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A Peace Message
by PABLO CASALS

During the celebration of the tenth anniversary of the United Nations in October 1958
I was granted the privilege of appearing before that supreme forum. There, where the causes
most profoundly affecting the human conscience are discussed, I used two means of communi¬
cating the oppressions which weigh on my spirit. And I used the same two means to restate
my faith in the great gifts with which our Creator endowed man whom He created in His
own image, a faith which persists despite my spiritual disquiet.

I used music and my voice to draw attention to the suffering which afflicts mankind be¬
cause of the great and perhaps mortal danger threatening us. This is what I said at the time
and which to this day holds the same urgency for me: "If at my age I have come here for
this day, it is not because anything has changed in my moral attitude or in the restrictions
that I have imposed upon myself and my career as an artist for all these years, but because
today all else becomes secondary in comparison to the great and perhaps mortal danger threat¬
ening all humanity. The extraordinary scientific discoveries of our century which some great
intellects, in their thirst for knowledge, have achieved, are now being exploited for the construc¬
tion of instruments of monstrous destructiveness. Confusion and fear have invaded the whole
world; misunderstood nationalism, fanaticism, political dogmas and lack of liberty and justice
are feeding mistrust and hostility that make the collective danger greater every day; yet, the
desire for peace is felt by every human being in the world. This desire has been manifested
again and again in the face of the peril menacing all of us, by many distinguished personali¬
ties, in scientific writings, in the world Press, and above all by that great citizen of the world,
Dr. Albert Schweitzer.

The anguish of the world caused by the continuation of nuclear danger is increasing
every day; all realize the horrifying consequences of a nuclear war, which would cause not
only irreparable material and physical destruction, but also moral and spiritual degradation.
How I wish that there could be a tremendous movement of protest in all countries,
and especially from the mothers, that would impress those who have the power to prevent
this catastrophe.

It is my deep conviction that the great masses in these countries, as in every other
country, want the understanding and mutual cooperation of their fellow men. It is for the
Governments and those in power to see to it that the achievement of this desire will not be¬
come impossible and thus cause the terrible frustration felt by all those who are not living
in unconsciousness.

It seems to me that all those who believe in the dignity of man should act at this time
in order to bring about a deeper understanding among peoples and a sincere "rapprochement"
between conflicting forces. The United Nations today represents the most important hope for
peace. Let us give it all power to act for our benefit.

And let us fervently pray that the near future will disperse the clouds that darken our
days now."

I repeat, music, that wonderful universal language which is understood by everyone
should be a source of communication among men. I once again exhort my fellow musicians
throughout the world to put the purity of their art at the service of mankind in order to unite
all people in fraternal ties.

With this objective in mind, I consider it my duty to offer my humble contribution in
the form of a personal crusade. Let each one of us contribute as he is able until this ideal is
attained in all its glory; and let us unify our fervent prayers that in the near future all human¬
ity may be joined in a spiritual embrace.
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Concert — June 21, 1962

BRAHMS Symphony No. 4 in E Minor, Op. 98
Allegro non troppo
Andante moderato
Allegro giocoso
Allegro enérgico e passionato (Tema con variazoni)

THE FESTIVAL CASALS ORCHESTRA

ALEXANDER SCHNEIDER, Conductor

Presentation of first Carnegie Hall Award
for Services to the Arts and Humanity

to

PABLO CASALS

Award Presented by AUGUST HECKSCHER
Cultural Consultant to the White House

CASALS Motet "O Vos Omnes"
for unaccompanied chorus
(1st performance)

Members of THE CLEVELAND ORCHESTRA CHORUS
ROBERT SHAW, conductor

SCHUBERT Mass in G Major
Kyrie Sanctus
Gloria Benedictus
Credo Agnus Dei

Members of THE CLEVELAND ORCHESTRA CHORUS
and THE FESTIVAL CASALS ORCHESTRA

ROBERT SHAW, conductor
Soloists: Margaret Hauptman, soprano

Jon Humphrey, tenor
Leonard Hart, baritone

— Intermission —

BEETHOVEN Concerto No. 5 for Piano and Orchestra
in E flat Major, Op. 73 (Emperor)

