Once in a Meadow

There came a storm - a frightening storm...

A sheep was grazing in a meadow on the side of a mountain. It looked up and

saw the clouds moving fast, hiding the sun.  Shadows raced across the

meadow, and the little sheep ran.  With the wind in its eyes, and dust

blowing, it couldn't see the ugly thorn bush that now held fast to the

sheep's wool.  The little sheep pulled and tugged to get free, but the wind

made the thorn bush whip its branches like bony hands into the sheep's side.

The sheep, torn and bleeding, felt another wave of panic sweep over as it

looked up and saw a wolf.  The wolf was growling, circling around the sheep

from a distance; a dark creature moving ominously against a background of

black skies from a storm.

The sheep felt tearing wool, a bleeding side, and a fearful heart.  It was

frozen in terror...

As the wolf kept circling, the sheep only looked down, seeing the wolf's

shadow grow ever closer.  The sheep became faint now, afraid to look up.

Suddenly a shadow engulfed the sheep.  Expecting sharp fangs tearing into

its side, the sheep flinched, dreading its doom.

But instead it felt a strong hand and a gentle voice.  The sheep slowly

looked up and saw the face of its Master with the storm still raging in the

background.  The kind Shepherd held the sheep, freeing it from the thorns.

He lifted the sheep, placing it over his shoulders, and the wolf ran away.

Through the storm they went to green pasture, and beside the still waters

of a pond the Master nursed the sheep's wounded side.  The Master spoke

softly,

"Fear not, for I am with you.

Be not dismayed, I am your God.

I will strengthen you,

And I will help you.

I will uphold you with my victorious right hand."

(Isaiah 41:10)
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