
1 
 

Tell Your Shepherd Story 
Mark 6: 30-24; 53-56 

David Blackmon 
 
The soul of Galilee had never been so stirred. Hope abounded as news of this Jesus spread. 
Sure, there had been Messiah talk before, even rebellions against Rome. But, this was different. 
His words…his power resounded across the hills reminding everyone of John’s prophecy by the 
Jordan… “One who is greater than me…” He will leave you wet with the Holy Spirit! 
 
It is no wonder people whispered about this coming Kingdom at every meal, in the markets. 
Jesus had set fire to the region, sending his disciples out 2/2. Six mission teams, casting out 
demons, setting illness to flight. Something was afoot in Galilee again. The furor even reached 
Herod, plaguing him with the nightmare, “Does John live again?” 
 
In our text, exhausted, ecstatic “sent ones,” apostles, recount the tales of healing and teaching, 
rejection and welcome. Jesus invites them to retreat, to a quiet collapse somewhere far from 
the crowds. But, their escape flounders midst the greater determination on the part of the 
multitude. The people chart an intercept course as they see Jesus and the disciples head out in 
a boat paralleling the north shore of the Sea of Galilee. Too easy, they are waiting when this 
Teacher makes landfall. 
 
Here is the center of the text…some would argue the heart of the Gospel… “As he went 
ashore, he saw a great crowd, and he had compassion for them, because they were like sheep 
without a shepherd; and he began to teach them many things.” 
 
As Jesus surveyed those who had rushed to meet him, he could not bypass his own heart…and 
so, he healed them and fed them, yes, the thousands of them, before sending them on their 
way, changed! 
 
As if to underscore this incessant, divine YES to the wandering herd, Mark’s gospel tells of a 
second escape attempt. The disciples launch out into the waters while Jesus prays up in a quiet 
place. They once again are caught in a storm…Jesus comes to them, walking on the waves. They 
are awash in fears of ghosts until he calms sea and souls. “Take heart, it is I; do not be afraid.” 
 
What irony! They are blown ashore at Gennesaret, a known refuge for the ill, warm springs 
drawing the suffering to this village to find relief. Mark’s text abandons Jesus in yet another 
frenzy of healing as pilgrims rush to meet him, some bearing their kin in hopes of a miracle. In 
these closing lines of Jesus’ Galilean mission, the hem of his garment flows like rivers of God’s 
healing love to all who reach for them. 
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Rumor had become personal experience. Gossip about Messiah in Galilee had become fully 
embodied deliverance. The people along the shores…indeed throughout the region had been 
baptized in the good news of this Jesus. I wonder what they experienced in later days, during 
Sabbath at synagogue or bowing in a quiet moment of prayer, when their Rabbi read David’s 
words… 
 

The Lord is my Shepherd…I shall not want… 
 
The hairs on the back of their neck stood as memories of those days with Jesus crackled and 
burned … 
 

He makes me lie down in green pastures, he leads me beside still waters, 
 
Images erupted in their minds… thousands feasting on blessed bread and fish, a full table in a 
desert land, cups overflowing…their poverty weighed down with the abundance of God’s 
blessing… 
 

He restores my soul… 
 

Heads nodded as they worshiped, arms slipping around a child or friend brought back to life, 
bodies and spirit’s made whole… 
 

Even though I walk through the darkest valley…I fear no evil…  
 
Now….the people join in almost confessional whispers…  
 

You are with me…with us… 
 
Holy words come to life…their salvation stories from just the other day revisited in the lines of 
an old favorite hymn. 
 
What about your story? Tell me your shepherd story, the one that is coming to life as you 
follow after this Jesus. 
 
Retrace God’s incessant YES in your journey. There may have been a time you were sure you 
had been misplaced, Holy Love had lost sight of you. Maybe your body rebelled, your mind 
warred against you. Your path seemed blocked by every NO in the book, or so you thought. 
There are these seasons we become at home in valleys filled with shadows…stormy 
seas…dessert places. But, out of the night, you notice him, this Shepherd… 
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You know this story…he made landfall in your journey and would he would not and you would 
not take NO for an answer. If I asked you to tell the person sitting next to you, you already 
have the first lines of your gospel at the tip of your tongue…There he is…moving this way. When 
we had no clue to a next step…could claim no credit…we were bankrupt of any personal 
resources…Holy love grabbed hold of us and set us down at mercy’s table. 
 
