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Hello and welcome to my meditation for this week, and Happy Mothers’ Day!  This particular 
Sunday in the Season of Easter is known as ‘Good Shepherd Sunday’ and, today, we’re going 
to read from that enigmatic, puzzling document at the end of the New Testament called ‘The 
Revelation Given to John.’  But, as puzzling as this ancient text can at points be, today’s 
reading holds a stunning, powerful, glorious vision of God as a shepherd – THE Good 
Shepherd!  Come, let us begin to open ourselves to that vision now:   
 
God of Easter compassion: 
  shepherd us to the water of life and the table of bounty. 
Teach and strengthen us now, that we may learn to better care for your flock!  Amen. 
 
[ Hymn suggestion: VU326 ‘O for a Thousand Tongues to Sing’ 
 
Scripture:  Revelation 7:9-17 ‘The Multitude and the Lamb’ 
 

After this I looked and there was a great multitude that no one could count, from every 
nation, from all tribes and peoples and languages, standing before the throne and before 
the Lamb, robed in white, with palm branches in their hands.  They cried out in a loud 
voice, saying, “Salvation belongs to our God who is seated on the throne, and to the 
Lamb!”  And all the angels stood around the throne and around the elders and the four 
living creatures, and they fell on their faces before the throne and worshiped God, 
singing, “Amen! Blessing and glory and wisdom and thanksgiving and honour and 
power and might be to our God forever and ever!  Amen.”  

Then one of the elders addressed me, saying, “Who are these, robed in white, and where 
have they come from?”  I said to him, “Sir, you are the one that knows.”  Then he said 
to me, “These are they who have come out of the great ordeal; they have washed their 
robes and made them white in the blood of the Lamb.  For this reason, they are before 
the throne of God, and worship him day and night within his temple, and the one who is 
seated on the throne will shelter them.  They will hunger no more, and thirst no more; 
the sun will not strike them, nor any scorching heat; for the Lamb at the center of the 
throne will be their shepherd, and he will guide them to springs of the water of life, and 
God will wipe away every tear from their eyes.” 

 
 
Sermon: ‘Who’s Afraid of the Big Bad Wolf?’ 
God of all, be our Good Shepherd now!  Lead us, feed us, that we may see you more clearly 
in this time, and leave this place today to follow you more nearly for all time.  Amen. 
 
In the eight months running from September of 2001 through to April of 2002, I took a course 
called Clinical Pastoral Education (I’ll call it ‘CPE’ for short!) as part of my Master of 
Divinity degree and training to become a minister.  CPE courses are designed to be practical 
experiences of care-giving, and they can be set within churches, prisons, or social welfare 
offices.  Mine took place at Toronto East General Hospital [TEGH], hospitals being the most 
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common setting for CPE’s.  I gathered with five other students, who came from a wide variety 
of backgrounds, and one very skillful course supervisor.  Now, there were two distinct parts 
to this training.  In the first part, we students went out into the hospital to function as chaplains 
on a rotational basis throughout its many nursing units.  Then, in the second part, we gathered 
together as a group to process our experiences.  There’s even a CPE formula that goes with 
that second part of the course:  as people, we can only empathize (or understand, or connect) 
with others to the extent that we ourselves can identify with what they are feeling.  Now, those 
people may be wrong, they may be right, but I’m not talking about correcting them, or turning 
them into our best friends!  No, I’m talking about connecting with them and, if we’re ever 
going to do that, then we need to understand what they are feeling.  Clinical Pastoral 
Education is about increasing both self-awareness and our own inventory of emotions.  Oh, 
did I ever find it to be incredibly hard work!  I loved the first part, going out to meet people, 
but I found the second part, meeting with my peers, to be one of the hardest things that I’ve 
ever done.  You see, we’d take turns in presenting the most troubling of our hospital 
encounters to the group, then we’d be ‘grilled’ as the other members of the programme would 
seek to clarify how we had responded in those encounters, and how we might have responded 
differently.  We called that ‘sitting on the hot seat’ and, even though it now lies many years 
in the past, I can remember some of those exchanges as though they were yesterday, because 
they were so impactful! 
   
