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Psalm 100 

 Make a joyful noise to the Lord, all the lands; 

 Serve the Lord with gladness! 

 Come into his presence with singing! 

 Know that the Lord is God! 

 It is he that made us, and we are his; 

 we are his people, and the sheep of his pasture. 

 Enter his gates with thanksgiving, 

 and his courts with praise! 

 Give thanks to him, bless his name! 

For the Lord is good; 

 his steadfast love endures forever, 

 and his faithfulness to all generations. 

 

 

 Baa, baa. black sheep, have you any wool? 

 Yes, sir, yes, sir, three bags full! 

One for my master, one for my dame, 

 And one for the little boy who lives down the lane. 

 

This nursery thyme is probably familiar to almost everyone, a favorite among children who find 

its sing-song nature easy to memorize and recite.  I propose that we take a new look at the four 

short lines of dialogue to see what they might be saying to us and about us. 

 

For our purposes of thinking together, I suggest that in one sense God is the one asking the 

questions: “Bab, baa, black sheep, have you any wool?”  He is calling us by name: black Sheep.  

We know what a black sheep is—in a herd or in a family.  Our own families at one time or 

another have designated one of our kin, because of behavior or attitude rather than color of skin 

or hair, as the family ‘black sheep.’  Perhaps at times we have been the one who did the labeling; 

perhaps at times we have been the one labeled.  “Black Sheep” is not a nickname that anyone 

would want, I think.  It does not give the impression of winsomeness or success in our 

vocabulary.  “Black Sheep’ means different, nonconformist, unpredictable.  “Black Sheep" may 

even mean rebellious, irresponsible, and a source of embarrassment and shame to others.  "Black 

Sheep" has probably never been associated with virtues that we extol. 

 

Note that in the thyme the black sheep is immediately identified.  Perhaps the speaker in the 

rhyme—and God—name us first to get our attention.  And there’s no mistaking that our attention 

will turn to whomever calls us a name like that. We assume that the animal in the nursery rhyme 

was indeed a black sheep.  Perhaps he didn’t mind being called what he was.  But what about us?  

How do we like being called what we are?  It’s one thing to come to the conclusion that I am the 

"black sheep” of the family, but it’s another thing to let someone call me that, especially to my 

face.  So what if I’m the family “black sheep?”  I don’t need for anyone to rub it in! 
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In addition to name-calling, we are also confronted, in a sense, with what is a rather negative-

sounding question—the kind that preachers and teachers and relatives and others have been 

posing to us all our lives:  “Have you any wool?”  “Have you made anything out of yourself?”  

“What do you have to say for yourself?”  “Are you worth anything?” 

 

Wow!  Who can survive such an encounter?  First we’re called names and then we are told to 

give an account for ourselves.  We are so wounded from the name that we can’t imagine any 

defense, any justification or accounting that could possibly satisfy the interrogator.  How can I 

possibly justify myself to anyone who already considers me a “black sheep”?  “Once a black 

sheep, always a black sheep” most folks say.  So why even both trying to answer when I can’t 

think of anything about myself worth mentioning, and doubtless anything I might say would be 

used against me anyway—twisted around if necessary to blacken my name even more. 

 

Yet suddenly I hear a voice answering the question: “Yes, sir, yes, sir, three bags full!”  (I don’t 

know anything about shearing sheep but my intuition tells me that three bags, which my mind’s 

eye sees as big bags, would be a nice harvest indeed for a shearing from one sheep.)   Three bags 

full!  Three bags!  Three!  That wonderful number that symbolizes divinity and spiritual 

wholeness! 

 

“Yes, sir, yes, sir, three bags full!”  Suddenly I know that the voice is my voice, though it 

responds so positively, so naturally that I can hardly believe it is my own.  It IS my voice and yet 

it is not.  Suddenly I know that it is God speaking through me.  How else would I know that, 

without having been weighed and measured, the harvest would be so bountiful?  God’s knowing 

has enabled me to know. 

 

Note that the white sheep weren’t asked for wool.   The black sheep was the one questioned in 

the nursery rhyme.  Not that there weren’t some white sheep around.  Probably there were 

plenty.  The point is that the one asking the question wasn’t interested in white sheep wool, only 

in what the black sheep had to offer.  The questioner was indeed a very clever fellow, because 

the truth is that a black sheep’s wool is much more desirable and sought after than that of a white 

sheep.  All good spinners and weavers are eager for wool from black sheep because it runs the 

gamut from white to black whereas a white sheep has wool of only one color. 

 

Some family black sheep are disinherited, excluded from the clan and refused the legacy that 

rightfully belongs to them.  Not so with God’s black sheep.  God never calls our name in order to 

cast us out, but rather to include us in the fold.  We can never be disinherited by God.  And the 

legacy he holds in trust for us is greater than our wildest dreams.  Among other things, it 

included the union of all our most productive abilities.  We, like the actual black sheep, are able 

to produce something which uses all of our resources—in such a way that it will be unique, 

original, and greatly in demand.  Like the wool highly prized because of its variety, our produce, 

too, will display such richness of texture and color that it, too, will be enjoyed and celebrated by 

others. 

 

  



Listen again to Psalm 100. 

 

We are his people, his sheep, and he loves each of us as if we were his one and only.  Each of us 

IS his one and only.  Each of us is the prized black sheep—prized not only by those who can use 

and enjoy the products of our unique creativity, but, and more importantly, prized by the One 

who created us with such uniqueness and is working within us to bring about the best miracle of 

all—our ability to prize and enjoy ourselves!  Amen. 
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