
May 03, 2020 Sermon 
John 10:1-10 
 
“Very truly, I tell you, anyone who does not enter the sheepfold by the gate but 
climbs in by another way is a thief and a bandit. The one who enters by the gate is 
the shepherd of the sheep. The gatekeeper opens the gate for him and the sheep 
hear his voice.” 
 
One of the most vivid images for me, as a young child, growing up just outside a 
tiny little town, and attending the Evangelical United Brethren church, is that of a 
picture of Jesus standing outside a door and knocking.  
 
It was front and center in our sanctuary. I even remember that life-size picture 
being so precious to everyone, that they had an artist come in and professionally 
touch it up after years of being hit with light, heat, cold and humidity. It had faded 
a bit, and the congregation wanted to make sure every part of it was clear for the 
eye to see. 
 
Now granted, the gospel for today is talking about gates, but, according to my 
sources, the word “door” fits nicely as well. And the picture in the sanctuary was 
described to me, by my grandmother, as Jesus knocking on the door of our hearts, 
so it’s not quite the same as the door we’re talking about in our lesson today, 
either. But still…it’s a door. 
 
Since I don’t have a whole lot of extra things to think about these days, this 
section about gates, has led me to think about entrances and doors. Are you 
aware of just how many doors and how many different kinds of doors there are? 
It’s mind-boggling, really.  
 
There are solid doors that no one can see through. There are doors that have 
small windows and doors that are mostly windows. There are doors that open 
from the left side, doors that open from the right side, doors for animals (and if 
you’re not paying attention, a few wildlife creatures). There are doors with 
screens that let air through. There are doors that slide, car doors that lift, and I’m 
sure I’m missing doors that do other things.  
 



And what about those doors with the little signs on them, that you should 
probably read before even attempting to move through them? 
 
One day, when my son was in high school, we decided to make a trip to our local 
Target. It had been a long day for me, but he was in need of something, so we 
made the trip. It was a hot day, as I recall, and I slowly trudged up to the store, 
still thinking about all the things that had happened during the day.  
 
I got up to the door, waited for it to open…and it didn’t. I looked at the door and 
sighed…loudly. I looked over at my son, and he was trying not to laugh, but 
couldn’t help himself. He said, “Mom, this door isn’t going to open by itself. This is 
the door you have to push on your own.” Sure enough, it said “PUSH” in giant 
letters. Did I do it? Nope. I calmly walked over to the automatic door and went 
into the store. 
 
There are also doorways that have no doors. They’re just open and you can walk 
right through. So, I guess we could say, quite optimistically, that some doors are 
welcoming. 
 
But doors can also be doors of separation; doors of protection. For all of us, these 
past few months, we have figuratively stayed behind closed doors in order that 
we would be protected from this deadly virus that’s going on, but also to protect 
others on the OTHER side of the door.  
 
We have been banned from being on the inside of hospital doors, unless we are 
sick enough to have the NEED to be inside, and those doors have become doors of 
separation for some families, and though that doesn’t seem all that welcoming to 
be separated from family members who are sick, it’s done because it protects the 
rest of the family members.  
 
Has anyone EVER thought this much about doors? Probably not, but I’ve got 
nothing but time on my hands these days, because peoples’ doors are closed to 
me in order to protect us all from spreading a virus, but let’s move on. 
 
 
 



Jesus is trying to explain to the disciples today, that they should follow him; that 
he is someone who knows them well, and by name, even, and if they follow him, 
he will guide them and protect them as a good shepherd does. Sheep do not 
recognize the voice of anyone but their shepherd, but these sheep, these disciples 
KNOW who Jesus is. And yet, they didn’t understand him.  
 
Is it possible that the disciples have trouble understanding a sheep metaphor 
because they are fishermen? Their whole life was on the water, repairing nets and 
catching fish. There really are no gates, doors, or pastures involved in catching 
fish; no voices to guide them, unless it’s the guy who owns the boat, but that’s 
probably not the case. 
 
So, Jesus tries again, saying, “Very truly, I tell you, I am the gate for the sheep. All 
who came before me are thieves and bandits; but the sheep did not listen to 
them.”  
 
There were those who came before Jesus, but they were not the real messiah. 
They did a good job of pretending to be, but eventually found that others could 
see through them, hence, not following their voice…their words or promises. 
Following someone other than the true shepherd could get you in a load of 
trouble.  
 
Sheep will always recognize the voice of the shepherd. God in Christ, our 
Shepherd, invites us into a relationship with him. If we follow the Good Shepherd, 
then we can find comfort, even when there is danger and confusion all around. 
We have made it this far through a pandemic that has managed to catch us all by 
surprise, and still, the Good Shepherd is with us, watching over us, bidding us to 
stay the course and continue to follow him. 
 
Jesus says, “Whoever enters by me will be saved, and will come in and go out and 
find pasture.” We are reminded of that pasture in our Psalm for today, which is 
Psalm 23. The 4th Sunday after Easter is traditionally called Good Shepherd 
Sunday. I find it appropriate for today, more than ever.  
 
 
 



“The Lord is my shepherd; I shall not be in want. The Lord makes me lie down in 
green pastures and leads me beside still waters. You restore my soul, O Lord, and 
guide me along right pathways for your name’s sake. Though I walk through the 
valley of the shadow of death, I shall fear no evil; for you are with me; your rod 
and your staff, they comfort me. You prepare a table before me in the presence of 
my enemies; you anoint my head with oil, and my cup is running over. Surely 
goodness and mercy shall follow me all the days of my life, and I will dwell in the 
house of the Lord forever.” 
 
We will always need God in Christ in our lives. He’s part of who we are. But we 
need him right now because, who couldn’t go for some green pastures and still 
waters? We’ve waded through a lot of sickness and shadowy death these last few 
months. We’ve lived through a lot of rainy, gray days, made only grayer by this 
virus that hangs over our heads, and the doors that keep us separated and safe, 
but the Good Shepherd is here to lead us through it, no matter how bad things 
get.  
 
He’s right there at the door; and in this case, he’s not knocking, waiting for us to 
let him in. He’s holding it open, calling us by name and saying, “Follow me!”  
 
Jesus says, “I came that they (you) may have life, and have it abundantly. Now, let 
me get this door for you!” 
 
Amen. 


