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	 “Jesus our brother, strong and good,  
  was humbly born in a stable rude, 
 and the friendly beasts around him stood,  
  Jesus our brother, kind and good.” i 

 

When I was a child I wondered, “why was Jesus Christ born in a stable?”  

Now that I am a grandmother, I know from experience that Jesus was born in 
a stable because the innkeeper was a kind person who gave Mary shelter and privacy 
for her labor. The inn’s stable probably shared a wall with the inn crowded with 
strangers, so the innkeeper’s family cow was the only soul with a private room.  

There is not much mystery to be explained about why Jesus was born in a 
stable. It is a straight forward question with an answer so simple most children love 
singing it as a Christmas lullaby. It is an answer that makes sense and does not need to 
be unlearned like some Christmas myths. So, although the familiar old folk song has 
verses for a donkey, a cow, a sheep, and a dove all witnessing the arrival of Christ, this 
year let’s focus on the cow. Afterall, the donkey came with Mary and Joseph, the 
sheep was out with the shepherds, and the dove was a wild bird who knew that resting 
in the rafters above mammals would keep her warm. Only the cow welcomed Jesus 
Christ into her home.  

But if we launch our imaginations off our planet, and travel by thought far into 
the Milky Way to the place where we could turn our telescopes to look back at the 
little dot we call home, we would ask a different question.  

“Why was Jesus Christ born on Earth?” 

My friends, that is a very good question, a holy mystery. The best mysteries are 
stories we solve for ourselves. And sacred truth abides in the best told mystery of all. 
No scientific logic or theological reasoning will answer our good question well. The 
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best way to answer our question “Why was Christ born on Earth?” is for us to repeat 
the good story of his arrival once again. This year rather than turning to angels and 
shepherds, I propose we try get our story straight from the cow who welcomed Christ 
into her home.  

Her name was Buttercup, she was a good milker, and she loved her life as the 
family cow. Buttercup’s milk made good yellow cheese and creamy yogurt. 
Buttercup’s milk was sweet, and her disposition even sweeter.  

It was a starry night shortly after her evening milking when the innkeeper 
reopened the door and Mary stepped into the stable. Buttercup saw Mary was in 
labor, and knew how painful it was to give birth. A worried innkeeper followed Mary 
in, Joseph was close behind Mary, and his donkey followed him.  

The innkeeper told them, “Rest here. I’ll get you some blankets. Be right back.” 
Then she ran out the door as fast as she could. With that, Mary’s next contraction 
started. Joseph put his arms around Mary’s shoulders while she held onto him for 
dear life.  

Buttercup wanted to comfort Mary, but Mary did not seem to understand the 
meaning of Buttercup’s low “Moo.” Instead, Mary cried loudly and clutched Joseph’s 
hand so hard that his fingers turned purple.  

Buttercup wanted to tell Mary to breathe, but because Mary did not understand 
her mooing tried something else, a gentle sound. Buttercup swished her tail against 
the straw. Joseph swayed to the sound of Buttercup’s swaying tail. “Swish. Swish. 
Swish. Swish.” Together they gave Mary a rhythm for her breathing. As her 
contraction subsided, Mary began to breathe along with Joseph’s swaying and the 
sound of Buttercup’s tail. “Swish. Swish. Swish. Swish.” 

Mary’s pause to breathe didn’t last long. The next contraction came soon. Mary 
cried louder. Joseph’s eyes grew wide. And just then Jesus entered the world just like 
every other human baby and Buttercup’s own calves. The innkeeper was too late with 
the blankets, but Buttercup heard her running feet pause outside the stable door.  

“I’m coming,” the innkeeper cried. As she pushed the door open, she 
whispered “Oh my!”, grabbed Buttercup’s manager full of fresh hay, and turned it 
into a cradle for this new born baby boy.  

Now then, “Why on earth was Jesus Christ born?”  
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Well, to understand a reasoned answer for such a divine question, one needs to 
speak the language of God, rather than the language of humans. Honestly, we humans 
speak the language of God about as well as we speak the language of cows. Afterall, 
Buttercup could have helped Mary much better if only Mary understood the meaning 
Buttercup’s various moos.  

We know God wants to help us with our pain more than Buttercup wanted to 
help Mary. But sin is a barrier that keeps us from speaking God’s language and 
receiving God’s help. But on the night Jesus was born, Earth’s recovery from sin 
began a new age as God’s son entered a stable on Earth where God’s language was 
understood. Christ came into our world cared for by an innkeeper and a cow that 
knew how to speak God’s language, love. 

Love is the language of God and God’s son Jesus Christ was born in a stable 
where love lived. Buttercup showed love with her swishing tail. The innkeeper 
showed love by offering Mary a safe, private place for her labor. Joseph showed love 
by marrying Mary when she was pregnant, knowing he was not this baby’s daddy. 
Mary showed her love by welcoming God’s arrival in human history.  

Love is the language of God. We can all learn to speak it. 

After all, Jesus did not stay a baby. As a grown man he taught us God’s love 
can be embodied by each of us.. “Love your neighbor as you love yourself.” (Matthew 
22:39) he taught us. So easily said. So easily memorized. But love ceases to be an ideal 
and becomes a language only when we learn to meet our world’s great pain by 
lovingly meeting each other’s needs.  

In our old French carol, the animals all spoke the love language of God on the 
night Jesus was born. The donkey gave his mother a ride. The cow gave Jesus a bed. 
The sheep gave her wool to make the blanket the innkeeper shared. The dove gave 
them all a lullaby to start a good night’s rest. And because he was born on Earth, Jesus 
brought us all the gift of love he shared with God for all of us.  

Amen.   
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Jesus	our	brother,	strong	and	good,		
	 was	humbly	born	in	a	stable	rude,		
and	the	friendly	beasts	around	him	stood,		
	 Jesus	our	brother,	kind	and	good.			
	
“I,”	said	the	donkey,	shaggy	and	brown,		
	 “I	carried		his	mother	uphill	and	down,		
I	carried	his	mother	to	Bethlehem	town;	
	 I”	said	the	donkey,	shaggy	and	brown.	
	
“I,”	said	the	cow,	all	white	and	red,		
	 “I	gave	him	my	manger	for	his	bed,		
I	gave	him	my	hay	to	pillow	his	head’	
	 I,”	said	the	cow,	all	white	and	red.	
	
“I,”	said	the	sheep	with	curly	horn,		
	 	 “I	gave	him	my	wool	for	his	blanket	warm,		
he	wore	my	coat	on	Christmas	morn:		
I,”	said	the	sheep	with	curly	horn.		
	 	
	 I	said	the	dove,	from	the	rafters	high,		
“I	cooed	him	to	sleep	that	he	should	not	cry,		
we	cooed	him	to	sleep,	my	mate	and	I:		
I,”	said	the	dove,	from	the	rafters	high.	
	
	 Thus	all	the	beasts,	by	some	good	spell,		
in	the	stable	dark	were	glad	to	tell		
of	the	gifts	they	gave	Emmanuel,		
the	gifts	they	gave	Emmanuel.	
 

      

																																																													
i	A	12th	century	French	carol.	#227	The	United	Methodist	Hymnal,	The	United	Methodist	Publishing	House,	1989.	


