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 There are sheep who do not belong to the 
Good Shepherd. They are standing at the edge 
of their dry pastureland gazing through the 
fence as He brings His flock home for the win-
ter. Their tummies are gnawing with hunger. 

Their tongues are pasty dry from thirst. One stumbles, his scrawny 
legs too weak to hold his body. They watch as the Good Shepherd 
stands at the doorway to His fields. He is counting His sheep, calling 
each one by name, caressing each face as they enter into His sheep-
fold. Winter is approaching and they are home.  
 
  There is a story just like this about a shepherd in Africa. As he 
brought his sheep home for the winter, the sheep of the neighboring 
pasture stood at the fence, longing for his luscious green meadows. 
Their owner did not care for them. He did not take them on a lovely 
summer trip into the high country. They spent the hot summer right 
where they were. Their shepherd did not provide cool still waters 
from a pool on the bank of a stream. They drank whatever water they 
could find. Not only was the grass dry and brown, the sheep had 
pulled up the roots; all that was left was dirt. Many dead sheep lay 
exposed in the open, their flesh picked over by the vultures, for their 
shepherd did not come looking for them when they became cast. Very 
few lambs or yearlings were left. The predators came in at night and 
stole them away, for they had no protection. The irritating flies were 
gone by now, but because no one smeared the oil-sulphur mixture on 
their noses, the larvae were eating the flesh of their brains. They 
were bruised, injured, and starving. One time, since the fields of the 
caring owner and that of the heartless owner, were 
along the seashore, three sickly ewes stole a way 
into the green pastures on the other side of the 
fence. They simply ventured far into the wet sands 
and around the end of the fence. They gorged themselves 
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“and I will dwell in the house of the 
Lord forever.” Psalm 23:6b  



 

 

on the thick green grasses. 
Sadly, they became very ill 
with horrible stomach 
aches. They could not di-
gest the rich grass; it 
nearly killed them. The 
shepherd had to haul the 
three sick sheep back to 
their owner. When the 
heartless owner saw them, 
he cared not at all – and 
so he slit their throats. 
The good shepherd could do nothing for them, for they did not belong to 
him. Had they been his, he would have put them on a restricted diet, giving 
them small amounts of  grass with little nourishing grain. He would have 
placed before them a trough of fresh water. He would have dipped them in 
the oil and given them the medicine that kills the insects in their heads. 
Gently, each day he would rub their bodies, cleaning their wool, letting 
them feel his touch as he slowly restored them to health. But, they were not 
his. And so, the good owner had no choice. He returned the ewes to die by 

the hand of their evil owner.  
 
 God tells us that this is just like our 
story, with a few differences. We were all 
born belonging to the bad shepherd, and 
the pasture of this world is just as barren 
as the one in the story from Africa. The 
ruler of this world cares nothing for us, 
the human-sheep of his kingdom. He 
feeds us lies – brown grass and dirty wa-
ter – telling us that this is the ‘truth’, 
when it is not. He does not care when the 
tormenting flies come. “Let them crawl 
up their nostrils and bore into their 
thinking.” He has no concern for our 

well-being or safety. There is no protection from the 
wild animals that attack, devouring the little lambs. 
Because we are sheep, there is nothing we can do. We 
are hopeless, helpless, doomed. But God loves this 
world of sheep so much that He sent His Shepherd to 
save us, the hopelessly lost sheep, so we would not die, 
but have life forever in His green pastures. How could 
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  “The Lord is my Shepherd … and I will dwell in the 
home pastures of the Lord forever.” When a sheep goes 
through The Door he is forever one of the Shepherd’s 
sheep. No matter what he does – he belongs to the Shep-
herd. If he wanders off the path – he is one of the Shep-
herd’s sheep. If he tries to go around the fence and get back 
into the pastures of sin – he is one of the Shepherd’s sheep. 
If he becomes cast – he is still one of the Shepherd’s sheep. 
It is absolutely impossible for this sheep to stop belonging 
to the Shepherd. His Shepherd will pursue him with grace, 

every time. He will come after him and overtake him – and restore him. If 
he is obedient, he will feel the Shepherd’s affectionate touch. If he is dis-
obedient, he will feel the Shepherd’s rod. But either way, he is still the 
Shepherd’s very own sheep. The Shepherd has bought this sheep with His 
very own life – He will not let go!  
  