Allegro
Adagio un poco moto
Rondo Allegro

EUGENE ISTOMIN, Pianist
and THE FESTIVAL CASALS ORCHESTRA

ALEXANDER SCHNEIDER, Conductor
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When Robert Shaw was in Puerto Rico last Winter to discuss plans for the current Fes¬
tival Casals, he spoke to Mrs. Pablo Casals about the possible existence of a work for chorus
which Pablo Casals might have written in the past. Several weeks later Mrs. Casals sent Mr.
Shaw the score of an unpublished and never performed score of a Motet "O Vos Omnes" for
unaccompanied chorus which Casals had composed in 1912. While rehearsing members of
the Cleveland Orchestra Chorus for performances of Casals' full-length oratorio "El Pesebre", he
also found time to rehearse the singers in the Motet, in order to surprise the composer at one
of the rehearsals in Puerto Rico with this work which he had never heard himself. When the
existence of the work was discovered by Festival Casals Management it was decided to obtain
the composer's formal permission to schedule the premiere of this work for this concert.

O VOS OMNES (From The Lamentations of Jeremiah)

O vos omnes All ye who pass by
Qui transitis per viam Oh look, if there is any sorrow
Attendite si est dolor Which is like unto my sorrow.
Sicut dolor meus.

SCHUBERT MASS IN G MAJOR

KYRIE
Kyrie eleison, Christe eleison.

GLORIA
Gloria in excelsis Deo, et in terra pax homini-

bus bonae voluntatis. Laudamus te, benedicimus
te, adoramus te, glorificamus te. Gratias agimus
tibi propter magnam gloriam tuam. Domine Deus
rex coelestis, Deus Pater omnipotens. Domine Fili
Unigenite, Jesu Christe. Domine Deus, Agnus
Dei, Filius Patris. Qui tollis peccata mundi, mis¬
erere nobis. Qui tollis peccata mundi, suscipe
deprecationem nostram. Qui sedes ad dexteram
Patris, miserere nobis. Quoniam tu solus sanctus,
tu solus Dominus, tu solus altissimus, Jesu Christe,
cum Sancto Spiritu, in gloria Dei Patris. Amen.

CREDO
Credo in unum Deum, Patrem omnipotentem,

factorem coeli et terrae, visibilium omnium et
invisibilium. Et in unum Dominum Jesum Chris¬
tum, Filium Dei unigenitum. Et ex Patre natum
ante omnia saecula. Deum de Deo, lumen de
lumine, Deum verum de Deo vero. Genitum, non

factum, consubstantialem Patri: per quern omnia
facta sunt. Qui propter nos homines, et propter

KYRIE
Lord, have mercy. Christ, have mercy.

GLORIA
Glory be to God on high, and on earth peace,

good will towards men. We praise thee, we bless
thee, we worship thee, we glorify thee, we give
thanks to thee for thy great glory, O Lord God
heavenly King, God the Father Almighty.

0 Lord, the only-begotten Son Jesus Christ; O
Lord God, Lamb of God, Son of the Father, that
takest away the sins of the world, have mercy
upon us. Thou that takest away the sins of the
world, have mercy upon us. Thou that takest
away the sins of the world, receive our prayer.
Thou that sittest at the right hand of God the
Father, have mercy upon us.

For thou only art holy; thou only art the Lord;
thou only, O Christ, with the Holy Ghost, art
most high in the glory of God, the Father. Amen.

CREDO
1 believe in one God, the Father Almighty,

Maker of heaven and earth, and of all things
visible and invisible.

And in one Lord Jesus Christ, the only-begot¬
ten Son of God, and born of the Father before all
ages; God of God; Light of Light; true God of
true God; begotten, not made; of the same
substance with the Father; by whom all things
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nostram salutem descendit de coelis. Et incarna-
tus est de Spiritu Sancto ex Maria Virgine: et
homo factus est. Crucifixus etiam pro nobis: sub
Pontio Pilato passos, et sepultus est. Et resurrexit
tertia die, secundum Scripturas . Et ascendit in
coelum: sedet ad dexteram Patris. Et iterum ven-

turus est cum gloria, judicaré vivos et mortuos:
cujus regni non erit finis. Et in Spiritum Sanc¬
tum, Dominum et vivificantem : qui ex Pâtre
Filioque procedit. Qui cum Pâtre et Filio simul
adoratur et conglorificatur: qui locutus est per
prophetas. Et unam, sanctam, Catholicam et
Apostolicam Ecclesiam. Confíteor unum baptisma
in remissionem peccatorum. Et exspecto resur-
rectionem mortuorum. Et vitam venturi saeculi.
Amen.