Look around this room…you’ve heard and seen this with one another. Recall your conversation 
with a friend or co-worker…Replay that “Amen” you quietly breathed as you listened to your 
partner or child, mother or father retell the lines of this psalm in their life. 
It is the same with us as with those multitudes that day along the Sea of Galilee or others 
languishing on mats in the streets of Gennesaret. This well-traveled Savior will not lift his gaze 
from our need. Can you not feel compassion spilling over us, feeding us, restoring us…Our 
psalms rise in one voice as we pray… The Lord is my shepherd… 
 
What do we do with such a story? Let me quickly state the obvious…We need to tell our 
Shepherd stories…Like songs of praise and hope, healing and invitation, it will help if we frame 
our relationships with one another and the world with these Shepherd tales…We may even get 
along better. 
 
It difficult for me to act like an old goat when I have confessed being a lost sheep…I cannot 
grow too self-righteous or revel in pulling myself up by my own bootstraps when I have leaned 
on Jesus all through a dark valley… So, with deep gratitude and utter humility, it would do us 
good to find some space every day to tell someone just a line or two of our Shepherd story and 
listen to theirs. Such talk just might become our common ground when the day-to-day feels 
uncommonly unkind. 
 
But, what if we also nudged our telling into listening, this Psalm into a prayer…  “O Lord, tell 
me your Shepherd story…help me understand your ways, hear your calling, follow your in 
steps.” If we had been with him on the sea, we might have looked over his shoulder as the boat 
came ashore, seen the crowds with HIS EYES, “like sheep without a shepherd, “ Jesus says 
almost under his breath. 
 
Between the lines in the text, you can almost catch the apostles, confused hearts and all, 
quizzing him…what does this all mean…seas that grow still, demons that flee, bread that 
multiplies, the broken healed. What are you up to? Where is this leading? 
 
A few weeks back, Amy Stertz, our Minister with Children and Families, asked me to orient our 
children attending Advocacy Camp to Lunch at the Crossroads, our weekly meal hungry folk. 
Amy was helping our children learn how we might advocate for those in our community …how 
the gospel and good food overlap. That same morning, when I had come in to work, I had 
noticed a homeless man making his home on our front porch. I make it my habit to check on 
these “every now and then” guests. I touched his shoulder, welcomed him to the day, and 
invited him to lunch we’d be serving at noon. When I gathered with the children later that 
morning, we went back to the porch. I invited them to lie down…and imagine our friend’s 
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journey…where did he come from? Why was he on our front steps? How did that feel, the 
cold/hard marble? Did it feel good to be out of the rain? Was he afraid at night? Did our lights 
help? And they had great ideas of how he might tell his story…as we lay there, I prayed that 
even at this young age, they might grow in their compassion for the least of these. I am grateful 
Amy is teaching them these lessons. 
 
But, in these past days, I have wondered about another story…Jesus’ story with this beloved 
child sleeping on our porch. I want to ask, “Where did you find him, Jesus? Were you wandering 
the streets of Asheville that night before? Did you help him find a place out of the storm? How 
long have you been keeping stride with this son of yours? What green fields has he found in 
your keeping? Quiet waters? In what ways are you tending him even now, bringing him back to 
life? What are you up to leading him here? 
 
Yes, it is sometimes difficult to fully appreciate someone else’s tale of God’s mercy. Often, we’d 
just as soon keep our own saga of utter dependence of divine grace neatly tucked beneath our 
supposed success. But, we have to get better at telling these personal tales of deliverance. 
What really frightens us is when the winds cease, the boat comes ashore, and we begin 
following this Good Shepherd as He leads us into his story. Where are you headed Lord? What 
lost sheep are you after now? What do we do with all this leftover abundance from the last 
miracle you did in our lives? You want us to go again? Now? 
 
