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‘Come and See” 

Text: John 1:29-42 

 

A man was pacing back and forth at work when one of his co-workers asked why he looked so 

distraught.  The man explained that his wife had tied a string around his finger to remind him of 

something but now he couldn’t remember what it was about.  The co-worker suggested that he 

just call his wife and ask her to remind him once more.  The man couldn’t do this because it 

would only reinforce his forgetfulness and his wife’s claims that he didn’t listen.  So the co-

worker pondered a bit and said, “Maybe you are supposed to get something at the grocery store.  

Milk? Bread?”  The man thought a bit and agreed that that could be it.  Then the co-worker 

added, “Or it might be your anniversary.  Maybe you need to get some roses or chocolates.”  The 

man thought this could be true as well.  “Maybe you’re supposed to pick something up at the 

cleaners on the way home.”  Once again the man nodded that this could be it. 

 

So, when he left work, the man stopped by the flower shop to get a dozen roses.  Then he went to 

cleaners to pick up their clothing.  Finally, he stopped at the grocery and bought milk and bread.  

With his hands full, he walked through the door.  He showed her the flowers; no reaction.  The 

dry cleaning; still nothing.  With a smile he extended the milk and bread; no reaction.  “Did I 

forget something?” he asked.  With a look of frustration she replied, “You’re late.  The string on 

your finger was to remind you to come home early tonight.” 

 

The sermon this morning isn’t really about forgetfulness.  It is about looking for something. 

 

The scriptures begin with Jesus walking alone by the seashore.  He turns to those he meets and 

asks them a single question.  It is a powerful question.  And it is question that echoes through the 

years meeting us right here.  He asks, “What are you searching for?”  It is a powerful question 

because we are all searching for something.  The things we are looking for will vary from person 

to person, but we are all searching for something.   

 

We are searching for hope, searching for peace---in our personal lives, in our families, in our 

world.  We are searching for meaning.  We are searching for a cure.  We are searching for 

comfort.  We are searching to discover whether what we are doing with our lives is what we are 

meant to do.  We are searching for an answer to a perplexing problem.  We are all searching for 

something.  And the mystery of that search is that we know we are looking for something, but 

sometimes we don’t even know what it is we are searching for. 

 

If we don’t know what we are searching for, how can we begin to know where to find it?  Each 

day becomes a journey with neither a map nor a destination.  Before we wander any further, 

perhaps it is time to stop and wait patiently, listening to understand what we need. 



A few years ago, I spent a week at a retreat center in New Mexico.  One might define the center 

by what it doesn’t have.  There are no televisions.  There are no newspapers.  There is internet in 

the library, but the library closes at noon each day.  But I would define the retreat center not by 

what it lacks, but for what it provides.  It provides silence---an abundance of silence. 

 

After clearing all the clutter away, there is silence to ask the meaningful questions of life.  What 

am I searching for?  The silence opens up with a quiet voice that is like music to one’s ears, 

offering meaning and insight for both one’s individual and collective life.  What are you 

searching for?  If only for a few minutes in our week, worship helps us slow down, pay attention 

and listen for the gentle nudges from God’s Spirit. 

 

Jesus asks this question indiscriminately, “What are you searching for?”  In that simple question 

he opened the space to admit that none of us has all the answers.  There is no one who has life all 

figured out.  There is no point in life at which it all makes sense and we wake up each day with 

the full assurance of who we are and what we are to do.  We don’t have to pretend to have 

everything figured out.  We can share our hopes and fears, our dreams and our doubts, our 

successes and our failures, knowing that we are not alone. 

 

It is interesting to me that when Jesus asked the question of those he encountered, “What are you 

looking for?” the question may have caught them off-guard.  They didn’t know how to answer.  

The best that they could do is ask where he was staying.  Whatever they were searching for, 

whatever they needed, would only be found by being with him.  Whether they knew what they 

were looking for or not, they understood that they would only find the answer by being with him. 

 

Jesus provides a simple answer to them and to us.  He simply tells them, “Come and see.”  Even 

if you aren’t sure what you are looking for, just come a little closer.  And the irony of this story 

is that they didn’t just come and see.  They stayed.  They didn’t find all the answers they sought 

at one moment, but they could sense that Jesus had a lot to offer.  And so they remained.   

 

I am disappointed that I will miss the First Cares event tomorrow.  It is a tangible way in which 

we follow Jesus’ commandment to serve one another.  Tomorrow morning folks will gather in 

our Fellowship Hall and there will be projects of all sorts.  In one part of the Fellowship Hall 

there will be folks addressing hunger in our community as they pack meals. All the food is 

provided by a group called the Million Meal Movement aimed at addressing hunger in our 

community and around the world.   

 

There will also be folks making blankets and stuffed animals that will be given to foster children.  

In records from two years ago, it was indicated that 418 children were placed in foster care in 

Bartholomew County.  This can be a stressful and difficult time for children.  The blankets and 

stuffed animals are given to the children as something personal they can keep, something that is 

theirs.  It is an important ministry to ease that transition new families. 

 

At First Cares, there will also be folks who choose to volunteer helping local agencies.  We have 

members heading to the Humane Society to help there, some who will go to the local domestic 

abuse center, Turning Point.  In all of these ways, we will be putting our faith into practice to 

care for those who are hurting, hungry, in need.  Our work is more than just preparing a blanket 



or cleaning a kitchen.  It is about serving others and loving our neighbor.  It is about working 

together as a community of faith, all ages, all abilities, God’s people making a difference.  Want 

to know what the church is about?  Come and see. 

