
 
 

 

Advent 
by Stephen Leake 

 

 

Somewhere your star-struck choir sings 

As the evening unpeels our histories. 

The world is here again! 

 

I feel the breathing of yuletide fires, 

The ribboned refrains of seasoned candles 

And bars of voices beyond St. Stephen’s 

Wall. 

 

The robin appears in a globe of joy 

His carol negotiating wreaths of cloud 

And tinsled cakes of snow. 

 

We wing into the holy day 

While the blinking eye of the gifting moon 

Receives you at that vanishing point 

 

On memory’s path: 

Outlived by love 

Alone. 

 

 

 

Christmas Tree Lots 
BY CHRIS GREEN 

Christmas trees lined like war refugees,  

a fallen army made to stand in their 

greens.  

Cut down at the foot, on their last leg,  

 

they pull themselves up, arms raised.  

We drop them like wood;  

tied, they are driven through the streets,  

 

dragged through the door, cornered  

in a room, given a single blanket,  

only water to drink, surrounded by joy.  

 

Forced to wear a gaudy gold star,  

to surrender their pride,  

they do their best to look alive. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

White currants 
 

Shall I give you white currants?  

I do not know why, but I have a sudden 

fancy for this fruit.  

At the moment, the idea of them cherishes 

my senses,  

And they seem more desirable than flawless 

emeralds.  

Since I am, in fact, empty-handed,  

I might have chosen gems out of India,  

But I choose white currants.  

Is it because the raucous wind is hurtling 

round the house-corners?  

I see it with curled lips and stripped 

fangs, gaunt and haunting energy,  

Come to snout, and nibble, and kill the 

little crocus roots.  

Shall we call it white currants?  

You may consider it as a symbol if you 

please.  

You may find them tart, or sweet, or 

merely agreeable in colour,  

So long as you accept them,  

And me. 

 

Amy Lowell 

 

 

  

 



 
A Christmas Poem 
by Kaitlin Hardy Shetler 

 

sometimes I wonder 

if Mary breastfed Jesus. 

if she cried out when he bit her 

or if she sobbed when he would not latch. 

 

and sometimes I wonder 

if this is all too vulgar 

to ask in a church 

full of men 

without milk stains on their shirts 

or coconut oil on their breasts 

preaching from pulpits off limits to the 

Mother of God. 

 

but then i think of feeding Jesus, 

birthing Jesus, 

the expulsion of blood 

and smell of sweat, 

the salt of a mother’s tears 

onto the soft head of the Salt of the 

Earth, 

feeling lonely 

and tired 

hungry 

annoyed 

overwhelmed 

loving 

 

and i think, 

if the vulgarity of birth is not 

honestly preached 

by men who carry power but not burden, 

who carry privilege but not labor, 

who carry authority but not submission, 

then it should not be preached at all. 

 

because the real scandal of the Birth of 

God 

lies in the cracked nipples of a 

14 year old 

and not in the sermons of ministers 

who say women 

are too delicate 

to lead. 

 

 

 

Advent 
is the hush in the theatre  

between the house 

lights going down 

and the curtains going up. 

 

Amy Scott Robinson 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Advent Calendar 
 

He will come like last leaf’s fall. 

 

One night when the November wind 

has flayed the trees to bone, and earth 

wakes choking on the mould, 

the soft shroud’s folding. 

 

He will come like frost. 

One morning when the shrinking earth 

opens on mist, to find itself 

arrested in the net 

of alien, sword-set beauty. 

 

He will come like dark. 

One evening when the bursting red 

December sun draws up the sheet 

and penny-masks its eye to yield 

the star-snowed fields of sky. 

 

He will come, will come, 

will come like crying in the night, 

like blood, like breaking, 

as the earth writhes to toss him free. 

He will come like child. 

 

Rowan Williams 

 

 

 

  

 



 
Making Peace 
BY DENISE LEVERTOV 

 

A voice from the dark called out, 

             ‘The poets must give us 

imagination of peace, to oust the intense, 

familiar 

imagination of disaster. Peace, not only 

the absence of war.’ 

                                   But 

peace, like a poem, 

is not there ahead of itself, 

can’t be imagined before it is made, 

can’t be known except 

in the words of its making, 

grammar of justice, 

syntax of mutual aid. 