Well, that December of 2001, we put on a ‘Blue Christmas’ service to honour all those who 
had died there at TEGH over the previous year.  About 150 people gathered in the Atrium – 
there were doctors and nurses, there were patients and family members.  Now this was the 
first experience I’d ever had of this type of service and I found it incredibly moving to see 
such a range of emotions at play!  At one point, we recited the 23rd Psalm together, in the 
good old King James version: “The LORD is my shepherd; I shall not want. He maketh me 
to lie down in green pastures: he leadeth me beside the still waters. He restoreth my soul ...  
Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, I will fear no evil: for thou art 
with me; thy rod and thy staff they comfort me.”  What a moment of peace and comfort that 
reading can create!  Indeed, even as I read it just now, I can imagine your lips moving with 
the rhythm of that same peace and comfort!  And (come on, tell the truth!) I wasn’t the only 
one to get a knot in my stomach as those words from the ‘Revelation Given to John’ were 
read?  Those words that speak of a time when we will hunger no more, and thirst no more; 
those words that speak of a time when nothing will upset us anymore.  Of a time when the 
Lamb at the center of the throne will be our shepherd, and lead us to the springs of the water 
of life.  Of a time when God will wipe away every tear from our eyes.  And yet these words 
actually come out of places of incredible isolation, cruelty, hunger, thirst, horrible political 
tyranny and desperate fear.  You know something?  Despite all the amazing improvements 
that come our way with faster and yet faster pace, we humans still know far too much about 
hardship and suffering, cruelty and death, do we not?  Goodness, just think of events taking 
place right now in Ukraine!  The fact is that humankind now produces more crops per acre, 
more consumer goods per factory, more thrills per second than ever before.  But, in many 
ways, we still live as frightened sheep, for we’re still terrified by all kinds of wolves:  wolves 
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of sickness and wolves of fear; wolves of sorrow and grief; wolves of fear and regret; wolves 
that are snarling with ravenous, razor-sharp teeth!   
 
But can you hear it?  Can you feel it?  Can you see it?  We have that same Easter miracle in 
our midst right now that they had in ancient times, for the same God of grace will be our 
shepherd, The Good Shepherd, a shepherd to guide us through all the perils we face.  And, 
just as in ancient times, we have a shepherd who will feed us and keep us safe, a shepherd 
who will give us a rhyme and a reason in the face of so much that just doesn’t make sense.  
Now, that’s God’s eternal gift for us, that’s the Easter gift of new life that lies in this very 
moment.  That’s the gift that will know no end, if we but open ourselves to it.  Yea, even 
though we walk through the valley of the shadow of death, let us fear no evil, for the Good 
Shepherd is with us!   
 
I once read about a North American First Nations custom.  Now, some of it may seem to be 
unhelpful to us here because it’s all tied up with the male rite of passage in a hunter-gatherer 
society and, therefore, it’s all tied up with very different values to our own.  Some of what 
follows may seem to be downright cruel when looked at with 21st-century parenting 
sensitivities!  I believe, however, that this Aboriginal story holds a deeper, and enduring, 
value, if we can get past our sense of what makes sense!  Here’s that custom:  a boy who 
wanted to become a man would be blind-folded and taken out into the woods at night.  The 
elders would take the boy so far, and turn him around so many times, that the poor lad would 
have absolutely no idea where he was.  Then they’d leave him deep in the forest, having first 
told him NOT to take the blind fold off till he felt the warmth of the rising sun on his cheek 
at daybreak.  Can you imagine what a horrible night that would have been?  To hear all the 
terrifying sounds of a forest at night right around you, to listen to brutal symphony of life as 
some animals feasted on other animals, and to listen to all of that while standing passively, 
unable to see, unable to defend ourselves!  Well, one young lad did all of that.  He stood there 
terrified through the whole night, never knowing if he’d feel the bite of a wolf’s sharp tooth 
before he’d feel the warmth of the rising sun.  At long last, after what must have seemed to 
be an eternity, the sun rose, the lad felt its warmth, and took off the blindfold with trembling 
hands.  After a moment of two of wild relief, he noticed that one of the village-elders was 
standing not too far away with a bow and arrow close at hand.  Without even knowing it, the 
boy, now a man, had been protected right through that nighttime of horror! 
  
