When The Animals Talk

By Rusty Calhoun
The story is told about the night

The Babe was born in the stable.

The animals gathered round the child

Admiring Him in the cradle.

Because they worshipped that little Babe,

And sang their praises to Him

God has granted them one night a year

They  can talk with the seraphim.

Late at night,  on Christmas Eve

In every stable and barn,

The critters gather in Jesus’ Name

Warm and safe from harm.

At the stroke of midnight, a miracle!

Lowing and braying takes form

As words of love and praise come forth

And the creatures voices transform

Into lovely, sweet, and comforting sounds

As they utter worshipful words

No one’s left out, there are sheep and elk

Coyotes, cougars  and birds.

The angels sing and play their lutes,

The drummer boy thumps his drum.

The horses nicker an “Agnus Dei”

And all of the animals come.

To lend their voices in adoration

At the birth of the blessed child

And teach us  gentle lessons

In tones both sweet and mild.

“O holy Night”, the mother ewe bleats

As she snuggles her little lamb,

While benediction is offered up

By a majestic curly horned ram.

Voices ring out from the top of the lofts,

Across the meadows and plains,

A chorus of joyful, Heavenly notes. 

The Christ Child’s Glory proclaimed.