                                       A 

feeling towards it, 

dimly sensing a rhythm, is all we have 

until we begin to utter its metaphors, 

learning them as we speak. 

 

A line of peace might appear 

if we restructured the sentence our lives 

are making, 

revoked its reaffirmation of profit and 

power, 

questioned our needs, allowed 

long pauses . . . 

                        A cadence of peace 

might balance its weight 

on that different fulcrum; peace, a 

presence, 

an energy field more intense than war, 

might pulse then, 

stanza by stanza into the world, 

each act of living 

one of its words, each word 

a vibration of light—facets 

of the forming crystal. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Meeting  
by Henry Wadsworth Longfellow 

 

 

After so long an absence 

 

At last we meet again: 

 

Does the meeting give us pleasure, 

 

Or does it give us pain? 

 

The tree of life has been shaken, 

 

And but few of us linger now, 

 

Like the Prophet’s two or three berries 

 

In the top of the uppermost bough. 

 

We cordially greet each other 

 

In the old, familiar tone; 

 

And we think, though we do not say it, 

 

How old and gray he is grown! 

 

We speak of a Merry Christmas 

 

And many a Happy New Year; 

 

But each in his heart is thinking 

 

Of those that are not here. 

 

We speak of friends and their fortunes, 

 

And of what they did and said, 

 

Till the dead alone seem living, 

 

And the living alone seem dead. 

 

And at last we hardly distinguish 

 

Between the ghosts and the guests; 

 

And a mist and shadow of sadness 

 

Steals over our merriest jests. 

 

 

  

 



 
Christmas  
 

The bells of waiting Advent ring, 

The Tortoise stove is lit again 

And lamp-oil light across the night 

Has caught the streaks of winter rain 

In many a stained-glass window sheen 

From Crimson Lake to Hookers Green. 

 

The holly in the windy hedge 

And round the Manor House the yew 

Will soon be stripped to deck the ledge, 

The altar, font and arch and pew, 

So that the villagers can say 

'The church looks nice' on Christmas Day. 

 

Provincial Public Houses blaze, 

Corporation tramcars clang, 

On lighted tenements I gaze, 

Where paper decorations hang, 

And bunting in the red Town Hall 

Says 'Merry Christmas to you all'. 

 

And London shops on Christmas Eve 

Are strung with silver bells and flowers 

As hurrying clerks the City leave 

To pigeon-haunted classic towers, 

And marbled clouds go scudding by 

The many-steepled London sky. 

 

And girls in slacks remember Dad, 

And oafish louts remember Mum, 

And sleepless children's hearts are glad. 

And Christmas-morning bells say 'Come!' 

Even to shining ones who dwell 

Safe in the Dorchester Hotel. 

 

And is it true? and is it true?  

This most tremendous tale of all, 

Seen in a stained-glass window's hue, 

A Baby in an ox's stall ? 

The Maker of the stars and sea 

Become a Child on earth for me ? 

 

And is it true ? For if it is, 

No loving fingers tying strings 

Around those tissued fripperies, 

The sweet and silly Christmas things, 

Bath salts and inexpensive scent 

And hideous tie so kindly meant, 

 

No love that in a family dwells, 

No carolling in frosty air, 

Nor all the steeple-shaking bells 

Can with this single Truth compare — 

That God was man in Palestine 

And lives today in Bread and Wine. 

 

John Betjeman 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Winter Poem 
by Laurie Lee 

 

Tonight the wind gnaws with teeth of glass 

The jackdaw shivers in caged branches of 

iron 

The stars have talons 

There is hunger in the mouth of vole and 

badger 

Silver agonies of breath in the nostril of 

the fox 

Ice on the rabbit’s paw 

Tonight has no moon, no food for the 

pilgrim 

The fruit tree is bare, the rose bush a 

thorn 

And the ground is bitter with stones 

But the mole sleeps and the hedgehog lies 

curled in a womb of leaves 

And the bean and the wheat seed hug their 

germs in the earth 

And a stream moves under the ice 

Tonight there is no moon 

But a star opens like a trumpet over the 

dead 

And tonight in a nest of ruins the blessed 

babe is laid 

And the fir tree warms to a bloom of 

candles 

And the child lights his lantern and 

stares at his tinsel toy 

And our hearts and hearths smoulder with 

live ashes 

In the blood of our grief the cold earth 

is suckled 

In our agony the womb convulses its seed 

And in the last cry of anguish 

The child’s first breath is born 

  

 



 
Expectans Expectavi 
 

The candid freezing season again: 

 

Candle and cracker, needles of fir and 

frost; 

 

Carols that through the night air pass, 

piercing 

 

The glassy husk of heart and heaven; 

 

Children's faces white in the pane, bright 

in the tree-light. 

