Wisdom from the Sheep Herder
We have become good  friends with John and Bette Haldeman. Bette is the gracious hostess to us as we visit with them during the hunting season in Montana. Several years ago Bette gave me a practical, hands on lesson in caring for sheep and specifically several lambs which needed to be bottle fed. (PS - Bette is the sheepherder, I am the helper)

John and Bette were going to Mexico to visit their daughter and travel back to Montana with her after her year as an exchange student. I volunteered to care for the ranch while they were gone on their vacation. What an exciting and extremely rewarding time to be on their ranch.

I arrived on the ranch several days before John and Bette(s June vacation to learn what it was I was to do, other than ride horses on the ranch and keep the cows inside their grazing areas. The education which awaited me has more than once been a great encouragement to me in my walk with Christ.

On my first morning on the ranch, Bette took me to visit with the sheep. They knew her voice and her presence, but they were wary of me. Three lambs needed daily feeding from the boss lady. The mothers of these lambs were not able to feed them. The lover of the sheep, daily made the walk out to the edge of the barnyard to meet with the herd and feed the lambs.

(Cute as a bugs ear!(  These little guys were enthusiastic in getting their share of the liquid feed which Bette had prepared in the ranch house. I was given clear and explicit instructions on the mixture and when to feed. As the three weeks wore on, I had an incredible joy at feeding the lambs and also an great lesson in John 10 and the care of the Sheep by the Shepherd.

Bette made it clear, there are certain things to do: feed them at the edge of the corral and they will come to you; they will crowd you and are a bit pushy - that(s the nature of the critter; don(t pet the lambs and hold them, they will follow you every where and make a nuisance of themselves and get into trouble on the ranch; they need to stay with the herd, so when you are done feeding, just walk away - they will return to the herd/flock; kill every coyote that even thinks about terrorizing the herd.

In fact, when it was feeding time, the whole herd came to watch. It was as if they were watching to see if I were following the boss(s directions and that their little ones were okay. They milled around while I fed and over the weeks, gradually the flock allowed me to walk slowly among them.

That first week I was able to reduce the coyote population by 7, all within two miles of the flock. I didn(t use a crook like shepherds of old, but a (7MM( and a (22". I don(t think the sheep understood or even cared about the demise of the predators. I saw more of the killers but they recognized my Dodge and (high tailed it( for the hills. I (sprayed them with lead( to give them a taste of what it would be like if they came closer or showed their dastardly presence about the ranch.

In the past, when we have told John and Bette about seeing these rascals, they always ask if we got em. When we say we only terrorized them, they respond, (well maybe next time.(
Over the years listening to Bette and prying her with questions about sheep, as I pulled the trigger, the images of her description of torn sheep were clear in my (mind(s eye.( In the language of the Old West - at least in the movies - (that(ll teach yah, yah scoundrel.( As a reminder to other coyotes - not sure it(s relevant - the vanquished coyotes were hung on barbed wire for other coyotes: (Beware!! Mess with my sheep and you will die!(
Several times on the drive from the paved road in Cleveland to the Haldeman(s Ranch - 10 miles - we have seen the weathered, sun-dried carcass of a (dirty varmint( hanging on a fence wire or fence post.

One Sunday when the Cowboy Church service was over, I asked a sheep owner about finding the lambs who didn(t come to the feeding at the 8AM corral feeding. I was worried about the lambs not coming to the feeding and could not find them. His counsel to me was to wait until the evening feeding and see what happened then.

Sunday afternoon the lambs came for the food and I was delighted to see them. I had wandered about the field where they were and was hoping for their safety and the time of watching them cavort about the corral while waiting for their food. I was relieved to see them at food time and with the flock. I was inwardly delighted in their unbridled enthusiasm.

When the boss man and his wife returned I was thankful the sheep and the lambs were safe and healthy. The cows had been good and the bulls had behaved, for the most part.

I remembered to ask Bette one of the questions about sheep which had been rattling about in my mind for years: (Are sheep stupid and do they smell?( The question had lain dormant for years and had come from occasional comments by preachers and those waxing eloquent about the sheep mentioned in Scripture. (Preachers often pontificate about that which they have no working knowledge - me too!)

First, as a novice at ranch animal care I had an awareness that the sheep did not stink or have an offensive aroma. Then, the next observation I made about them was in their distrust of me as a substitute herdsman. 

Bette(s answer was stunning, a mind catching answer. (No!!  Sheep are not stupid, they are defenseless in fighting back. They do what they can in the elements and they do what they can in defending themselves but they really need sheep dogs and a shepherd to keep them safe.(
The boss man and wife have a protective attitude for their sheep. The boss uses a 30.06 Remington and is deadly out to 300 yards. He, in his mid-70's can hit a blade of straw with his (ought six(. They are ever alert for predators. Their dog is the alarm system. She barks at any strange critter or intruder into the farm area. 

There are times when the predators( numbers increase to a point where the boss is not able to control the population. So, he brings in a government hunter to reduce their numbers significantly. Don(t know exactly what the (gov-ment hunter( does but by (all rights( he is very effective. 

The guinea hens make a cacophony of noise when a predator comes into their area.

The dog, the guineas, the donkey and the llama are the alarms for the owners to rid the ranch house and barn area of impending death and vicious harm to the flock.  John and Bette are very gracious and are excellent host and hostess to the visitors who come to their ranch. But they must always be aware of impending harm to the animals on their ranch and are fiercely protective.

Lessons from the metaphor.

1. The sheep must stay with the flock and find their belonging in the flock.

2. Lambs must come to the owner for food but need to return to the warmth of the flock.

3. The shepherd stays ever vigilant in protecting his flock from danger.

4. The flock is not stupid but they are defenseless and need the shepherd(s protection.

5. The shepherd dispatches (kills) predators quickly.

6. The lambs are cute, but must learn their place in the herd and stay close


7. The sheep belong to the Chief Shepherd. Hebrews 13 - read it.

Read John 10. You will be delighted at God(s communication to us of His care and protection. We are truly the sheep of His pasture and He leads us - Psalm 23.

If you don(t know anything about sheep, talk to the Boss. Ride out to His ranch and get time with Him. Pay heed to His instructions on care and feeding of the Sheep. Don(t listen to some city slicker who talks without (Boss( knowledge or without (Boss( wisdom. (In this last paragraph is an absolutely loaded concept. Can you locate it?)
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