
 

 

 

Wednesday, April 8, 2020 
Pastor Jeffrey M. Engholm’s Message 

 

Chasing Beverly 

 

Grace and peace to you from the Good Shepherd, the One who knows every one of the 

sheep by name. Amen. 

 

And here we are, back again, in Holy Week. We’ve never actually had a Wednesday 

night service in Holy Week. Usually we get together on Maundy Thursday, Good Friday, 

sit tight on Holy Saturday, and then celebrate on Easter morning. But we’re gathering 

here on this Wednesday night because things have changed around here. Wednesday 

night services are now a part of what we do here at Trinity, at least until we can all get 

together here in this place. Because we’re going to need to gather more than once a 

week until this whole “Shelter in Place” business is over, don’t you think? 

 

So for now, here we are, back again, in this Lenten Service. All through Lent we’ve 

been walking through Psalm 23, the Psalm of the Good Shepherd, the One who makes 

us lie down in green pastures, who leads us beside still waters, who restores our souls. 

And even when things look bleak, you know, like in that dark valley, the Lord is with us 

there, too, calming our fears, bringing comfort to our weary souls. And then, when 

we’re done walking through that dark valley, there’s a table spread before us, and our 

cups are filled to overflowing.  



It’s a beautiful Psalm, even the part at the end, even the part about goodness and 

mercy following us, even that part is beautiful, even though we usually get it wrong. 

Yes, that’s what I said. That part at the end, about God’s presence following us 

wherever we go. We kind of get that part wrong. Here’s what I mean.  

 

About 7 or 8 years ago, we decided to get a dog. We were living in Willmar, Minnesota 

at the time, so we went to the County Animal Shelter and we found Baby Girl. She 

didn’t really have a name, that’s just what they called her. She was about two years 

old, had been living in an awful situation, and was now in her pen just laying there back 

in the corner. While the other dogs were energetic and playful, Beverly was just 

forlorn, laying limp like an old dishrag. But, you know, there was something about her 

that we were just drawn to. And so we took her home, and Baby Girl became Beverly. 

Things went great... for the first two days. But on the third day that we had her, we 

took her outside on her leash, and something spooked her. She wriggled out of her 

collar, and she bolted off. She was gone. Oh my stars, not even three days with us and 

she was gone. It was awful. And so the hunt began. 

 

Over the next week we were out looking through the neighborhood, calling her name, 

whistling up and down the streets and alleys, carrying little dog treats with us. Every 

morning and every evening and late into the night we would walk, ride our bikes, drive 

our car looking out into the dark with a flashlight. Nothing. We could only hope... 

Maybe she would find her way back to our house, maybe she would smell the food 

that we were leaving out, maybe she would be drawn back to our yard... Which is 

exactly what happened.  

 



About a week later, we were out in our garage one afternoon, and we looked out, and 

sure enough, there was Beverly. “There she is! What do we do now?” That’s what I 

said. But Susan didn’t say that at all. She already had a plan in her head and she knew 

exactly what she was going to do. She was not going to lose that dog again. So she 

snuck out of the garage, crept up on Beverly, and moved in to get her. Quietly. Quickly. 

Like a cat. No, like a tiger. She was fierce. She was determined. She was not going to 

lose that dog again. When Beverly turned around and saw Susan coming, you could tell 

she was terrified. She didn’t know what was going to happen. But it didn’t matter. That 

moment wasn’t about Beverly, it was all about Susan, who had come to reclaim her 

dog. Because she was not going to lose that dog again. 

 

And that’s how we get the end of Psalm 23 wrong. We think that God’s goodness and 

mercy is going to follow us home sweetly and gently, like a puppy. But that’s wrong. 

God’s grace is simply trailing along behind us — God is pursuing us. God is chasing us. 

God is hunting us down, day after day, night after night, calling out to us, just like we 

were doing day after day, night after night, chasing down Beverly. So the next time you 

think of the Good Shepherd as a meek and mild guy, following us around wherever we 

go, remember this: God’s not simply following after us. God is looking all over for us 

when we’re lost, God is coming to find us when we’re alone, God is coming to get us 

and bring us home. And nothing is going to get in God’s way.  

 

Amen. 

 

 