SANCTUS
Sanctus Dominus, Deus Sabaoth! Pleni sunt

coeli et terra gloria tua. Osanna in excelsis.

BENEDICTUS
Benedictus qui venit in nomine Domini. Osan¬

na in excelsis.

AGNUS DEI
Agnus Dei, qui tollis peccata mundi, miserere

nobis, dona nobis pacem.

were made. Who for us men, and for our salva¬
tion, came down from heaven, and became in¬
carnate by the Holy Ghost of the Virgin Mary,
and was made man. He was crucified also for us,
suffered under Pontius Pilate, and was buried.
And the third day He rose again according to
the Scriptures, and ascended into heaven, and
sitteth at the right hand of the Father. And He
is to come again with glory to judge the living
and the dead, of whose kingdom there shall be
no end.

And in the Holy Ghost, the Lord and Life-
giver, who proceeded from the Father and the
Son; who together with the Father and the Son,
is adored and glorified; who spoke by the Pro¬
phets. And in one Holy, Catholic and Apostolic
Church. I confess one baptism for the remission
of sins; and I look for the resurrection of the
dead, and the life of the world to come. Amen.

SANCTUS
Holy, Holy, Holy, Lord of Hosts! Heaven and

earth are full of glory. Hosanna in the highest.

BENEDICTUS
Blessed is he that cometh in the name of the

Lord. Hosanna in the highest.
AGNUS DEI

Lamb of God, that taketh away the sins of the
world, have mercy upon us, grant us thy peace.

h—
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Concert — June 22
The New York Premiere of Pablo Casals' Message of Peace

<§/ Cfiesehre

(The Manger)

ORATORIO FOR SOLO VOICES, CHORUS AND ORCHESTRA
(sung in English)

Music by Pablo Casals Text by Joan Alavedra
Soloists:

ADELE ADDISON, Soprano PAULINO SAHARREA, Tenor
MARGARET HAUPTMAN, Soprano RAYMOND MURCELL, Baritone
MAUREEN FORRESTER, Contralto WILLIAM WARFIELD, Bass

Members of The Cleveland Orchestra Chorus, ROBERT SHAW, conductor
The Festival Casals Orchestra

under the direction of

PABLO CASALS

EL PESEBRE (THE MANGER) PABLO CASALS
PART I THE ANNUNCIATION TO THE SHEPHERDS

1. Prelude (Sardana)
2. The Annunciation to the Shepherds

PART II ON WAY TO BETHLEHEM
3. The Man at the Well
4. The Fisherman
5. The Man who Plows
6. The Star
7. The Man and Woman who Carry the Grapes
8. The Woman who Spins

— Intermission —

PART III THE CARAVAN
9. The Caravan

10. The Three Pages
11. Chorus of the Camels
12. Chorus of the Three Kings

PART IV IN THE MANGER
13. Intermezzo of The Manger
14. The Mother of God
15. Saint Joseph
16. The Mule in the Stable
17. The Ox in the Stable

Intermission —

PART V THE ADORATION
18. The Night of the Birth ( Scene of the Manger's entrance )
19. The Tears of the Infant Jesus
20. The Arrival of the Shepherds
21. The Arrival of the Three Kings and The Offerings
22. Hosanna
23. Gloria
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"El Pesebre" was composed in Prades, France, between 1943 and 1947^ its final dkffitfe, however,
was written for the world premiere of the work, in Acapulco, Mexico, in December 1960. Its United
States premiere took place this past April in San Francisco, while the current performance comes in¬
tact directly from this year's Festival Casals in Puerto Rico. These performances are the first in a
long series which Pablo Casals is planning throughout the Western world, and possibly even behind
the Iron Curtain.

The text is by the Spanish poet Joan Alavedra, who one Christmas was asked by his ten-year old
daughter to write a little poem for a creche he had set up for her, so that all its figurines might come to
life for her. The poet obliged, interpreting not only the universally accepted figures of a manger scene,
but also additional ones which seem typical of a Catalonian creche—a fisherman, a plowman, a woman
who spins, a man and woman who carry grapes, and so on.—Later, after Alavedra had fled Spain and
sought exile in France, he developed his poems into a cycle by incorporating the themes of the Passion,
Death and Resurrection of Christ.

