The cow beckons

The cow beckons.

“Here's the way 

I love this field,” 

he moos.

“Come closer.

See the lamb up on the hill.

She glows at night.

We gather around.

She is our campfire.

We cows and sheep,

we calves and lambs,

in her glow we sing the songs 

we learned from our mothers -

Songs of the most olden of times 

before this world, beautiful times, 

times when the Lamb God reigned.

