
LOST AND FOUND 

 

I lost weight. I’m losing weight. I have to lose weight. I’m on a weight loss diet.  Think 

about these words: lost, losing, lose, loss. 

 

Doesn’t losing something imply that you will eventually find it?  After all, what’s a Lost 

and Found without the Found part? Maybe what you lost won’t be found for a while, but 

you still believe you will recover it some day. 

 

So that’s what’s wrong with this whole weight loss mentality. Believe me, I’ve been 

continually finding the weight I lost, over and over again. It just knows not to hide for too 

long, because it is a loss and it sounds like it’s laying in that big box with all the left 

handed gloves. 

 

Let’s look at weight loss in a different way. What if it was spoken of as we speak of 

objects? 

Oh that weight, I got rid of it years ago, I gave it to charity or I sold it on EBay.   

 

What about all the people who are starving in third world countries. 

Let’s send our weight over to them.  Our excess poundage could maintain whole 

communities for years. They could literally live off the fat of our land. 

 

I love the idea of losing weight by pounds melting away.  I envision a patty melt or 

melting chocolate.  It would look like hot butter dripping off of corn on the cob. Doesn’t 

mean it’s lost, it’s just in another form. 

 

Oh, and don’t you just love the sappy phrase, “You never know what you had until you 

lost it.”  Yeah, I know what I had and it keeps coming back. 

Or “I was lost, but now I’m found.”  Yup, I keep finding it. 

 

Well, I say it is better to have lost the loss than to keep losing what you lost. 

 

On this Yom Kippur, let us lose the weight of our transgressions and may we never find 

them again! 
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