Although Casals and Alavedra were both living at the "Villa Colette" in Prades during the
German occupation of France, the maestro did not know of this poem's existence, until it had won
first prize at a Catalonian Language and Poetry Festival in Perpignan in May 1943. In June of that
year, at the occasion of Alavedra's saint's day, that of Saint John, Casals surprised the poet with the
first fragment of the music to the poem.

English Translation by Donald MacDonald

EL PESEBRE

Poem Of The Manger
( Oratorio )

Music: Pablo Casals Text-. Joan Alavedra

— The Annunciation to the Shepherds

An angel whose wings are golden
Flies to the shepherd's abode.
He perches on the branches
And there he sings this song:
—Lay down your food and your pitcher,
Take up your cloak and your staff,
Arise and follow me quickly,
The dogs will guard the sheep.
Have you heard a beautiful voice?
—Was it voice or violin?
—'Twas the bleat of a lamb while dreaming,
—'Twas the water falling down,
Trickling softly in the mosses
Lest it wake tomorrow morn.

—Will it not be then the star

That shines high there in the sky?
Behold, it makes its way ... !

The soft beating wings we hear,
Fly on through the air.
—Sounds of heavenly music!
—Sleeping sheep are there,
That the shepherd watches
With his soothing flute;
And flame of the fire
That stops them from flight.

And at once the night becomes quiet
With great and awesome silence;
And a voice suspended in air
Breaks forth with ringing tone:

—Arise from sleep!
In a stable in the city of Bethlehem
A miracle, a miracle
Has taken place this day.
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The Son of God in His person
Has been born in our flesh,
And He weeps for all creatures.
Glory to God in the Highest!
Arise from sleep and come!
The Star is there to guide you
And my voice sings along your way.

There's a shepherd takes a chicken
And another a fine lamb,
And another takes a turkey
And there's one who takes a ram.

A jar of honey is carried
By boys who think they are men.
When at last they reach the summit
Just then the morning breaks through.

pfltZT JT WAV 72) BETHLEHEP!
The Man at the Well

At a well-side toils a man

His water draws from the well.

Good morning and good water
Here's wishing all of you well!
—It is for all time this well,
Must give water for all time.
The Child who greets us this morning
Will wash away all our sins . . .

The fisherman

Standing on the shore
See a fisherman.

—Come with us our friend,
Shepherds ask of him.

—In the river that passes
The current I see!
In waves of reflection
My fish wait for me,
Whose tails are dancing
And shining and sparkling
As clearly and freshly
As silver and gold.
But deep in the pools
Lie baited my hooks and my lure,
In darkness is waiting
A catch that is sure.

—Good day and good fishing!
We go on our way.

—Hiding from the parents
Tell only to the Child,
That I fish for fishes
That He will give
To the multitudes of men

That will come to hear
The holy words
That He will wish to say.
He, a fisherman also,
Will be filled with joy.

The Man who Plows

They find a man who plows a humid field,
Who plows with oxen great expanses,
Drives them on with a shout;
There is one who works,
Who works very well, early in the morning.
—Good morning, man with a plow!
Do not proceed with your working,
But come with us to Bethlehem.

—I must finish my work,
So I must plow and sow;
Thresh the wheat, grind the grain,
Bake it into bread,
Bread whose crust is golden.
—There is still much time to work!

—No, it's true—this is my story:
In the depth of darkness,
Tell this to the Child:
Came a beauteous angel
So close to my bed.
The room was fully lighted
With the light of Heaven,
Neither made by sunrise
Nor the light of fire.
'Twas a light of brightness,
Living like a lamp;
Brightly shone around him
Like the light of day.
Waken from your sleeping-
He said,—Follow me,

and with your oxen
Plow all you now see.
For then, in the morning,
A Sower will be born.

Prepare the land,
Oh plowers of the world!
And the grain shall come forth,



Made into good bread.
On the night of sorrow,
As His last farewell,
Like a fond remembrance,
He will give us bread.

The Star

Blue sky is fading, bright stars invading,
So heav'ns above us adorn the night.
Now sweet, now silent, is nature's slumber
And bathed in wonder this Holy night.
How soft the wind and the waters sing,
The birds of night how muffled their wings.
Now over the fields pass the rays of a star,
In shadows are drifting, blending their light;
And standing alone are branches bare,
But flow'rs in blossom embrace the sky.

