
A voice, a gate, a hug, a Shepherd             Easter 4 – May 3, 2020             Psalm 23, John 10:1-10 

In a recent Angus Reid poll, 45% of Canadians said the first thing they will be doing when 

isolation restrictions are eased is hug loved ones!  I believe many of us miss this connection with 

our church family… our children, grandchildren, parents, extended family.  We miss the 

traditional gathering times such as Easter, birthdays, and will miss hugging loved ones on 

Mother’s Day too!  And although many families are using social media platforms to stay in 

touch, it’s not the same as a roomful of family members… the roar… the laughter… the shrieks 

of glee and more! 

 

And have you ever noticed how when we have such gatherings, the adults can be conversing in 

one space and the children in another, yet as soon as a child cries out… or screams… or speaks 

harshly to another, a parent of that child immediately stops mid-sentence… tunes in… listens… 

discerns and decides whether to step in!   

 

It’s amazing how a parent can tell the difference between their child’s voice and that of another!   

It’s truly a gift… a talent… that the moment a child is born Mom and Dad listen to that child’s 

voice.  You learn every nuance… the cadence… the many expressions… You can tell if they are 

happy or sad… scared or hopeful.  You can even tell from their voice if they are telling the truth 

or evading it!  Yes, when the din gets loud at family gatherings, a parent still can pick their own 

child’s voice out of the crowd, because they have been lovingly listening to that voice for years! 

____________ 

Jesus speaks to us in chapter 10 of John’s gospel and he tells us if we are to be his disciples, we 

must lovingly listen for his voice… to his voice.  He says in our passage that “my sheep follow 

me, because they recognize my voice.”  They don’t follow the stranger because they don’t 

recognize the stranger’s voice.  Which leads me to believe, we need to practice our listening 

often… at least more than occasionally… perhaps more than just when emergencies strike, so we 

come to know what his voice sounds like… the true, authentic voice of the Shepherd… the Good 

Shepherd who leads us to the pastures of abundant life and invites us to follow!   

 

Yet this is only part of what Jesus is saying today!  In Lent, you might recall we looked at the 

story of the man born blind.  Through a transformative encounter with Jesus his physical sight is 

restored, and also his spiritual sight!  This mystifies his parents and neighbours and greatly 

worries the religious leaders!  So much so, they throw him out of the synagogue… cast him out 

from his community… and in doing so, their actions proclaim this man is no longer among 

God’s chosen people! 

 

Casting aside.  Driving people away.  Pushing people who have put their faith in Jesus to the 

periphery of community… makes one question the very choices one has made… and the 

consequences of one’s choices.  And it is here, as his followers are feeling a little uneasy at the 

possibility they might be next to be punished for following Jesus… he immediately offers 

beautiful pastoral images of inclusion, gathering, welcome, belonging and safety, and assures the 

newly sighted man, and all within ear-shot, the shepherd of the sheep is here… each one in the 

flock is called by name… and they follow. 

 

“I am the gate” Jesus says… a place of entering and leaving… coming in for rest and 



refreshment and going out to serve and bless in my Name.  “I’ve come so you might have life”… 

but not only life, the fullness of life, he proclaims. What a contrast to folks who misunderstand 

God and God’s love!   

 

This isn’t a doorway that divides... draws lines… provides a barrier to designate who is in and 

who is out!  Rather this is the gate that offers protection… welcome… inclusion… provision!  

It’s the gate that says to the newly sighted man, you are now brought into Jesus’ fold… you 

belong!  And it’s the gate that also leads the sheep… leads us out to the pastures… the 

hillsides… the world… to do the work we are equipped and called to do! 

 

And while the shepherds in the crowd nod in understanding, the disciples don’t get it!  Why 

would fishermen understand shepherding?  Yet Jesus is talking about a group larger than the 

12… larger than the community of followers assembled.  He’s talking about building 

community… bringing ALL people into the fold… into a relationship with the Shepherd… an 

abiding, intimate relationship with the One who promises abundant life! 

 

You can imagine how this is good news for the once blind man, who has been put out by his 

disability (and all the stigmas irrationally attached to disabilities) and physically kicked out of his 

synagogue for following Jesus!  I think you can understand, being hunkered down as we are 

behind closed doors, how the image of an open door… takes on new significance as it offers a 

way back into community… to the relationships we long for… the hugs we yearn for. 

 

The blind man hears Jesus’ voice before he has the ability to see him.  And after his healing, he 

recognizes the voice of the One who gives him sight… then he follows.   So, how do we hear his 

voice?  What does it sound like?  And how do we recognize it as belonging to the Shepherd? 

 

Perhaps if we are silent?  If we quiet ourselves enough… shut out the clamor… the noise of our 

busyness?  If we do nothing… absolutely nothing… if you and I empty ourselves of our 

worries… your anxieties… my thoughts… your plans… our calendars?  If we sit in our silence 

will we hear his voice?   Will we recognize the cadence?  If we read and pray scriptures will we 

learn the rhythm of the Shepherd’s voice… how he speaks to women and children, tax collectors 

and fishermen, religious leaders and outcasts as found in the vibrant narratives of the gospels?   

 

Silence.  Scripture.  And then Spirit… for Jesus promises the Spirit as our Advocate… our 

Companion… the breath of God that will come to show us the truth.  And I believe it is the Spirit 

that comes to us in in the echoes of voices and actions of people who inspire us… excite us… 

engage us through the written and spoken word, the arts, loving actions, acts of deep faith, 

prayerful living.  It’s the Spirit that’s made known through the people we love (especially when 

they tell us the truth)… through the promptings of our conscience and through the voice of the 

poor, the differently-abled, the marginalized, the mourning… if we are willing to listen. 

 

Jesus calls himself the Shepherd… and in doing so, he invites us to listen… to learn… to 

recognize his voice… to follow.  In proclaiming he is the One who leads the man born blind and 

all of us to abundant living, he is also saying he see us and he sees our worth… he knows us and 

he knows he loves us!  Now isn’t this what we need to hear?!   What we’re called to share? 

__________________ 



In a world currently filled with the noise of anxiety and uncertainty… the din of screaming, 

angry protesters demanding we get quickly back to the way it was… In a time of layered grief, 

disparaging cries, pain and suffering … praise be to God, there IS a voice that pierces through 

the current commotion… a voice can still be heard… and is recognized!  It’s the voice of the 

Risen One, the Shepherd who beckons us to listen and to follow… to enter into the abundance he 

offers… and to share this abundance with all!  It’s the voice that comes to us in an embrace of 

welcome and belonging… a squeeze of encouragement and acceptance… a solid grip of safety 

and security… and a ((HUG)) of provision and Love.  And frankly, who among us couldn’t use a 

good ((HUG)) right now?        

  

To God be the glory!  May it be so! 

 

 

 

 

      


