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*PRAY 
 
 Greg came into my family’s life in 1990. And I cannot say that he was invited, it 

was more like he invaded our lives in 1990. We moved from the idyllic, farming 

community of 10,000 that we still call “Camelot” because it was such a perfect time in 

my family’s life. My brother and I could ride our bikes anywhere in the community and 

still laugh about the time he fell from the tall magnolia tree in our front yard. My sister 

has some of her earliest memories there. My mother served on the school board and 

my father came into his own as a pastor. But it could not last forever, and it didn’t.  

 It was almost as if Greg came with my dad’s suburban Houston church, like the 

parsonage did; he was a fixture. He stood at least 6’2” and had this sort of gut that hung 

off the front. He had stringy blonde hair and he reeked of body odor and cigarette 

smoke. He didn’t really talk to anyone, but he was constantly mumbling to himself. We 

would see Greg all over northwest Houston, just walking around, mumbling, seeming 

completely out of it. He always wore a distinctive wooden cross around his neck. From 

time-to-time he was also seen dragging a wooden cross behind him as he walked up 

and down the major thoroughfare in front of the church. Because of the long hair and his 

apparent obsession with crosses, he was nicknamed “Greg Jesus.”  

 Greg would come into the church to use the restroom and evidently was once 

discovered smoking marijuana while in the restroom. No one wanted to confront him, so 

they summoned my father. These are the kinds of things no one tells you about in 

seminary! The story was legendary watching my 5’6” father stand there shaking a finger 
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and yelling at the 6’2” Greg, telling him that he could use the church’s restrooms and 

water fountains, but could not, under any circumstance, smoke or be under the 

influence of drugs while he did.  

 I don’t think anyone who ever encountered Greg believed him to be a threat, 

really, but certainly a menace. Inevitably he would show up during a high society 

wedding, or when the district superintendent or bishop was visiting, or on Christmas Eve 

with a building full of visitors who didn’t know that he was harmless.  

 And five years later, in 1995, Greg left our life as unceremoniously as he had 

entered it. My father was transferred to deep East Texas as a district superintendent 

overseeing nine counties for the United Methodist Church. The unique part of this for 

my family was that, for the first time, we could choose a church to attend and our father 

was not actually our pastor. We chose a church that surprised many. It was not the tall 

steeple church in a wealthy part of the community where we lived. We chose a historic 

church in a changing neighborhood that was struggling to figure out how to be the 

church in a world that had changed while it had not. But one thing this church did really 

right was to serve a hot breakfast to underprivileged persons on Saturday mornings. It 

was not only a way that they served the community, but it was a source of deep pride 

for the aging congregation. They could still be the hands and feet of Jesus in a real and 

tangible way, despite a declining budget, declining attendance, and declining facilities.  

 One Saturday morning in the summer of 1995, after moving away from suburban 

Houston and adjusting to life in East Texas (which, as a soon-to-be-junior in high 

school, I was convinced was the end of the world), my brother and I were serving 

breakfast at our new church home. I was dishing up pancakes and my brother Collin 
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was next to me putting sausage patties on the plates. We were attempting to be no 

more awkward than a high school junior and eighth grader who have just moved to a 

new community already look and feel. When I looked up, who did I see coming through 

the breakfast line that morning, more than 265 miles away from Houston? Greg. I 

elbowed my brother so hard, I thought he might drop the plate of pancakes before he 

put the sausage patty on. And then he saw Greg too and looked at me with a look of 

shock and humor. Greg did not recognize us and as quickly as he had appeared, he 

disappeared.  

 That night, as my family gathered for dinner, my brother and I told the story. We 

wondered aloud about how he had gotten there and whether we would see him again. 

We couldn’t believe that we had encountered him again. We went on to think about the 

fact that he was an odd reminder of a familiar place amid the unfamiliar. Ironically, that 

day, he had lived into his nickname, Greg Jesus,  

 Because you see, Greg personified almost every reason that we shun people 

from society. He didn’t bathe regularly, he wasn’t groomed, he did drugs, he carried a 

large cross around town, he didn’t speak to people, he mumbled to himself, he likely 

had one, if not several, mental health diagnoses. Greg was a lost sheep. And I have 

often wondered what had happened to him along his way. Was there not a family, or at 

least a sibling, out there somewhere searching for him? Or was he a veteran who had 

been lost in the system? Weren’t there resources for someone with mental health 

challenges like his? Or at least a homeless shelter that he could have gone to at night to 

sleep in a safe place, and get a shower and some clean clothes?  
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 Jesus said: “Which one of you, having a hundred sheep and losing one of them, 
does not leave the ninety-nine in the wilderness and go after the one that is lost until he 
finds it?” 
 

The 15th chapter of Luke is called the “lost chapter” because it features three 

parables about lost things: lost sheep, a lost coin, and a lost son– the prodigal son; Our 

text this morning speaks to two of those. And I would tell you that everything this city 

boy understands about lost sheep, I understand because of Greg. And I wonder who is 

the “Greg” in your life? Is it those who are locked in deplorable conditions at our 

southern border in a week when our highest court put another roadblock in place for 

those seeking asylum? Who has taught you about those whom society has shunned? 

Those without healthcare? Those for whom English is not their first language, 

Christianity is not their religion, or America is not their country of origin? 

In your most vulnerable and honest moment, I don’t know who the “lost sheep” 

are for you. Growing up, for me, it was Greg, the homeless man who wandered in and 

out of my church, smelling of body odor and cigarettes, sometimes carrying a cross 

around suburban Houston, and one day unexpectedly showing up more than 250 miles 

away in Texarkana, Texas in a food line for the homeless at my new church, the one 

who we sometimes called “Greg Jesus”. All these years later I find myself reflecting and 

wondering whether that nickname actually was the most appropriate, because he taught 

me more about how Jesus wants us to treat the outcast than anyone has since.  

Jesus said: “Which one of you, having a hundred sheep and losing one of them, 
does not leave the ninety-nine in the wilderness and go after [Greg, who is lost] until he 
finds [him]? 
  

  

 