 At the moment we believe in what Jesus did on the cross He gives us a 
present — ‘eternal life’. It is a new and very special kind of life – one that 
never ends. This gift carries with it a promise from the Good and Faithful 
Shepherd – “I will keep you forever! You are Mine!” This is His absolute 
promise of safety from danger, from the evil predators of this world. This is 
His guarantee of green grass and clear waters all the days of our lives. 
This is His gift of an eternal home pasture. When the day comes that He 
closes our eyes in the death-shadowed valley, we know, because He has 
promised, that He will open our eyes in heaven. We will gaze into the face 
of our Shepherd forever and ever. “I will dwell in the house of the Lord for 
all eternity” means we are safe forever. We are secure forever. We are 
blessed forever. But, best of all – we are His forever!  

He do this? The evil bad shepherd will not simply give away his sheep. “I 
will buy them!” says the Good Shepherd, “They will then belong to Me. I 
will love them and take care of them.” Oh, but the price was huge. It cost 
everything. In fact, the price for the lost and dying sheep was the very life 
of the Good Shepherd. “I will pay that price! I will give My life for the 
sheep!” This is the difference between God’s story and that of the African 
shepherd. Jesus Christ, our Good Shepherd, BOUGHT us – the African 
shepherd did not buy the three ewes that snuck into his pasture.  
  
 On the cross, Jesus gave His spiritual life as payment for us, the lost 
sheep of the world. The real debt was sin. The real payment was the judg-
ment of spiritual death. God the Father put all our sins on Jesus and made 
Him guilty instead of us. We are the sinful sheep; He is the innocent and 
pure Shepherd. God took the sins off us and put them on Him. Then God 
condemned Him in place of us. Our Good Shepherd died spiritually paying 
for our sins – so we could be purchased and freed from the horrible dry 
and death-filled pasture of Satan’s kingdom, the world. What a wonderful 
thing our loving Shepherd has done for us. But, oh how sad it would be if 
the sheep were purchased and freed and the Shepherd stayed dead. The 
good news is – our Shepherd did not remain dead! When the last sin was 
paid and the final sheep was purchased our Shepherd yelled out, “It is fin-
ished!” and we were freed from the pasture of sin. Jesus then died again, a 
second time. This time His body died physically. He was buried in a stone 
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tomb. Now, listen closely, for this is the best 
news of all. Three days later, He rose from 

the dead! He is alive and will never die 
again, forever and ever! We, the human-

sheep of the world, have been bought and 
freed – and our Shepherd LIVES to care for 
us, to protect and provide for us, and espe-
cially to love us each and every day!  

 “For this reason the Father loves Me [the Good Shep-
herd], because I lay down My life so that I may take it 
again [rise from the dead].” John 10:17 

  
 Now, when our Good Shepherd stands at the door of the sheepfold, 
He can let all the sheep in, for He has purchased every one; they belong 
to Him. He is the new owner. However, each sheep has one little thing to 
do – he must want to be owned. Do you remember the three ewes who 
tried to sneak into the good pastures? They did not go through the door. 
They went down into the surf and around the fence. They tried to find 
their own way in. It didn’t work for them and it doesn’t work for us. You 
can’t get into the Good Shepherd’s flock on your own. You can’t go 
around the fence; you must come through the door. When a human-sheep 
tries to get into heaven by ‘going around the fence’ it means that he is 
trying to be good enough to please God and earn his way to heaven. Be-
ing a ‘really nice person’ is sneaking around the fence. Being ‘religious’ 
or ‘giving lots of money to the poor’ is breaking through the fence. Doing 
anything to ‘please God’ and ‘pay for your own sins’ is the wrong way 
in. The only thing that pleases God is what Jesus did on the cross. Your 
sins have already been paid when He took them and died in your place. 
So, how do we get into the Good Shepherd’s pasture? We must want to 
be His sheep. This is what ‘believing in Jesus’ means. When David wrote 
this psalm, the ‘fence’ of the sheepfold was a stone wall, high enough to 
keep out the coyotes and cougars. But, the ‘doorway’ was made of wood, 
just like the cross. Walking through the door of the sheepfold is going 
through the cross – it is believing that Jesus paid for your sins and 

bought you – to be one of His sheep. This is how a sheep gets in 
– he believes in the Good Shepherd, Jesus Christ.  
 
 “I am the door; if anyone enters through Me, he will 
be saved, and will go in and out and find pasture.” 

John 10:9 
 


