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Rachel Shivered 
A Starlight Story by Janice MacLean. 
 
Janice is the creator and host of the Prayer Bench, providing online resources for 
nurturing spirituality. She also serves part-time as minister at Trinity United 
Church, Riverview New Brunswick.   
 
Janice writes as a young shepherd.  
 
 
My name is Rachel Zipporah.  
 
With a name like this how could I not be the one my family chose to look 
after the sheep when I was nine years old. 
 
I went with my older sister the first day I went to the pasture. She showed me how to fill the water trough 
from the well with my pottery jug. My arms ached. Even with her helping me it sure took a lot of  
jug-fulls. The sheep looked grateful though. They must be thirsty wandering around all day.  
 
She also showed me how to pour oil over the head of a sheep. Poor sheep - some of them seem to be an 
easy target for flies, lice and ticks. The oil soothes their bother.  
 
My sister gave me her spindle and bundle of yarn. I think she was glad to be rid of it. She never was one 
for handwork. It will help pass the time. You can’t just sit there and watch sheep all day - no matter how 
much you like them.  
 
My sister was good to the sheep. She made sure they had green pasture and watched them while, head 
down, they munched their way through the day.  She got them home to safe shelter every evening, but she 
didn’t LOVE the sheep. I love them. We had a good-sized flock of droopy-eared sheep. I loved them all.  
 
My sister didn’t name the sheep. It didn’t matter, they still followed her. I decided I wanted to know them 
by name. Now you might think “a sheep is a sheep is a sheep.”  My sister said that.  
 
It took a lot of looking at each one to find their one unique mark or trait but soon I was able to call each 
one by name. My sister would have thought it silly but once I had all the names, I went around to each 
one with a little alabaster jar I “borrowed” from my mother and said, “You are Curly” and “You are 
Midnight”  (because she was born at night) and “You are Butter (loved butting heads!) I dotted their 
heads with perfume.  
 
No one mentioned the finely scented flock I return to shelter that evening.  
 
I was 10 years old the first time I shivered. I was on the far edges of the pasture. Any further away and it 
would be my brothers who would tend my flock. I filled the watering trough and was just about ready to 
call the sheep to drink.  
 
I heard shouting further down the hill and there was David with his small flock. (Guess who he was 
named after!) 
 
“Oh, no.”  
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David had a reputation. He would run his sheep up the hill full speed, shouting wildly and waving his 
crook, and take all the time he needed to scare off my beloved sheep. Then his flock would drink MY 
WATER from MY TROUGH and when they were satisfied, he and his sheep would amble off like he 
was some kind of King. I would be left with thirsty sheep and needing to fill the trough again jug-full  
by jug-full.  
 
The first time it happened I was scared. I shivered and the flock pressed in against me. They knew this 
game. It was as old as the Bible.  
 
The second time David appeared over the hill, I picked up a good size stone and fitted it into my sling and 
took aim, but then let it fall to the ground by my side. There aren’t enough stones for the likes of David.  
 
Then I felt helpless for many months. That didn’t suit me either. 
 
David came regularly to water his flock with MY WATER and each time I grounded myself  
and breathed.  
 
“I decided to just love deeply. No matter what. No matter who. Hate is just too heavy for my soul to bear. 
Even when I’m angry. I love.”1 
 
Nothing changed …. well, until the second time I shivered.  
 
It was an evening later than usual. I was a youth then, almost too old for coming to the pasture with the 
sheep. The first stars were already out. The sheep seemed restless and it was harder than usual to get them 
to move in a homeward way.  
 
“Holey, Moley, El Shaddai, that star is bright tonight.”  
 
I couldn’t take my eyes of that star. I remembered naming my sheep and how I looked at them so I would 
really know them and could call them by their heart-name. This star was looking at me like that.  
 
I can’t tell you what prompted it; never before in all my years with the sheep did I or they ever go home 
by a different way.  
 
Tonight, I drove my flock right through the streets. And were they busy! The place was full of strangers. 
There was nothing to see in the little town except people, people and more people.  
Then who do I run into but David and his small flock. I looked at him, and felt my anger rising and 
dropped it. Love held me.  He dropped his eyes. Tell me the boy didn’t know how rude he was!  
 
We seemed drawn to the same place.  It was a quiet, gentle place on the edge of town.  
 
At the threshold, David did the most unusual thing. He drew back, he whistled to his sheep and called 
them to his side. He cleared a space. With the slightest tilt of his head he indicated I could go in first.  I 
picked up Midnight’s wee lamb and stepped into the lantern light.  
 
And so it was, I was the Baby’s first visitor, a shepherd with a heart full of Love. I shivered.  
 

Janice offers her story for your use, with attribution. You can reach her at: Janice@prayerbench.ca 
 

1 Traci Blackmon, Minister of Justice & Local Church Ministries for The United Church of Christ, quoted on Twitter 


