Lost and Found 
May 13, 2018 

 
Good morning. Long time no see. 

Right off the bat I want to apologize 
for that. Not for being sick, because 

that’s something that happens. But 

I’ve been away for almost three 
months, and I’m sorry that we’ve had 

this disruption in our new relationship 
together and in our ministry for Christ. 

We were just getting to know each 
other and I up and disappear. I can 

only imagine how much uncertainty 
and worry that might have caused. I 

want to assure you that, first of all, it had nothing to do with any of you, and 
I am so grateful for the prayers, cards and support that have been offered 

along the way on your behalf by the M&P Committee. I am blessed to know 
you. 

 
In the announcement last week there were a lot of technical terms. Autism, 

depression, emotional disregulation. I’m sure that’s a lot to take in. What it 

really means in practical terms is that I am a deep, intense thinker, and if 
my thoughts go off in one direction they go there quickly and deeply. Usually 

it’s the right direction -- in school I get straight As; in prayer I sense the 
presence of God; in pastoral care I am completely focused on the person I’m 

visiting. In most contexts, my focus is a gift that leads to success. 
 

However, if it goes in the wrong direction I can get stuck and have trouble 
making my way back. In technical terms this can be called perseverating or 

stimming. It’s like going around and around in circles until something breaks 
the cycle.  

 
I usually have good self-care practices that prevent getting stuck like that. I 

pray and meditate, take walks, talk with people, read books, sleep well, eat 
healthy. But if too many of those practices get disrupted I can start to lose 

focus. Like anybody, stress can limit my capacity. But if all I’m thinking 

about is stress, I can get stuck in that cycle and forget to take care of 
myself. What happened in February is that I stopped taking care of myself 

altogether. My thought process got stuck in a very bad place and I almost 
didn’t make it back.  

 
Worship is about coming together as the called people of God and offering 

our service to the Lord and to each other. Most Sunday mornings will be 
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about how we can do that together. Today I think sharing why February 
happened and what God did about it will get us back to worshipping 

together. You all deserve an explanation of why I’ve been away, but the 
Bible also encourages us to praise what God has done when we are in the 

congregation. So today you will get both from me -- my explanation and my 
praise, so that we can all move forward praising God. 

 
To understand February I have to go back, to when I was twelve years old. 

In my first sermon here I talked about my baptism, how I had been bullied 
as a child and good friends loved me into being, and brought me to the 

Church. That message focused on the good outcome -- I got to encounter 
the Holy Spirit and find faith and community. But it glossed over who I was 

before that encounter. I was a lonely, scared child who got picked on and 
hurt every day. By the time I was twelve years old, after the death of my 

maternal grandfather, I came to believe that, if I died, no one would notice 

or care.  
 

I believed I didn’t matter. Church changed that. I mattered to Jesus, who 
saved me. I mattered to the Holy Spirit, who helped me. I mattered to God, 

who created me. I mattered to the minister who baptized me, the youth 
group that encouraged me, the choir who sang with me. I made friends and 

excelled in school and impressed my teachers. I started out with nothing and 
suddenly had all this value added. I ended up studying theology so I could 

express God’s love to other people and help them in finding the acceptance 
that I had found in Church. 

 
So far, so good. But then things started to get taken away. My youth 

minister, Jamie Holtom, lost his son Lucas in a tornado in 2000, which 
affected our whole church. My uncle died unexpectedly, and then my 

maternal grandmother. Another uncle died of cancer. So did my brother’s 

best friend. One of the people in my high school group died. Several great 
uncles. A friend’s father. I left school on a sabbatical to figure out my focus. 

 
I got married and started having kids, but I was away from my calling and 

wondering if I would get back. My parents separated. Depressed, my brother 
attempted suicide and I did the CPR that saved his life. My parents, siblings 

and extended family divided over these events, people picked sides and 
stopped talking to each other. I had to take care of my little family on my 

own. My friends were scattered all over the country and none of us did a 
good job of staying in touch. 

 
I kept losing the things that had defined my value. And over time it got 

worse instead of better. My aunt died, then my father died, then my paternal 
grandmother, then my other aunt. I left my job to return to the Church, 
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which was great, but then one of my congregations started talking about 
closure or amalgamation. I had to search for a new learning site to protect 

my education. 
 

Now, I served at two churches. The first was suburban, small, but surviving 
and full of the Spirit. They encouraged my return to school and supported 

me, like all of you. The one that was amalgamating was rural and struggling. 
They were focused on the negatives more than what God was doing in their 

midst, sad to say. I would get filled up at the first church and drained at the 
second.   

 
The job offer from Carlisle/Kilbride was a chance to start fresh, a wonderful, 

gracious opportunity. But while it meant leaving a negative situation, it also 
meant leaving my suburban church, which felt like leaving family. Leaving 

people I loved. That got scarier and scarier as the months went by because 

life got more and more stressful and I had less and less support to talk 
about it. We had to move our tenants, sell our house, find a new one, 

change schools, pack and move. None of that is easy. But we did it. 
 

Then our roof leaked, our furnace died, and our Jeep broke down. We 
handled those things, but we were tired. Four out of five kids got sick this 

winter, missing school, going on antibiotics. We were stretched thin. 
Underneath it all I couldn’t stop thinking about three things: 

 
In 2016 a young father committed suicide in the rural community around my 

second church. The local health unit asked our church to provide meals for 
the family over Christmas break as respite. The people in my congregation 

who were asked ended up saying no. Their reason? “We don’t know those 
people.” 

