The Shepherd’s tale		Revd Sarah
The Romans were in charge in those days: or thought they were. Coming up with their bright ideas, causing havoc, with no regard for ordinary people going about their daily lives.
Not that it bothered us. No fancy vacations for us or traipsing about.
Just more of the same. Same hills, same sheep, same company, same sniffy nosed attitude from those religious types up in Jerusalem with their rule-keeping, tidy lifestyles. Can’t get the sheep from the temple away from us fast enough, once they’ve spotted the special one – the lamb without blemish, the perfect sacrifice. Couldn’t spot the real deal under their noses though, could they?
Not enough respect for our very own local hero King David either. He knew a bit about looking after sheep, didn’t he? All that stuff about his bright eyes and ruddy complexion – sounds like s shepherd through and through. Just as well David trained with the likes of us. He knew how to take aim at a giant and defeat our enemies. Loved God too from what I hear.
It’s that prophet Ezekiel I blame for our bad reputation, going on and on about shepherds who eat the fat of the flock, exploit any loophole going, but don’t provide basic levels of food. Yet anyone could see that he’s taking aim at our leaders. At least Ezekiel understood that a shepherd would strengthen and heal the flock, bind them up, bring them back home and seek the lost: a good shepherd, you might say. Hmmm.
That reminds me of another night, one that stands out even after all these years. Look at me; my hands are trembling already.
Same old, same old, then a bright light to burn your eyes off, terrifying it was and an angel telling us about a saviour, messiah if you will, Lord. “To YOU is born a saviour”. Not likely, I thought.
Then, well, it seemed that the whole presence of God turned up. I’ve never felt so petrified, frozen to the spot, yet full of joy and hope. Like everything would be put right, like we were finally welcome; finally home.
So we set off, ran, well, hobbled some of us. Turns out that finding a baby in a Bethlehem- sized haystack isn’t too difficult and somehow we all squeezed in, although with no space even to scratch my own armpit!
We found baby in a manger, just like the angel had said! Like he was going to be the God-food who fed us. Maybe he was.
We all told the story at once which didn’t help, until we got to the part with the angels.
“You survived seeing the Glory of the Lord!” someone gasped. They looked at us with a bit more respect then, didn’t they?
Anyway, babies are all the same, I say…but this one…this one was different, like he held all of time in his tiny hands. Don’t remind me what happened to those hands later; terrible business. Romans! Thinking they rule the world; no idea of whose kingdom it really is. No idea of what was right in front of them.
Nice, young couple they were; quiet and steady. Not like us – gabbling and whooping all the way back to the fields. There is no-one we haven’t told of that we heard and saw that night, and the good news of great joy for all people!
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