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“My sheep hear my voice. I know them, and they follow me. I give them eternal life, 
and they will never perish. No one will snatch them out of my hand.” 

My name is Terry Richardson. I am the pastor of Hope Lutheran Church. For a couple of 
years now, a few others here and I have been journeying with Ian during his stay in 
Nanaimo: at the hospital, at Dufferin Place, and most recently in the Palliative Care Unit. 
People on social media and his many other friends have said so much more about this 
man. When I asked Brenda and Bronwynn recently how they might describe Ian if they 
could only use a few words, their responses overlapped: “Living, loving, laughing, and 
forgiving.”  

This afternoon, I offer you what I know: The Lord was his shepherd. 

When Ian moved into Dufferin, our weekly clergy study group moved from Hope over to 
Dufferin. Ian was interested in it, but his limited mobility was prevented him from 
attending. 

So we went to him. At first we gathered in a small dining or meeting room, and later 
around his bed. At noon the gospel was read and with our sandwiches and Dufferin coffee 
in hand, we launched into stories, theology, sermon ideas, laughing, and life with Ian for 
that hour. It took place on Tuesdays. Normally, we would have just had our time together. 
In a way we still are. 

Usually he was ready for us, sometimes not so much, but we persisted and he did as 
much talking as anyone else. Occasionally we filled the time with silly talk and joking, 
but often keen insights we’re carried away to our respective congregations: Anglican, 
Lutheran, Reformed & United. 

At times we needed to wait as new dressings were applied to his hands, or if he was being 
moved with straps and a winch.  Once in a while he was so wiped out from dialysis that 
we offered to pray for him and leave it at that, and he would say, “Yeah, yeah that would 
be good.” The Lord was his shepherd. 

When infection assaulted him, he was moved across to the hospital and we paused the 
group.  But soon he was back and ready for the business. “Yes, I have preached on that 
text many times,” he would say, “This is what I did with it..”  We would hear a story from 
his heart that was grace-filled, inclusive of everyone, and resistant to anything that 
smacked of injustice.  
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We have other members from our congregation at Dufferin, so I asked Ian one time if he 
would be like to preside at a small eucharist if I assisted him. His eyes shone with delight.  
When the day came, he was uncharacteristically up and in his chair. We used a small table 
in the dining room. Five of us were present. As I readied the small chalice and bread, Ian 
kept leaning over in his chair almost falling out as he called out to others, “Hey Bill! hey 
Lena! You want to come and join us?”  

I held bread and chalice as he consecrated the elements. We communed each other. I 
asked him to bless us, and words of peace, courage and faith were gifts straight from his 
heart. It was a blessing I will never forget.  The Lord was his shepherd. 

A few months ago, he was in the hospital again for removal of further pieces of his hand, 
infected again. The group paused and I visited his hospital room. His hands were sore He 
asked me to buzz for the nurse, but wanted to talk. 

I said, “Ian I am so sorry that I can’t fix this for you. You can’t fix anything. I can’t fix 
anything…” “What do you mean?” he asked. I replied, “We are helpless before your 
condition. All we can do is pray.” 

He held my eyes with a fixed, stern look and said, “Terry, we are not helpless when we 
pray.” He was my teacher, you see, and the Lord was his shepherd. 

So the day came when he decided to conclude his dialysis, and he asked me to  anoint 
him.  I arrived Christmas Eve afternoon, and used a brief liturgy which included readings 
in our service today.  

I marvelled at his studious reaction to these texts from Isaiah, Romans, and the Gospel… 
As I read to him, he asked me to stop and repeat phrases over three or four times each 
while he focussed on the words with his eyes closed. 

After several repeats of this Gospel,  I added, “Those are very strong words aren’t they?” 
“Yes,” he replied,  “..strong words, good words.” Than we sat quietly for 20 minutes 
until he dozed off.  

A few days later, I visited him before leaving on a trip. He said, “Is this the last time I 
will see you? What would we call this?” I replied, “It might be. That’s a great question… 
how about ‘see you later’?”  “Yes, yes, that’s good!” and he laughed. 

Incidentally, a dear friend of his told me on the phone Saturday that Ian called him to 
wish him a Happy New Year. 
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On January 5 after worship, I saw him for the last time. He wasn’t communicative, but it 
was my privilege to mark him with the cross.  You see, the Lord was his shepherd. The 
Lord, who spoke these strong, good words to him and us: “My sheep hear my voice. I 
know them, and they follow me. I give them eternal life, and they will never perish. No 
one will snatch them out of my hand.” 

Thank you Lord for the gifts you give. Thank you for Ian. 

Amen. 


