
God the 
We’ve	 all	 lost	 our	 keys,	 the	 TV	
clicker,	or	our	cell	phone.	And,	as	frustrating	as	
that	 is	(and	as	desperate	as	we	are	to	re-find	them),	they	don’t	 compare	to	
losing	 our	 kids.	Or,	 anywhere	 as	 close	 to	the	
intense	things	you’ll	do	to	find	them.
Years	 back,	 when	Julie	 and	 I	 had	our	 first	 3	
kids	 (our	 last	 son	would	later	make	 it	 4),	we	
had	 the	 fun	 blessing	 to	 fly	 to	 warm	 and	
wonderful	Orlando	for	 a	week	during	winter	
back	home.	Upon	landing,	 full	of	excitement,	
smelling	the	sweet	vegetation	in 	the	air	where	
it	only	smelled	like	dirty 	frozen	slush	back	at	
home,	 we	 pushed	 our	 luggage	 through	 the	
airport	to	get	to	the	counter	of	the	car	rental	
company.	 We	 spent	 the	 $3	 on	 renting	 that	
strangely-designed	 airport	 luggage	 cart	 that	
seems	designed	to	only	mysteriously	fit	half	of	
your	 family’s	 baggage	 (while	 forcing	 you	 to	
impossibly	 balance	 suitcases	 on	 top	 of	 one	
another	 like	 circus	 performers).	 So,	 we’re	
shoving	that	thing	through	the	airport	with	our	
additional	 roller	 suitcases,	 our	 littlest	 one	 in	 the	
stroller,	small	bags	over	the	shoulders,	and	trying	to	keep	all	our	mini-me’s	in	
order.	 Of	 course,	 our	 4-	 and	 6-year-old	 boys	 were	 sprinting	 down	 the	
corridors,	 ninja-kicking	 off	walls,	 and	 fake-laser-gun-blasting	each	other	 and	
unwitting	visitors	from	other	countries.	That	said,	Julie	and	I	were	managing	
alright---especially	since	we	were	all	 in	vacation	moods.	Well,	we	 arrived	at	
the	elevator	where	we	needed	to	head	a	level	down	to	the	rental	counter,	so	
our	 eldest	 hit	 the	 button	 as	 instructed.	 Since	 we	 had	 a	 second,	 we	were	
doing	a	quick	check,	making	sure	everything	was	in	place.	Slow	to	notice	that	
the	doors	had	opened	and	that	my	son,	 Jack,	had	slipped	into	the	elevator,	
everyone	was	waiting	on	me	to	push	the	big	clumsy	cart	I	was	pushing	 that	
was	clogging	 the	way.	So,	just	as	I	began	to	shove	the	overloaded	cart,	 the	
elevator	doors	closed	with	incredible	speed.			 															With	our	son	in	it.
And	no	matter	 how	many	times	 I	 hurriedly	poked	the	 illuminated	elevator	
button,	 the	 doors	wouldn’t	 re-open	and	give	me	 back	 my	 son.	 Not	 being	
familiar	with	the	airport,	I	didn’t	even	know	which	way	to	run	to	find	a	way	
downstairs.	But,	even	not	 knowing	where	 to	go,	 I	 ran	anyway.	 I	had	to	do	
something.	 I	 think	I	flew	 down	the	stairs	.	 .	 .	
once	I	found	them.	“Dear	God,	keep	my	child	
safe!	 Help	 me	 find	him.	 And	 help	 HIM	 find	
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The	Son	of	Man	came	to	
seek	and	to	save	the	lost.Pursuer 
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ME!”	I	prayed.	And	after	what	felt	like	forever,	I	got	to	the	elevator	doors	
a	 level	down.	 (Knowing	my	kid,	who	knew	what	 level	 he’d	

end	up	 at?!)	 Lo	 and	behold,	 there	was	 Jack.		
Just	standing	there	.	.	.	almost	as	desperate	
as	me.	And	I	grabbed	him	with	all	my	might.		
He	 was	 wide-eyed	 and	 laughing	 as	 we	
squeezed	each	other.	You	know	as	well	as	I	
do,	 I	 would	 have	 done	 anything	 and	
everything	to	find	my	child.		
Desperate	is	the	pursuit	with	which	the	Son	
of	 God	 is	 seeking	 US.	 	 He	 came	 bounding	
down	 the	 stairs	 from	 Heaven	 to	 Earth	 to	
pursue	each	one	of	us,	find	us,	and	pull	us	to	
H im s e l f .		
A n d	 i t	
was	 His	

prayer	 to	
the	 Father	 that	 not	 only	would	He	 find	
us,	but	that	we	might	look	for	Him,	too.
Which	alerts	a	critical	 question:	 	Do	 you	
know	you’re	being	 looked	for?	When	we	
know	we’re	being	 looked	for,	we’ll	 look	
for	 who’s	 looking	 for	 us,	 too.	 In 	 the	
book’s	 intro,	 we	 pointed	 out	 that	
Christianity	has	always	been	the	pursuit	
of	 a	 person.	 We	 have	 a	 choice	 about	
WHO	that	 person	 is	 that	 we	 are	 seeking	
back.		Jeremiah	the	prophet	spoke	of	this	dilemma	hundreds	of	years	before	
Jesus,	God’s	Son,	had	come	to	Earth.	At	that	time	 in	history,	people	of	faith	
deeply	longed	to	be	able	to	see	the	promised	Messiah	come	and	heal	their	
souls	and	the	soul	of	the	world.	In	light	of	this,	the	Jeremiah	said:	“The	LORD	
is	good	to	 those	who	wait	 for	Him,	 to	 the	person	 who	 seeks	Him”	 (Lament.	
3:25).	God	is	seeking	us	already,	but	He’s	also	waiting	 for	each	of	us	to	stop,	
take	 notice	 of	 our	 circumstances,	 and	 admit	 we’re	 lost.	 It’s	 amazing	 how	
quickly	God’s	saving	Son	Jesus	appears	when	we’re	both	looking.

I	have	hope.	The	LORD'S	
lovingkindnesses	.	.	.	His	
compassions	never	fail.	
They	are	new	every	
morning;	great	is	Your	
faithfulness.		“The	LORD	
is	my	portion,”	says	my	
soul,	“Therefore	I	have	
hope	in	Him.”			The	LORD	
is	good	to	those	who	
wait	for	Him,	to	the	
person	who	seeks	Him.	
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The	angel	answered	and	
said	to	the	women,	“Do		not	

be	afraid,	for	I	know	that	
you	seek	Jesus	who	was	

crucified.	He	is	not	here;	for	
He	is	risen,	as	He	said.	Come,	

see	the	place	where	the	
Lord	lay.	And	go	quickly	and	

tell	His	disciples	that	He	is	
risen	from	the	dead	.	.	.”

matthew	28:5				nkjv

What	do	you	think	Scripture	means	
when	it	talks	about	people	being	“lost”?


