
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The ox gave up his manger, 
The cow gave up her hay. 
To bed the little stranger, 
Born on Christmas Day. 

 
The little dove above him, 

Looked down with ruby eyes. 
They could not help but love him, 

So little and so wise. 
 

The ass stood near and pondered, 
How such a thing could be. 

Whilst simple shepherds wondered, 
Such a child to see. 

 

First friends   

 

 

Giving to those in need. The Christmas story is one where  

We think of those who desperately need a place to rest.  

A poem by Enid Blyton. 

New music by Dany Rosevear. 

The steady beat of jingle bells would add a festive note to  

the music. .  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


