
The Ox’s Tale 
 

G’day, my name is Curley, Curley the 
ox.  Here’s a photo of me and one of my 
work mates.  The cute, and at the same 
time the more macho looking one — that’s 
me.  We’re wearing our yoke in 
preparation for a really big job, if I 
remember that occasion correctly. 

Yeah, we were the tractors, the prime 
movers of the past.  Animals forced to 
wear yokes to make them work together 
to drag heavy loads, or move piled up 
wagons.  As you can imagine I’m not 
usually invited to talk at occasions like these; I’m a bit rough around the edges, 
especially regarding the language I use.  I’ve learnt how to swear like a bullocky.  
But I’ve promised to control myself and only tell you about my religious 
experiences. 

The closest I ever got to religion was the time I was yoked to an Ox called 
Lord.  I shared his company for five or six months, I suppose.  Our first job together 
had the greatest affect on me. 

We had to move a wagon loaded with sin and guilt.  It was a large wagon, and 
I’d learnt that sin and guilt is usually a heavy load.  I wasn’t looking forward to it at 
all.  But do you know what he told me?  He said, ‘I’ll pull this myself; you take a rest, 
just walk along beside me.’  I looked at him in amazement.  ‘I mean it’, he said.  
‘Anyway, you’ve got a pretty mean streak yourself, haven’t you?  You’re always 
looking after number one.’  I still wonder how he knew that.  ‘And if you try to help 
that’s only going to make it worse, even heavier for me.  I’ll carry your personal 
burden, as well as the load in the wagon.’ 

And that’s what Lord always did for me whenever we were carrying loads of sin 
and guilt.  He bore it all himself.  Those were the times when it was simply 
wonderful to be yoked to him.  It was as if none of that sin and guilt was there at all.  
What a blessing (is that the right religious word?) to be yoked to Lord. 

Of course, there were other loads we carried, too.  There are all kinds of things 
that humans want to get rid of — worry, fear, sickness, family concerns, relationship 
troubles, loneliness, busyness, problems with self-esteem, with past experiences, 
with unfairness and injustices that don’t go away.  All kinds of things.  And that’s 
when being yoked to Lord became more difficult.  Then he wanted me to bear my 
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share of the burden.  And that’s fine, but at times I reckon he purposely slacked off 
and gave me more than my fair share.  I guess he’s entitled to do that, but I 
couldn’t help feeling the unfairness of it. 

Of course, I didn’t say anything, just suffered in silence.  Those were the 
occasions I wished I could be free of Lord and be yoked to another of my ox-friends 
instead. 

But one day I had enough.  I dared to speak about his unfairness.  And what 
sticks in my memory, as I made my complaint, is the smile on Lord’s face.  (You think 
oxen don’t smile?  Well, the ones I worked with did.)  And it wasn’t a derisive smile, 
or a smile of disappointment.  It was an accepting smile.  A tell-me-more smile.  An 
at-last-you’re-starting-to-be-honest-with-me smile.  A so-you-want-to-understand-
me smile.  And he explained why at times life just gets unfair. 

You know, he wasn’t up to doing his share; because he wasn’t feeling up to 
scratch — must be something I ate, he said — or his old back-leg injury was playing 
up.  Or he thought I needed an extra workout, it would strength my flabby back 
and neck muscles, or he was helping me to develop a sense of unfairness.  Every 
time I complained I realized I got to know him better.   And I got to know me 
better.  And our relationship deepened.  I realized what I would have missed if I’d 
walked away from him and gave the bullocky a really mournful look that said ‘I want 
a different yoke-partner.’  (You think oxen can’t mope around mournfully?    The 
ones I worked with did.) 

Being yoked to Lord was the best time of my life.  Even when I myself was 
going through the kind of troubles that were piled high in the wagon, the troubles 
we were carting out of the life of humans.  Even then I knew Lord was always caring 
for me.  And by means of my complaining he was letting me get to know him 
better. 

All that brings to mind the visitor who sometimes appeared at our camps.  He 
told stories around the camp fire to a gathering of quite a few bullockys who were 
driving other teams.  (You think oxen can’t understand camp-fire stories?  Oh, 
there’s a lot you don’t know about oxen.) 

Well, there were stories he told that - how should I put it - that matched up 
with what Lord told me, and was doing with me. 

For example.  There was a guy named Paul.  He had some kind of trouble with 
thorns, which he didn’t like at all.  Well, he asked THELord (never worked out who 
he really was) to remove this burden from him.  He asked repeatedly.  They got into 
an argument apparently.  But still THELord said ‘no’.  But through the argument this 
Paul guy got to know THELord better, understood why the thorns stayed.  He even 
claimed, as I understood the story, that the weakness brought about by the thorns 
made him stronger than ever.  But I never completely understand human talk.  (Bet 
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you didn’t know that about oxen either.) 

Then there was a guy called Jonah.  He had trouble with worms.  They were 
eating his veges.  He blamed THELord for it all.  And they had a ding-dong 
argument about it.  THELord explained why he did it, and what this Jonah was 
supposed to learn about THELord from it, but I never heard whether he gained 
anything from the argument — as he should have.  It seems I always fell asleep 
halfway through that story. 

Then there was a guy called Psalmwriter.  He was sick, afraid he was going to 
die.  He had a few words with THELord, too.  But not as heated as Jonah.  He told 
THELord that if he died, THELord would miss out on the praise he regularly gave 
him.  Other people wouldn’t hear it either.  The big loser in his death would be 
THELord.  So why should he let him die?  It seemed to me this Psalmwriter must 
have had many arguments like this in the past and had come to know THELord very 
well.  I don’t remember if he  recovered.  At least he lived long enough to write his 
Psalm. 

Then sometimes around the camp fire they sang a song about a fiddler on the 
roof.  (You think oxen don’t know what a fiddler on the roof is?  Well, this time 
you’re right.)  This guy wanted to be rich, and told THELord all the things he would 
do if he were.  And he challenged THELord to tell him what effect his being rich 
would have on any of THELord’s plans for the world.  Again I didn’t hear the result 
of his request, but to make a request like that seems to presuppose what a great 
and close relationship this guy had with THELord. 

What I’m trying to say is that I think religious arguments are so terribly 
important.  Whenever you feel you’re carrying heavy loads, have it out with your 
God.  You get to know your yoke-partner — and, maybe more importantly, yourself 
— so much better, so deeply.  Don’t just walk away from your God when he 
displeases you in some way.  Deal with it.  Deal with him.  And don’t leave until you 
get your answer.  Trust him to give you, in some kind of way, in his own time, his 
answer to the trouble you’re in. 

Let me finish by reminding you that your good book says something like this:  
Come to me, all you who are weary and carrying heavy loads.  I'll give you rest.  Let 
me yoke myself to you, so you can learn who I am, for I’m gentle and humble and I 
enjoy a good argument.  My yoke is easy to bear, and I will carry your burden with 
you.  (Matt.11:28-30) 
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