 

Last year we took a group to Guatemala to work at a local elementary school.  It was hard, but 

rewarding work.  But I know that there are many folks who cannot make such a trip.  And there 

are plenty of places that could use our help.  One of the responses to that was to ask the 

Foundation for a grant last year to enable people to create their own mission work right here in 

Columbus.  As a result of this, we had several mission projects that happened right here in our 

community.  It was fun to see the dreams and visions of members of this congregation and to see 

those dreams become a reality.  The ministry was such a success that this year, the Mission 

Committee built funds into their budget to continue the good work.  We want to encourage 

everyone to dare to dream of new ministries and possibilities.  This is an exciting way that the 

church is living out our ministry.  Want to know what the church is about?  Come and see! 

 

We are working on other exciting things for this year.  We are planning a mission trip for all ages 

this summer.  There are Life Planning Seminars, sponsored by our Finance Committee.  These 

seminars will discuss things like Advance health care directives, estate planning, wills, choosing 

nursing home care for loved ones.  It is an example of the church facilitating the important 

conversations we need to have, but are sometimes reluctant to begin.   

 

I remember a gentleman who began attending church.  He would frequently arrive just as the 

service began and depart quickly when the service ended.  It took a while before we were able to 

get a name and contact information.  When we finally did, I called to say that I was glad he was 

attending.  As we spoke, I asked what brought him to our church.  I didn’t know if someone had 

invited him or how he heard about us. 

 

He explained that he had been out for a walk one Sunday morning and heard the organ music and 

wanted to hear more.  That first Sunday, he came into the church but not the sanctuary.  The next 

week, he ventured further inside.  He explained that he had not been raised in the church, wasn’t 

really sure what he believed, but he really loved the music.  He wanted to know if it was ok to 

keep attending.  I assured him that it was. 

 

He became a regular, week after week sitting near the front of the sanctuary eager to hear the 

music and sing the hymns.  He began to speak with some of the members and was making some 

friendships.  Although I never heard him sing, I had hopes that he might consider joining the 

choir, but he never did.  After several months, he met me at the backdoor and said with tears in 

his eyes that this was to be his last Sunday.  He was moving out of state.  This man who had 

reluctantly walked through the doors had found a place to call home.  I encouraged him to seek 

out a church in the community where he was moving and hope that he would find a new church 

home there. 

 

I don’t know exactly what this man was looking for.  I don’t know if he knew what he was 

looking for.  Was he searching for God?  Was he looking for a community to address his 

loneliness?  Was he looking for something meaningful?  I don’t know.  All I know is that one 

morning he felt that gentle nudge and came inside and he found what he needed. 



This is true for each of us.  Jesus’ question echoes through the centuries asking us, “What are 

you looking for?”  I believe you will find it here in community.  Are you hurting?  This is a place 

of comfort.  Are you lonely?  This is a place of welcome and community.  Are you doubtful?  

This is a safe place to ask questions and seek answers.  Are you afraid?  This is a place where 

God’s love will surround you and hold you secure.  The answers to that question are just as 

varied as the people in this room, but together we are guided to the places where God meets us. 

 

In a story likely to come up tonight at the book club, the author of the book, “The Day the World 

Came to Town” tells about the people aboard flights that were forced to land in Gander 

Newfoundland on the day of September 11th.  U.S. airspace was closed and all airplanes forced 

to land at the nearest airport.  Several international flights were diverted to the island city of 

Gander which immediately responded with incredible hospitality.   

 

One of the passengers stranded there was an Orthodox Rabbi.  When community members 

brought food, he didn’t eat anything.  He didn’t want to trouble them, but he could only eat 

kosher food.  When they realized this, they created a kosher kitchen and surprised him with 

wonderful meals.   

 

After being stranded for several days, his flight was finally cleared to continue its journey.  The 

only problem was that it was on the Sabbath.  Orthodox Jews do not travel on the Sabbath.  He 

was left behind.  The locals continued to surround him with hospitality and kindness while he 

awaited another flight.  The rabbi took this all in stride, assuming that this inconvenience was for 

a reason. 

 

Although he had asked, the residents had said there were no Jews living on the island.  But that 

evening, an elderly man came to see him.  He told a story that no one, not even his own family, 

knew.  He had been born in Poland.  When the Nazi’s invaded his country, his parents made 

provisions for him to be smuggled to England.  Not knowing who to trust, he was instructed to 

tell no one that he was Jewish.  He was eventually adopted by a family in Canada and moved 

there.  He never told anyone of his Jewish heritage. 

 

But this night, sitting beside an Orthodox Rabbi, he was able to recall some of the songs of faith 

he remembered, to talk about his family, to share the secrets he had told no one.  Was it just 

chance, fate, happenstance?  One might conclude that.  Or perhaps it was the hand of God 

bringing together the right people at the right time to find healing and hope. 

 

Jesus couldn’t begin to tell the future disciples where this grand adventure would lead.  They 

would see miracles and unexplained events.  They would have their hearts broken and their 

spirits inspired.  They would have their minds stretched and their assumptions challenged.  They 

would experience love and peace and joy in ways they could never imagine.  At times they 

would dance with delight and at other times weep with profound sadness.  There was no way to 

explain all that awaited.  Jesus just said, “Come and see.”  And he extends that same offer to us 

today.  Like any good journey, it is not just the search itself, but it is finding traveling 

companions that makes this adventure such a delight. 


