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John 10:11-18 

Jesus said, “I am the good shepherd. The good shepherd lays down his life for the sheep. The 

hired hand, who is not the shepherd and does not own the sheep, sees the wolf coming and leaves 

the sheep and runs away—and the wolf snatches them and scatters them. The hired hand runs 

away because a hired hand does not care for the sheep. I am the good shepherd. I know my own 

and my own know me, just as the Father knows me and I know the Father. And I lay down my life 

for the sheep. I have other sheep that do not belong to this fold. I must bring them also, and they 

will listen to my voice. So there will be one flock, one shepherd. For this reason the Father loves 

me, because I lay down my life in order to take it up again. No one takes it from me, but I lay it 

down of my own accord. I have power to lay it down, and I have power to take it up again. I have 

received this command from my Father.” 

 

Dr. Thomas Long, is the Professor of Homiletics, which is seminary speak for preaching, 

at Emory University.  Once, in a sermon, he told a story about a dinner party.  The gathering 

took place in 1990 just after the fall of the Berlin Wall.  It was a good evening, filled with good 

food and great conversation.  As the dishes were being cleared and they were settling into their 

coffee or their after-dinner drink, the conversation got more serious.   

The guest of honor for the evening, and the reason for the gathering, was a church leader 

from central Europe.  Everyone was eager to hear, from someone who was actually there, about 

how the church had managed to survive during all those dark years under atheistic communism.  

They were curious how things had changed after the collapse, now that religious freedom had 

found its way back into society, and they wondered what they might learn for their ministries.   

At first the guest of honor sat back and listened carefully and quietly to their questions.  

He was still not quite used to such open conversation among strangers.  Finally, as the questions 

slowed, he began to speak, somewhat cautiously, of the oppressive social and political climate of 

his part of the world during that time.  And along with that he also spoke about how the church 

was made strong through the hardship and persecution it endured.  He also told them that he was 

worried.  He was worried that they might let down their guard and become lax in this new, 

seemingly friendlier, atmosphere.   

His hesitation and guardedness at the table that night was better understood when he told 

them that although the church was actually officially tolerated in his country, it was always, 

through laws and actions, undermined and repressed.  He told of how members of the clergy 

were always monitored by agents who had infiltrated their ranks.  “We would have a meeting,” 

he said, “about some matter of church business knowing for certain that not everyone in the 

room could be trusted. Some of the ‘ministers’ there were actually government plants.”  But then 

he added with a small smile, “But even though these government spies were careful never to 
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betray their true identities, we could always tell who they were.”  Eyebrows went up around the 

table.  “How were you able to tell?”, someone finally asked.  “It was their voice”, he told them.  

“Something in their voice would always give them away.” 

There was something in their voice.  “They could tell by the voice,” he said.  The words 

may have been smooth and well chosen, but there was something in the texture, or the tone, or 

whatever, that gave them away.  There was something that disclosed their true intentions.  

Something in their voices that enabled the rest of them to know who in the room was not 

faithfully looking out for their best interests.  Someone who had a personal agenda and a 

different master. 

Isn’t that what we heard about in our Gospel passage today, but just the other way 

around?  “I am the Good Shepherd.  I know my own and my own know me.”  And they followed 

because they knew his voice.   

But, when the Shepherd speaks, what is it that we recognize?  In the midst of all the 

clutter, all the racket of competing voices, and personal agendas, and even all the beckoning of 

sincere, yet often misled, human hearts, what is it that we recognize in the Good Shepherd that 

inspires us to get up and follow?  What did they hear?  What are we to listen for? 

Well, one thing is a deeply ingrained familiarity.  Deep inside us, I believe that we know 

the voice that we were created to hear.  We know it texture.  We know its tone.  It connects to us 

in a way that nothing else can.  Just like a newborn baby that hears its mother’s voice for the first 

time outside the womb, we recognize the voice that has been imprinted on us, and not only us, 

but upon all creation for all time.  It’s deeply familiar, almost like it is encoded in our DNA.  It’s 

familiar because it’s supposed to be.  We’re attuned to it because that is how we’ve been tuned.  

