Great Commission Northwest

Cows and Calves and God’s Ear


“Behold, the Lord’s hand it not so short that it cannot save, neither is His ear so dull, 

that it cannot hear.”


- Isaiah 59:1

It was the middle of July, very hot and very dry, and it was time to vaccinate and brand all the calves.  So one morning, with some of us in pickups and most of us riding horses, we drove all 600 cows, with their 600 calves trailing at their sides, down towards the working corrals near the watering tanks at the bottom of the section of pasture land.  

We worked all day corralling and sorting out those 600 black cows and leaving their calves separated in another pen.  It was probably the dustiest, noisiest scene of confusion I’ve ever witnessed.  We finished sorting by late afternoon and left the calves penned up, to begin working on them the following day, early at sunup.


Very early the next morning, as I drove up to the ranch’s main buildings and got out of my car, I initially felt and then heard what sounded like a 727 jet airplane taking off two miles away down at those corrals.  I finally figured out that the roar, the sound, was those cows and their calves raising holy heck.  

We got our equipment, the branding irons, vaccination gear, etc., loaded into the pickups and took off for those pens.  The closer we got the louder the sound became, until we crossed the last hill and looked down toward the corral.  With my head hanging out the window, I could almost feel the impact of so much sound, hitting my face.  

There was a heavy dew that morning, but what we you saw driving down towards the center of the valley was a large, brown, cloud of dust, hanging kind of low.  It was being kicked up by 2400 tiny hooves inside the pen and 2400 large hooves outside the pen.  

Every single calf and every cow was bawling and bellowing for breakfast.  All were upset and angry.  Everyone of those black creatures was complaining all at once.  The dirt around those pens and in them was beaten an inch deep, fine as flour.  

They must have been circling all night long, hour after hour.  The calves were hungry.  The mamas were upset, all with swollen udders.  And all of them were very vocal about it.

We worked all day in the choking dust and sun, not able to hear ourselves think, much less be able to hear one another.  At first I felt I had to open my mouth just to release the pressure on my eardrums.  

One by one we hustled through those calves, processed each of them, ear-tagged, branded, vaccinated, etc. - and then turned them loose.  
And here is the amazing part:  

In all that heat and noise, and dust and racket, as we turned each calf loose, one at a time, and pushed him through the corral’s gate out to where the cows were, in all that noise, the cow and the calf could actually hear each other!  

And as that calf let out a quick, calf, bawl - out of those 600 black cows the “mama” would come running at a gallop to find and nuzzle her calf.  She would laser right in on her calf.

She then led her “baby” off over the hills away from all that pandemonium.  

Each time we let one go, it seemed like that cow could hear her calf just as clearly as if the two of them were all alone and there was no one else around.

Just a thought for you guys to consider.

If the Lord could create that kind of hearing in a cow, I wonder if He can hear us when we pray to Him during a typical, noisy day?  

“Behold, the Lord’s hand it not so short that it cannot save; neither is His ear so dull that it cannot hear.”  

And again, “But Thou knowest me, O Lord; Thou seest me.”   
Pray to Him.  

He does hear





- by Rick Whitney
