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In each of the sanctuaries of my childhood, my youth and of my life now as a 
Pastor, my favorite stained-glass window has always been one depicting the Good 

Shepherd.  I have glanced its way, every Sunday, from early childhood 
until now for many different reasons in the different seasons of my life.   

 
As a very young child, I would strain to see the Good Shepherd window when I 

entered the sanctuary for the hour of worship, in the church I attended.  I would 
wait for the hour to end and usually curl up as tightly as I possibly could in the 

corner of the pew to stare at the Good Shepherd holding a little lamb.  As that 
young child, I wanted so much to be the little lamb.  Safe, secure, sought 

after and obviously beloved.  And so, Sunday after Sunday, I would look the way 

of the Good Shepherd window and wish that the place in his arms was for me. 
 

On the day I was baptized as an “old woman of 8” (or so I thought), as I 
emerged soaking wet and sputtering, struggling to place my glasses on my face so 

I could see, the very first thing I focused my sight upon was that same Good 
Shepherd stained glass window.  I was positive he smiled at me as a shaft of 

sunlight illuminated the beautiful glass, coloring the puddle of water in which I 
stood.  We were friends he and I as I entered the fold.   

 
The years of my youth found me sitting in a different church and pew with 

another Good Shepherd window... now to my back. Truth be known, I really 
didn’t want to be in church.  I didn't really want to make eye contact with 

the Good Shepherd any longer either.   
 

But he was there.  Behind me.  Always there, giving me that “sense” that we all 

seem to have when someone is standing too closely behind.  Even with the Good 
Shepherd to my back, I sensed his presence.  Occasionally I turned and 

looked… was that a tear on his face? I turned back.  He remained.  
 

Patiently and persistently, he remained in my life.  
 

I assumed that if I didn’t look the Good Shepherd’s way, he wouldn’t notice me.  I 
continued to sit with my back to the window and with the Good Shepherd behind 

me for a very long time.   
 

My assumptions proved wrong.  The gentle Good Shepherd of my 
childhood hopes became persistent and relentless as he sought to retrieve 

me in my youth. 
 

Finally, as an adult, on the day that I gave my life totally and completely 

to Christ, I was strangely pulled back into a sanctuary, alone in the darkness that 
rain showers that day brought with them. 

 



Again, I sat in a pew, much like the one of my childhood and looked hopefully for 
the Good Shepherd window.  It took me a few minutes in the darkened light, but 

finally I spotted him. This time I saw who he was, who he is.  I finally saw 
who he has always been.  

 
The Lord is my Shepherd!   

 
He was the Shepherd not only 

of “my” windows, but also of 
my life.   

 
He was the Shepherd who had 

giggled with me and wept 
with me and for me in my 

childhood.   

 
He was the Shepherd who 

waited for me and was ever-
present even in the apathy of 

my youth.   
 

He was the Shepherd who 
sought me into my adulthood. 

 
The Lord is MY Shepherd!   
        “The Good Shepherd” – Centenary UMC Sanctuary [close-up] 

 
Many years after that day in the sanctuary, I was asked to offer the morning’s 

message at two worship services at a church in this very district – one service in 
the chapel and one in the Sanctuary. 

 

All went well in the first service.  Truth be told, I was nervous enough that I didn't 
even make note of my surroundings outside of the lectern. 

 
But as the later service began there was a moment when I stood in the Sanctuary 

pulpit in silence.  In that moment, I looked directly in front of me at a pew 
so much like the one of my childhood and the beginning of my life as a 

Christ-follower that I was dumb-struck.   
 

Without even thinking and seemingly by reflex, I glanced to the left and 
looked at the stained-glass window shining in the morning light... and 

straight into the eyes of the Good Shepherd.   
 

The promises of my Lord as my Shepherd were shown to me in such a way that I 
knew that they would never be taken from me again.   

 

There, in the midst of that sanctuary, was this wonderful moment when 
all things came full circle.   

 



I offered the morning’s message.  After the service, the Lay leader said, “Heidi, 
the service in the chapel was good.  This service was just as good, but 

different.  I can’t put my finger on why it was different, but it was.”   
 

I knew why.   
 

In that moment of silence from the pulpit, I saw the very nature of God.   
 

I clearly felt God’s never-failing love for me.   
 

I was reminded with great surety that “goodness and mercy” will follow me.   
 

And I knew with all certainty that this “gentle” Shepherd had never, ever given 
up on gathering THIS beloved lamb into his arms. 

 

Oh, what a holy place that sanctuary was for me that day!   
 

Oh, what a holy place the sanctuary of Centenary United Methodist Church 
continues to be as I look into the eyes of the Good Shepherd week after 

week! 
 

The hope of my childhood memories is the certainty of my adulthood and the 
delight of my future.  “And I shall dwell in the house of the Lord forever.”   
 
And while our sanctuary is holy ground for me… as well as holy ground for 
others… and I do look forward to being there with you again someday soon… 

 
Until THAT day, please remember… 

 
Such holiness doesn’t come to us in the warmth of wood that surrounds us or in 

the colors and messages that stream from beautiful stained-glass windows in just 

our sanctuary.  No nothing quite so mundane or worldly!  
 

We stand on holy ground because God has knitted us together into a 
community of faith and discipleship!   

 
We stand on holy ground within that community even in these days when 

we are separate from one another, because God has formed us into a 
family whose bonds can not be broken by earthly trials!   

 
We stand on holy ground as a family because of the presence of God in 

our individual lives.  As such, we stand ready to serve wherever we stand.   
 

We are sanctified and commissioned by God’s grace and mercy to bring 
Christ’s love to the world, wherever we stand!  
 
So Beloveds, may the peace of the Lord and the sanctuary of the Shepherd 

you find where you stand, comfort you this day and always! AMEN! 


