
C
hristmas is almost here, and right on its coattails a new

year. For me, the latter part of 2018 made me pray for pa-

tience, courage and hope. We all have those times when

life events, through no fault of our own, seem to be overwhelming.

We pray for guidance and strength from our God, and carry on. I

found a little book that was actually written for children, but one

prayer in particular spoke to my heart, The Prayer of the Donkey.

Seventy-one years ago a private press in France published a little

book written by a nun, Prayers from the Ark. Twenty-five years

later, a French copy was found tucked away in a convent kitchen.

Thankfully, British author, Rumer Godden (1907-1998) felt that the

book needed to be translated into English to share with the rest of

the world. The author of this gem was a French nun and poet, Car-

men Bernos De Gastotld (1919-1995) who lived at the Benedictine

Abbeye Saint Louis du Temple at Limon-par-Igny. Rumer went to

the Benedictine Abbey and spent time with Carmen to consult on

the translation which was published in 1962, with illustrations by

Jean Primrose (and they are lovely).

The book is comprised of prayers from Noah and the animals for

their own little blessings. What struck me about the little donkey’s

prayer was his acceptance of the fact that life is hard, yet we carry

on. He accepts harsh treatment, yet asks God for courage and gen-

tleness – not retribution. People make fun of his voice, yet he asks

for understanding from others. He asks to find a thistle – one thistle
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– not a field of thistles, but one. But, most importantly, he asks to

be reunited with the child in the manger. What I could learn from

that little donkey!

May you all have a most blessed Christmas, and a new year that

provides you with joy. In times of sorrow, think of the little don-

key’s prayer – and may it bring you peace.

The Prayer of the Donkey

O God, who made me

to trudge along the road

always,

to carry heavy loads

always,

and to be beaten

always!

Give me great courage and gentleness.

One day let somebody understand me–

that I may no longer want to weep

because I can never say what I mean

and they make fun of me.

Let me find a juicy thistle–

and make them give me time to pick it.

And, Lord, one day, let me find again

my little brother of the Christmas crib. 

Amen.




