
The Good Shepherd 
John 10

In Palestine, at the time of Jesus, there
were many, many sheep. The shepherds
who cared for them often knew every
sheep in their flocks. Sometimes they
could call each one by its name.

Imagine an early morning at a
sheepfold in Palestine in those days:

The door of the sheepfold opens,
and out comes the shepherd. His rough
sheepskin coat covers his shoulders and
he carries a long crook or staff.

One by one the sheep come through the gate and follow the shepherd. He
knows where there is a fine pasture filled with green grass. A sparkling stream of cold
water ripples across the green field. It is a long way to that pasture. The sheep will have
to travel through a lonesome, rocky valley before they reach it. But the shepherd goes
before them.

The pasture is reached at last. How the lambs jump and run and play! All day
long the sheep and lambs stay in this beautiful pasture.

At last the shepherd looks at the sky. It is late afternoon, and a storm is coming.
The sheep are a long way from home and the sheepfold. He calls to them, and they
know his voice. Off they move homeward.

The gatekeeper is watching for them. He opens the door of the sheepfold when
he sees them coming. The shepherd stands by the open door with his shepherd’s staff
raised. One by one, the sheep and lambs pass under his staff and through the gate into
the fold. Hear the shepherd counting the sheep as they pass in, “Ninety-seven, ninety-
eight, ninety nine —” Then, he drops his staff and exclaims, “Only ninety-nine! One
must be lost. I had a hundred sheep this morning.”

Off he goes into the darkness and storm, calling the one missing sheep by name
as he feels his way along the rough valley. He stops. A faint sound reaches his ear. The
lost sheep must have taken shelter in some cave among the rocks. The shepherd
follows the sound of its voice. He finds the sheep, picks it up, and starts for the
sheepfold.

As soon as the shepherd reaches the fold in safety, he calls his friends together.
“I have found my sheep!” he tells them. “Rejoice with me; for I have found my

sheep which was lost.” And his friends are glad, and rejoice with him.
How happy the listening people must have been when Jesus told them that God

was like a good shepherd hunting for his lost sheep, and that God rejoiced more over
wicked people who became good than over all the people who thought themselves
perfect.

Jesus knew that a good shepherd loved each one of his flock. “I am the Good
Shepherd. I know my sheep and my sheep know me,” He told the people. And He told
them that like a good shepherd, He, too, was ready to lay down His life for His sheep.
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