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The Good Shepherd: A Reflection in Two Voices 

 

 

 

SHEPHERD: 

Being a shepherd, I should be very dear to you, Lord. 

There are plenty of shepherds in the Bible: 

So many in fact that I easily lose track of them:  

Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob all had flocks. 

Moses looked after sheep for his father-in-law. 

King David learned to lead and protect by looking after his father’s flock. 

The prophet Amos was a shepherd, and Ezekiel used shepherds as the 

model for leadership. 

‘Shepherd’ is even used as a metaphor for your care;  

People talk about it all the time, although I must confess that I don’t 

always understand it and think it has been abused. 

You call your people your ‘flock’, 

The Psalmist says, ‘The Lord is my shepherd!’ 

And Jesus said, ‘I am the Good Shepherd!’ 

 

There’s a great deal of sense in it all. 

Being a shepherd teaches you about care. 

It’s more than providing fields and food and fences. 

It’s more than long hours and cold and disturbed nights. 

Being a shepherd means know your flock – really knowing them – and it’s 

about being proud of doing the right thing by them, whatever the cost to 

yourself. 

‘Animal welfare’ is a very worthy phrase, 

But ‘looking after my sheep’ is all of that … and so, so, much more. 

It’s warmer and gentler somehow, but without being cloy and 

sentimental about it. 

 

But at the moment it doesn’t feel as though that’s the way you look after 

me or my fellow shepherds, and all those who work on the land. 

I hear that the Lord’s my shepherd, but it seems that I do want. 
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The Good Shepherd has laid down his life for me, 

By my life and my livelihood is endlessly under threat too. 

Why can’t you lead us into green pastures? 

We look after your creation and after your good land and make sure that 

people are fed, but there are dangers all around us: 

Poor weather, poverty, the threat of disease, the loss of funding, less and 

less return for more and more work. 

During the dark times I hoped against hope that there would be still 

waters of prosperity to drink from, 

But even when prices and job satisfaction are high, the wolf and its 

portend of disaster is not far from the door; 

I hear him prowling outside, and I wait - in fear - for him to knock. 

I know I am not alone in my anxiety. 

The future is uncertain and it doesn’t take a lot to upset the fragile 

balance of our rural way of life: 

A new directive, more restrictions, more paperwork, 

a prolonged period of unseasonal weather, an infection, a few more 

lambs dying, a drop in demand.  

The table prepared for family farmers isn’t going to fatten us up anytime 

soon. 

And where O where, God, is your goodness and mercy for the shepherd,  

poisoned by the sheep-dip chemicals we are forced to use?  Or driven to 

loneliness and poor mental health because of the kinds of lives we lead? 

Have you deserted me in the face of economic forces, like a hireling 

running away to save his skin? 

 

 

 

GOD ANSWERS: 

My dear one, I have not run away.  I am near enough to hear the fear in 

your cry, and the trembling in your voice. 

I didn’t allow the name ‘shepherd’ to be used lightly about me, but some 

people do not take responsibility for the things they say about me; do not 

used the imagery as it’s intended. 
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In Biblical times a shepherd had to contend with great hardship and 

danger;  

Wild animals and robbers, drought, and shortage of pasture were just 

some of the many enemies. 

And a good shepherd never deserted his flock … never: 

He did whatever he could to keep the flock together, 

calling, watching, and searching out by day, 

sleeping across the entrance to the fold at night. 

He was the watchman, the security officer, the vet, the transportation.   

He cared for their every need over that of himself and his own health and 

happiness. 

And for all this he received no honour. 

Society treated him as a rogue, an outsider, the lowest of the low.   

I know how much pain this has caused you. 

 

So I am called the Good Shepherd. 

I am your shepherd as you have been a shepherd in turn. 

But my sheep can’t expect to walk in smoother paths than I have walked 

through.   

Sometimes the way will be easy and light, but at other times it will be 

uneven, rocky, and hard going. 

But I promise that I will go with you through every dark valley, 

through illness, loss, pain, disappointment, poverty, mockery. 

Even death. 

I know my way through them all; 

I have been there before you and have come through. 

I can offer you that hope. 

Take courage from that. 

You are never alone. 

When you lose sight of me I can tap my staff on the ground so that you 

know I am still here. 

But I do not pretend that I am going to just lift you out of the valley. 

I’m not a lottery ticket or a ready-made solution to a better life. 

Having faith in me doesn’t act like a kind of magic pill which makes 

everything easy and takes away your pain.   

You will still struggle, and life will still be hard.  

Following me will not be easy, but I will never abandon you. 

Never. 

 

I am the Good Shepherd. 

I know you, I heard you. 

I care for you, and I am with you. 

I love you. 
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You have chosen a demanding way of life, 

and you live in a demanding society. 

Demanding but disconnected: 

A consumer society, consuming product and producer alike,  

consuming past, and present, and future, 

consuming the countryside and those who live and work there, 

greedily consuming itself as it strays from my paths and pastures. 

But I am the Good Shepherd, yesterday, today, and forever,  

and I will seek to save all but myself. 

And that ‘All’ includes you, my dear one. 

 

BOTH: 

Amen. 

 

 