Well, that same story is just as spiritually true for you and me!  We need never be afraid of 
the big bad wolf, defined in whatever way rings true for our circumstances, for the Good 
Shepherd will ever protect us.  But we’ll never really know about that until we become 
shepherds ourselves, and work to enable God’s love to find form in the life around us.  What’s 
more, we’ll even be able to meet the Good Shepherd as we do that work.  That’s God’s gift 
to us this day, that’s the gift of a new life, and it’s a gift that’s both a noun and a verb:   it’s a 
gift that’s a spiritual value that we can unwrap in the way we chose to live, and feel, but it’s 
also a gift that’s a present, for the present is the only time we now have to do things.  It’s a 
gift that’s wrapped with a bow that looks strangely like a question mark:  now that we’ve 
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been washed clean in God’s grace, will we put aside what we must in order to do what we 
can?  Who’s afraid of the Big Bad Wolf?  Surely not us, for we have THE Shepherd of 
shepherds on our side.  Surely not us for, in the grace of God, we are shepherds!  Thanks be 
to God, amen. 
 
Come, let us turn back to God now in prayer; come, let us pray:  God of all, we are so grateful 
that you are our eternal Shepherd because we know that, in your grace, comfort is here and 
strength is here; encouragement is here and trust is here.  We thank you that those gifts are 
with us, not in some woolly, fluffy way, but are with us throughout the length, breadth, and 
height of our being, even as we breathe you in! 
 
You visit all people in all nations; you ‘walk’ into places no-one else would dare to go!  You 
embrace all those whom we see as unlovely.  You encourage those who have no sense of self-
worth.  And, so, we thank you today for your inclusive, unconditional love, for that holy 
ground on which we are so privileged to walk!  So, gracious God, may the words that we 
speak, and the words that we pray, become our faith in action.  May they lift us up when we 
stumble and may they strengthen us when we become weary; may they comfort us when 
we’re distressed and may they instil a sense of trust and confidence!  In this Great Fifty Days 
of Easter, O God, with its glorious promise of hope and new beginnings, we pray that you 
will draw close to our leaders and bring us to your New Jerusalem.  May your gift of peace 
reach into every corner of our actions and reactions, as we pray for peace that touches 
hardened hearts and creates a world that is more just! 
 
We pray now for all who are facing difficulty this day, and we pray, too, for all the places 
where there’s difficulty.  We especially pray once again for the people of Ukraine, that peace 
come and that justice may be brought to bear!   From within our church family, O God, we 
pray for Agnes Lytle’s sister, Janet, as she goes through the last stages of her struggle with 
cancer.  In the silence of the next moments, O God, receive the deep burdens that our spirits 
bear today:  moment of silence.   
 
All that I have named with my words, all that lies yet too deep for words to touch, we bring 
to you, God, as we take those words that Jesus once taught us and pray together the traditional 
spoken version of Christ’s Prayer:  Our Father, who art in heaven, hallowed be thy name.  
Thy kingdom come, thy will be done, on earth as it is in heaven.  Give us this day our 
daily bread and forgive us our trespasses as we forgive those who trespass against us.  
And lead us not into temptation but deliver us from evil for thine is the Kingdom, and 
the power, and the glory, forever and ever, amen (VU921). 
 
[ Hymn suggestion: MV176 ‘Three Things I Promise’ 
 
Loving God, Good Shepherd, lead us now that we may be your shepherds!  In the name of 
your love, the grace of your being, and the hope of your constant relationship, amen. 