 

I thought about my brother, almost ending his life in 2006. I thought about 
me at 12, thinking the world wouldn’t miss me if I died. I knew I was a 

minister in a place that wouldn’t care. Where twelve-year old me wouldn’t 
matter, where my brother wouldn’t matter, where that young father and his 

family didn’t matter. And Church is where everyone matters. I knew I had to 
leave. But in leaving, I felt like I cut myself off from all the things that made 

me matter. 
 

In that sense of isolation, of lonely desperation, frayed and tired and 
stressed, I started arguing with my family. In February I badly frightened 

them and they asked me to leave. I think they meant go take a walk, but I 
took them literally. I walked into the night, in freezing rain, and wandered 

until the next afternoon, when I turned up in New Hamburg, waterlogged 
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and tired. When I checked my Fitbit a few days later I learned that I walked 
approximately 60 kilometres overall, in a twenty hour period.  

 
That night I believed I had lost everything. My family, my job, my future, 

myself. Everything got stripped away. The only person really to blame was 
myself, and my own negative thought process. I was mentally unhealthy. 

But in losing everything about myself, I found something. I found the truth 
about my relationship with God. As I walked, soaked by the rain, convinced I 

had lost everything, the Holy Spirit showed up, singing. I remember telling 
the Spirit to be quiet, not to sing, because I had messed everything up. 

God’s Presence kept insisting that in the long run everything would be okay. 
That losing things and finding God was what Lent was all about. 

 
What happened next was that Jesus showed up to sit with me. I’d met the 

Holy Spirit in 1997 at my baptism, but I never expected Jesus. The Prince of 

Peace and Lord of Lords was someone I was willing to follow, but He seemed 
always over the horizon, far in the distance, with more important things to 

do than visit me. In His comforting Presence, I knew that wasn’t true. Jesus 
is never too busy for any of us. He’s always right here, beside us, waiting for 

us to see and hear. Seek and ye shall find, ask and ye shall receive, knock 
and it will be opened unto you. 

 
I went to Southdown, where ministers can be assessed and treated for 

mental health, among other things. Thanks to their recommendations I am 
receiving ongoing support. My family and I have been spending time 

together, getting counselling, working on healing and going forward. 
Southdown, the doctors and Hamilton Conference all determined I was ready 

to come back to work, so here I am. 
 

But as much as all of that helped, what saved me was Jesus. When 

everything was stripped away, in the wreckage of my life, under the rubble I 
found the foundation that will not move, the rock upon which we can all 

stand. I learned the truth of Scripture, one of my favourite passages, from 
Paul’s letter to the church in Rome, chapter 8, starting at verse 18. I think 

it’s important to make note of who Paul was. As Saul he worked for the 
Jewish Temple and hunted Christians, sometimes to the death. After 

encountering Christ he is taken in by the early Church to be healed, forgiven 
and saved, so that he becomes the apostle Paul, who writes things like this: 

 
“I consider that the sufferings of this present time are not worth comparing 

with the glory about to be revealed to us. For the creation waits with eager 
longing for the revealing of the children of God; for the creation was 

subjected to futility, not of its own will but by the will of the one who 
subjected it, in hope that the creation itself will be set free from its bondage 
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to decay and will obtain the freedom of the glory of the children of God. We 
know that the whole creation has been groaning in labor pains until now; 

and not only the creation, but we ourselves, who have the first fruits of the 
Spirit, groan inwardly while we wait for adoption, the redemption of our 

bodies. For in hope we were saved. Now hope that is seen is not hope. For 
who hopes for what is seen? But if we hope for what we do not see, we wait 

for it with patience. 
 

“Likewise the Spirit helps us in our weakness; for we do not know how to 
pray as we ought, but that very Spirit intercedes with sighs too deep for 

words. And God, who searches the heart, knows what is the mind of the 
Spirit, because the Spirit intercedes for the saints according to the will of 

God. 
 

“We know that all things work together for good for those who love God, 

who are called according to his purpose. For those whom he foreknew he 
also predestined to be conformed to the image of his Son, in order that he 

might be the firstborn within a large family. And those whom he predestined 
he also called; and those whom he called he also justified; and those whom 

he justified he also glorified. 
 

“What then are we to say about these things? If God is for us, who is against 
us? He who did not withhold his own Son, but gave him up for all of us, will 

he not with him also give us everything else? Who will bring any charge 
against God’s elect? It is God who justifies. Who is to condemn? It is Christ 

Jesus, who died, yes, who was raised, who is at the right hand of God, who 
indeed intercedes for us. Who will separate us from the love of Christ? Will 

hardship, or distress, or persecution, or famine, or nakedness, or peril, or 
sword? As it is written, 

“For your sake we are being killed all day long; 

we are accounted as sheep to be slaughtered.” 
 

No, in all these things we are more than conquerors through Him who loved 
us. For I am convinced that neither death, nor life, nor angels, nor rulers, 

nor things present, nor things to come, nor powers, nor height, nor depth, 
nor anything else in all creation, will be able to separate us from the love of 

God in Christ Jesus our Lord.” 
 

Nothing can separate us from the love of God in Jesus. He comes to find His 
lost sheep and lead them home. I was lost and now I’m found. I matter to 

Jesus. You matter to Jesus. Together we can create a place where we 
declare that everyone matters, where no one stays lost, that the Word 

became flesh in Jesus Christ, and that Word is Love. Thanks be to God. 

 