It carries, a message of truth and love and peace that resonates deeply within us, beyond the 

cognative.  It resonates within us because we are designed for it to do just that.  Love at a deep 

level that surpasses emotion.  Peace in a way that is more than cessation of hostilities, but rather 

one that calls us into reconciliation and relationship, into the brotherhood and sisterhood of all 

people as the starting point for our ongoing conversation. 

He knows us!  Not only are we stamped with his presence, or at least the yerning for his 

presence, but he also became one of us in order to show us our way back to that existence.  He 

knows who we are, what we struggle with, and what we need.  And the voice of the Shepherd 

carries the answer.   

In those times when we suffer or have heartache, he says to us, “Peace I leave with you, 

My peace I give to you.  I do not give as the world gives.  Do not let your hearts be troubled, and 

do not let them be afraid.”  When we suffer or have heartache, our Shepherd is there to comfort 

us, and we hear his voice. 

In those times when people struggle with faith, with the understanding of faith, with the 

living out of faith within our world, he tells them and us again, “Do not let your hearts be 

troubled.”  And then he calls us back to the first step, the starting point, that point that has always 

led to our eventual understanding, “Believe again.  Believe in God, believe also in me.”  When 

we struggle with faith, our Shepherd is there to direct us, and we hear his voice. 
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When we look around at the world and are confused and uncertain and are sometimes just 

ticked off at others and at things, our Shepherd brings us back to the basics and reminds us that 

we should love one another as he loves us, with that same beyond-the-ordinary love that the 

Shepherd has for the sheep.  The same love that ate with sinners, associated with lepers, and 

forgave prostitutes.  The same love that cast out demons, cleansed the temple, and healed the 

sick.   It’s the same love that, both then and now, meets people where they are while at the same 

time calling them, in our Shepherd’s name, to something more, something better.  It’s a self-

giving love that always seeks God’s will, God’s truth, and, through that, the welfare of all 

people, because that is what God desires.  Our Shepherd shows us real love and the fullness of 

life and we hear his voice. 

He knows his own and his own know him.  He knows our struggles, he knows our joys, 

and he knows our needs.  He speaks to us and we know his voice and he goes ahead of us and he 

calls us to follow.  All we must do is listen with the finely tuned ears given to us by our Creator. 

Charles Williamson, a pastor in Monroe, NC tells this story.  It was the weekend before 

Christmas and they were putting on a presentation of Dickens classic, A Christmas Carol, in 

their parish hall, which they had transformed into a theater with a makeshift stage and folding 

chairs around round tables.  They had even painted backdrops of nineteenth century London with 

its tenements, sooty chimneys, and darkened air.   

The part of Ebenezer Scrooge was played by the chairman of the church board.  I guess 

for them that is like our Sr. Warden.  He was one of the nicest men you would ever meet, but 

even so, he played an awesome Scrooge.   

In the final scene the renewed and transformed Scrooge threw open his windows on 

Christmas morning yelling out “Merry Christmas” to all the imaginary citizens in the streets 

below. As you probably remember from the story, at this point Scrooge is supposed to call out to 

a young boy who was passing by.  “Hey you, my fine boy, you there.  Come up here.  I have 

something wonderful for you to do.”  And looking out from his imaginary window at the 

audience in that church that is exactly what the Senior Warden said with great joy, “Hey you, my 

fine boy.  Come up here.  I have something wonderful for you to do.”  Immediately, a six-year-

old boy jumped out of his seat, third row back right on the center aisle, and ran excitedly to 

center stage ready so he could do something wonderful.   

The congregation watched in silence.  There stood the young boy and the church leader, 

and everyone waited to see how this was going to be resolved.  Finally, Ebenezer stepped across 

the stage and said, “Yes!  Yes, you are the very one I had in mind.”  And then he led the boy 

back to his seat as everyone cheered. 

Jesus is the Good Shepherd.  He knows his own and his own know him and they 

recognize his voice.  And when his voice calls out to us and we jump out of our seats, or pews, 

and run forward in order to do something wonderful, he turns to us and says yes, you are just the 

one I was looking for.  We are just the ones that the Shepherd is calling to.  Are we listening?  

Amen 