The Man and Woman

who Carry the Grapes

A man and a woman in cold of night, by narrow

paths,
Through olive trees, are going to the vineyards.
Between them is suspended a carrier of grapes
That is overflowing; and as they walk the trail
The shepherds see them from the distant hills.

When the vine would yield its wine,
Day and night are in the making.
The grapes will not wait for men.

—This wine we make is not for me, my friends,
For mine is stored below and is forgotten.
This wine is made in winter night and frost,
Yet lying in the snow the grapes are unfrozen.

The grapes so cold?

—Yes but they're not cold . . .

"Go to the vineyard once more,"
The voice of a child did say,
"When the hour of twelve has sounded
The vines will have grown again,
And your hands will both be marked
With the color of red roses,

As if with roses of blood.
Take this wine and keep it in silence.
Keep this wine in silent devotion,
For one day the call will come
And it will be borne away.

In a chalice it will come,

Placed there upon a table,
And with His friends He will drink

Together in a communion
That we'll share together."

The Woman who Spins

See there in a doorway a woman who spins.
Come hither to join us
This night of the birth.
—You must not fear . . . the sheep sleep by

themselves;
In the morning the dogs will watch them well.
But for my labor, simple for my hands,
To my heart it is filled with endless sorrow.
For with these hands I must spin and weave
A cloth with fragrance woven in its fabric.
For the day when this Child will now be born
Will suffer His day of greatest sorrow . . .

I see Him now . . . straining up the hill,
Piercing rocks are the pathway for His feet;
And the heavy cross He drags.
His face reflects compassion, care, and His love
For the people who are watching.
Now ... a woman advances, without fear.
The line of the soldiers she has parted
And with a cloth, which is from this thread I spin,
She dries his tortured face covered with dust and

blood
and sweat and tears of grief, — anguished unto

death.
And she gives Him the fresh comfort of a cloth,
Where God will leave printed His true likeness.
On wild stormy peak I see Him hung;
The lightnings flash, the black clouds roll with

thunder,
The earth is struck and trembles in the storm.

The angry wind batters furiously the cross;
And He is there, hung, the wind has blown His

hair
On His sweet face filled with His love and

kindness,
Now with His frail form all covered with blood
That is flowing slowly from His body to earth.
At midnight comes a group of faithful friends;
Down from the cross they take the cold and still

body.
And in the light, in the feeble glow of stars,
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They wrap Him so tenderly enshrouded . . .

It is this cloth, my friends, I say again,
That will receive Him at last at the time of death.
Go tell then to the Child, that this old woman

Is spinning now, and can not go to Him.

Tell Him so softly, that His mother doesn't hear
you.

Poor little mother! Great will be her grief!

It's the night of the Birth!

3rd
Second Part: The Caravan to Bethlehem

The Caravan

By the summit of the mountains
Riding camels pass three Kings,
Three Kings are riding high on their camels,
As slowly moves their caravan.
There are three pages leading the way
And pulling the camels on with their ropes.

The Three Pages

—We can not go on
It's almost the dawn,
And we are so weary.
—How cruel the night!
It just isn't right!
—The sad ugly face
Of the camel is frosty.
—The snowflakes do fall,
And cover us all,
And this is our ending.
—By comfortable hearths,
To lodging and food,
We are soon returning,
—So let us go on!
—Don't be so dumbfounded.
—March up and march down
Great deserts and plains.
—They're having such fun,
While in the hot sun,
We're living on dates.
—Who knows what so say!
It really is nothing.
—Farewell, farewell, chivalry
With sword and armor,

Goodbye earthly things,
And goodbye lovers too.
—Our needs are so small,

Just nothing at all
But starlight to follow.
—Palm trees giving shade.
Small house in the glade
Away from the sunshine ... !
Small boy with blue eyes
And doves in the skies ... !
—Delectable pies
And sweet little cupcakes!
—Our welcoming home . . .

Fountain bubbling foam,
A wife beloved ... !
—We can not go on,
It's almost the dawn.
How cruel the night,
It just isn't right.
—The sad ugly face of the camel
Is frosty.
—The snowflakes do fall
And cover us all
And this is our ending!

Chorus of the Camels

Ever in th.; East,
Lo, the star will call to follow its beauty,
Moving slowly on through the heat of desert

brilliant with starlight.
From the awful heat

Through the night we pass
To the cold that numbs us.