The Psalm sounds different when the Holy Spirit sings the story from Jesus’s point of view? Now 
this shepherd is wandering about Pack’s Square playing with kids at Splashville or tending those 
headed in for court. He is banging away in the drum circle and sitting in some of those endless 
corporate meetings we attend. Ho doubt he’ll head up to Mission to sit with the ill or pray 
quietly over at Solace with the dying. I know I have seen him here for an AA or Alanon meeting. 
Every soul we run into in the check-out line at the Ingles or at Pickle ball or at school when 
school starts back…every soul is one of those “sheep without a shepherd.” They are the whole 
point of the story. I am not quite sure what to do with this big of a YES on God’s part. 
 
In our visioning conversations, we sat across the table and told of our hopes to “wrap our arms 
around Asheville.” Story after story unfolded of a desired future centered on this awakening to 
God’s dream for us… to draw close, come within easy reach of our city. 
 
Doesn’t that make you a little nervous? I mean, do you know who is out there? Democrats and 
Samaritans….Republicans and Gentiles…I hear there’s some Independents living down in 
Nazareth…and you know nothing good comes out of Nazareth. Who knows, if we follow 
him…he may cross the aisle…at Wal-mart…and talk to…Well, you just don’t want to go there!  
 
Still, holy love may compel us to leave church, abandon ship, where we have grown 
comfortable and full. His saga may invite us to sojourn with the sick folks, outcasts, the down 
and out, and those who seem to have taken uptown by storm… lost  sheep who live down some 
dark, lonely path. I’m not sure where he is headed…So, hear me when I say, it frightens me to 
pray, “Lord, tell me your Shepherd story.”  
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But, some of you are insistent on praying this risky prayer, bent on living God’s shepherd story. 
This is why I could invite my brother on the porch to lunch that day. And yes, some of you seem 
intent on being role models for Amy’s advocacy camp, so you deliver Meals on Wheels….and 
work at MANNA or serve food to veterans at the VRQ or meet new friends at Vanderbilt 
apartments. I hear our youth and college volunteers will host 15 teens and young adults with 
special needs at FirstShine. Don’t they get tired of that? You won’t even stop at the city limits. 
But, you insist on relieving disaster victims in Eastern Carolina… putting roofs on homes in 
Puerto Rico…worshipping with friends in sister church in Cuba or pulling teeth in Haiti. A few of 
you are going end up in prison, sharing in Kairos retreats to remind God’s sons and daughters 
there that they are loved already, even before they ever get out. You spread beauty through 
music in AFTA and sing sacred songs with new faces in the Asheville Youth Choirs. So many 
ways Jesus seems to be hooking some of you into the story of God’s big, global YES. It’s hard to 
catch your breath before he is off again…just out ahead… 
 
Many of us have read Bob Goff’s work, Everybody,Always, as a part of our summer reading. 
Tommy Bratton, our Minister of Christian Formation, offered this as a collective pondering of 
the intersections of faith and the day to day…Goff says odd, Jesus things like, “Find strange 
people and welcome them into your life.” I made it a habit to read a story or two each morning 
in June. But, I have to tell you…I really got tired of this guy. He seemed to have no boundaries, 
no agreed upon, sensible limits to this holy work of “becoming love.” 
 
He writes…In the simplest terms, Jesus came to earth and declared he would turn God’s 
enemies into His friends. He didn’t do it with 20-dollar words or lectures or by waving a bony 
finger at people who had made mistakes. He convinces us with love, and he does it without 
fear and shame. He doesn’t raise his voice and shout over the noise in our lives. He lets the 
power of love do all the talking for Him. We have the same shot in other people’s lives every 
day.” 
 
I really want to hear the beautiful story of how God is helping you “become love.” I want to 
know how the Holy is showing up, restoring your soul, leading you out of the night into glory. I 
want to hear your grateful heart about the table set before you and the house of God you call 
home. Let’s agree we’ll tell each other that before we talk about anything else. Our common 
confession may be just the healing balm for the frustrated, anxious, lostness we sometimes 
feel. 
 
But, fair warning, Jesus is already out of the boat. His eyes are clearly set on the crowds rushing 
to meet Him…everybody hoping he will help them find their way. And…we are grasping at the 
hem of his garment… listening…following… with all our hearts…where will His Shepherd’s story 
lead? Let’s go see… Amen.  
 
 
 


