
 

Lyle the Lamb 



 

Lyle was a little lamb  
Whose fleece was white as snow 



 

Except, of course, when he rolled in the mud,  
wriggling to and fro 



 

 For some strange reason,  
Lyle wanted not to be clean 

He wanted by the other lambs to be seen, 
As neat and tough, as cooler than them 



 

And so he rolled in the mud... 
Again and again. 



 

And it seemed to work, they thought Lyle was cool. 
Thought he was the lamb who needed no school. 



 

And so while the others, 
Sat and listened and learned... 



 

Lyle rolled all around, 
From grass to mud to fern.  

Enjoying the time he thought the others were wasting 
 By listening to the their elders and learning and obeying 



 

There was, however, a problem with Lyle’s grand plan 
 He realized one day while skipping school, kicking a can  

Lyle the cool sheep could hear not a peep 
 From the rolling can to the bleating sheep 



 

Somehow his hearing had simply dissapeared 
 The doctor said the mud had clogged up his ears 



 

And there was one voice all sheep need to know 
 It told them where to eat and sleep and where to go  
It was the voice of the Shepherd, their one true friend 

 Who was always beside them, even till the end 



 

He was the one who would guide them each day 
 And keep them from wandering or being led astray 



 

Because the life of the sheep was not all cake and pie 
 There were lions and tigers and bears, Oh My! 



 

And even worse there were other villians 
 Interested only in stealin’ and killin’ 



 

They wanted the sheep for their wool and their meat 
 They thought that they were yummy to eat 



 

And these thieves they would come so quietly in 
 Looking not like strangers, but acting like friends 

Indistinguishable from the shepherd, at least to sheep eyes 
 But then again vision so often tells lies 



 

But when the sheep used their ears to listen to these strangers 
 They were immediately aware of the possible dangers 



 

Of course, this presented for Lyle a fair sized quandary 
 That snuck up upon him while he was doing laundry  

A man came up who looked oh so kind 
 He was carrying a staff that brought Lyle peace of 

mind 



 

And Lyle looked at him, and because he could not hear 
 He didn’t take after the others and scatter in fear "



 

And poor Lyle was in for one rude surprise 
 When he realized the man’s appearance was nothing but 

lies  
This man was a butcher, a killer, a thief 

 But this realization brought Lyle no relief 
Because he was too busy preparing to flee 



 

 The answer, at that moment, was being called out 
 From the voice of the shepherd who was beginning to 

shout, 
“Lyle, dear Lyle, come over here 

 Where I am, there is nothing to fear  
My voice will lead you away from alarm 



 

But Lyle, dear Lyle, his ears were still stuffed 
 With mud and dirt and little grass tufts 

 And so he could not hear the shepherd’s call 
 He still could not hear anything at all 



 



 

But he still tried to run, to escape this evil man 
 But he had little hope without an escape plan  
Because a sheep who cannot hear the shepherd’s call 

 Hardly has any idea where he’s going at all 
 He’ll run in circles or wander away 

 Following his stomach all of the day 
 Or if he is faced with a man with a stick 



 

And that is exactly what Lyle did 
 He ran for the butcher while the others hid 

 In safety behind their leading shepherd 
 Their rock, their leader, their almighty protector 

 But Lyle he ran each and every way 
 That the butcher led him that day 



 

He ran to the left, he ran to the right 
 And the butcher ran Lyle right out of sight 
 An unhappy ending, for our Lyle, I’m afraid 

 For no one has heard from him, even to this day 
 They look for him, and the shepherd still calls 

 But Lyle has not been seen since at all 



 

"
While the end for Lyle, it most certainly is 

 I hope that it is not so for us my friends 
 Let us learn from poor Lyle what we must do 
 What things are false, and what things are true 
 Let us learn how to listen, to hear what is said 

 To not hear too much from the voices in our head 
"

 Because here is the gospel, God’s own good news 
 That Christ keeps on calling, not matter what we choose 

 The good shepherd he is, for us he’s the door 
 The way that we get to life ever more 

 And that is not the only reason that he calls 
 Christ wants in the here and the now the best for us all 

"
 But sometimes like poor Lyle, there’s stuff in the way 

 Our ears are filled with the concerns of the day 
 With anger and hatred and doubt and with greed 

 With the things that we want and the things that we need 
 And the voice of the butcher takes so many forms 

 Telling us that we had better conform "



 

"
 To a world filled with hatred and consumed with consumption 

 And sometimes it is hard to get up the gumption 
 To say no to the lies that are easy to swallow 

 To get out of the mud in which we all like to wallow 
 But if we remain in the trap of modernity 

 We will miss our opportunity to live now in eternity 
"

 For that is the call of our shepherd, just listen 
 Not just a pearly gate reality, but a mission 
 And purpose and vision and abundant life here 

 Its a message of hope for all who would hear 
 Life begins now when you follow the Christ 

 He is the author and perfecter of life 
"

 He calls when we are near and he calls when we are far 
 His love reaches out to us wherever we are 

 But now, let us pause and examine our own ears 
 Look for the obstacles that have built up for years 

 And let us rid ourselves of them, I pray 
 Let us abandon ourselves to our shepherd today 

"
 Hear the good news, he calls to you 

 With love that is deep and words that are true 
 Stop flitting about and open your ears 
 Hear is the love all are longing to hear 

 What is it you hold that will stand in the way 
 Of following the true shepherd for ever after today? 



THE END 