Legs so weak and worn
And our knees are sore

And our flesh is frozen.

Ah, steep are the mountains that we climb.
The end will be welcome.
Whither is our way,
Ah, how far unto those strange distant lands?
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Chorus of the Three Kings

Neither wise men nor kings know the myst'ry
That in this birth a child reveals.

By signs and by stars behold the enchantment
Of this most Holy night.
From distant countries we come to see now

If all our calculations are right,
And by the morn it may be proven
The stars their courses have justified.

When the star shows that perfect angle
Which we drew all across the sky,
We'll have below it the place exactly
Which we've been seeking time on time.

There in a door a simple stable;
There in the stable a Child.

Third-Part: The Manger

The Mother of God

I wished to be a servant

In the house of the Lord.
I quietly was kneeling
Imploring of my God.
I said softly: — "I am unworthy
To have wished this to be."
In the silence,
The window was opening wide.
An angel of the Lord
Stood before me in the light.
"—Hail Mary" — said he to me,
"You will be Mother of God."
—"Hail Mary, full of grace,
The Lord is with Thee
And blessed art Thou

Among all women.
And blessed is the Fruit
Of thy womb, Jesus!
It is then that my prayer began
In that moment, there;
Prayer that endures forever,
Prayer that is in my heart
Forever 'til the glory of the Child
That is born this night
Will last in all the memories,
Endless ages left of time.
For He must take the world
With all its evil,
Shed His Blood,
And my tears of grief,
To wash them all away.

Saint Joseph

Oh God, that from the time of my betrothal
Has given me a vision in a dream;
And asked of me the faith of my love
To believe in the immaculate conception.
It is You in this Infant, and You my Son!
I am a simple workman, glorified by Thee.
And with these hands will I earn bread
For God, that I may keep Him
For the world that needs Him so.

The Mule in the Stable

What beautiful sounds.
Have you heard the prayer of the mother?
The ox has not heard
The prayer of the mother.
A man has sung,
A sound has begun,
And someone is moving.
It is a young mule,
Unless I am wrong.

Just born of the Virgin,
A brilliance of light
Shining in my eyes,
Golden where He lies,
And everywhere is dancing.
Like the sun shines
On the hay in the meadow,
He shines like the sun,
He shines on the manger.
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The Ox in the Stable

Restless passed the night.
Awake, without sleep,
Heart so filled with fright,
Fearful of the noises.
I tried to sing my cares away,
For I thought this would keep me from fear,
From trembling in anguish.

Magic of the night
A far distant light
And as if in flight
Are children of heaven.
Melodies and words
Like the sound of birds,
Filling all the air
With the sound of music.

The Scene of the Manger's Entrance

Brightest star shines there above us,

Spreading through the endless sky;
The fields are sown with silver.
All that lives there rests securely.
—Is it the cry of the wind?
Do you hear it? 'Tis a cry,
'Tis the weeping of an infant.

The Tears of the Infant Jesus

Oh tears fall upon the world.
In sleep, in his deepest dream,
The heart of man is weeping.
It falls from eyes that are closed
And furrows down weary faces.
How deep the sorrow that drives them.
The sky also sheds its tears,
Tears of softly falling starlight,
And there it ends on a manger.
A Child awaits therein
And soon will open His eyes
To pierce the world's mortal darkness.

The calf newly born
With coat never worn

Is beauty unbounded.
But there is a light
In splendor of night
Which all things surrounds.
In depth of the night,
I see this great light
Come out from the stable.
The straw on the floor,
The dawn through the door
The morning is breaking.
We waken now,
The night is no more
The sun is appearing.

: The Adoration

The Arrival of the Shepherds
and the Three Kings

The shepherds are numb with cold,
Marching towards the light;
It fades where once suspended.
Then joy and delight come forth.
Scene of enchantment and peace,
A cavern in light enshrouded.
As in wonder they gave heed
Red and golden light of dawn
Veiled them all in holy brightness!

Offerings of the Three Kings
and the Shepherds

See approaching are three Kings,
Mantles frosty cloak their shoulders.
Up to Jesus do they come,
And each heart fills with a gladness.
They all fall down on their knees,
Cares are gone and every sadness.
The look of the Infant is calm

Joseph and Mary are silent.
The mule and ox observe,
They prick up their ears
All alert.
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