 

And the waiting season again, 

 

That begs a crust and suffers joy 

vicariously: 

 

In bodily starvation now, in the spirit's 

exile always. 

 

O might the hilarious reign of love begin, 

let in 

 

Like carols from the cold 

 

The lost who crowd the pane, numb outcasts 

into welcome. 

 

 

Source: Collected Poems, Anne Ridler. 

 

 

 

Schneepart 
Paul Celan 

 

I hear so much of you 

that I hear nothing more 

than hearing, 

 

I see so much of you 

that I see nothing more 

than seeing, 

 

so much assails me 

with talk 

that sometimes I speak 

like one who talks, 

sometimes I 

speak like one who is silent. 

 

I live, strong. 

 

(Snow part, trans. Ian Fairley)" 

 

 

 

Gaudete 
 

Because Christmas is almost here 

Because dancing fits so well with music 

Because inside baby clothes are miracles. 

Gaudete 

Because some people love you 

Because of chocolate 

Because pain does not last forever 

Because Santa Claus is coming. 

Gaudete 

Because of laughter 

Because there really are angels 

Because your fingers fit your hands 

Because forgiveness is yours for the 

asking 

Because of children 

Because of parents. 

Gaudete 

Because the blind see. 

And the lame walk. 

Gaudete 

Because lepers are clean 

And the deaf hear. 

Gaudete 

Because the dead will live again 

And there is good news for the poor. 

Gaudete 

Because of Christmas 

Because of Jesus 

You rejoice. 

 

"Gaudete," which is the Latin word for 

"rejoice," is the Third Sunday in Advent. 

 

Brad Reynolds 

 

 

 

  

 



 
The Minor Prophets 
 

None of the minor prophets 

 

knew that he was minor, of course. 

Habakkuk, I imagine, 

 

 thought that his visions earned him 

 

standing as Ezekiel's peer, if not indeed 

Elijah's. 

 

 Then there was Obadiah, 

 

who could be forgiven if he thought he 

might be a Moses. 

 

 How they would be remembered 

 

Providence concealed from them all, though 

they could see the future. 

 

 Maybe it doesn't matter. 

 

If you're on a mission from God, sent to 

rebuke a city 

 

 or to redeem a nation, 

 

where by cannon-makers you're ranked may 

be inconsequential. 

 

 Nor is the voice within you 

 

any less authentic for not having a 

distant echo. 

 

 Seers of the world, be heartened. 

 

Even minor prophets can have genuine 

revelations. 

 

by Michael Lind 

 

 

 

  

 



 
Presence 
 

by Stephen Leake 

 

Across the dark, a robin learns the 

Winter. 

A candle dissolves; frank and sensuous 

Against the extending light. 

The streets remain illegible with snow. 

 

I travel through you; uncurling 

Where weather decorates the night 

And naves of Christmas pines 

Grasp human shadows. 

 

Alone I go, echoing carols 

In powdered places. Echoes that are 

glorified. 

Prolonged. 

 

Until I find you on the bench 

Pressed with our pasts. 

A child again. Tricked and traced by 

Memory’s gift. Lasting. Imprinted. 

 

A proof of the year’s new world. 

 

 

Virgin 
by Luci Shaw 

 

As if until that moment 

nothing real 

had happened since Creation 

 

As if outside the world were empty 

so that she and he were all 

there was — he mover, she moved upon 

 

As if her submission were the most 

dynamic of all works: as if 

no one had ever said Yes like that 

 

As if one day the sun had no place 

in all the universe to pour its gold 

but her small room 

 

 

 

Advent Tanka 
Shepherds 

 

Rough miles by starlight 

A dozen empty stables 

Then we heard a cry. 

The man would have barred the door, 

But the girl — she believed us. 

 

Charles Munger Jr 

 

 

 

Advent 1955 
... 

We raise the price of things in shops, 

 

We give plain boxes fancy tops 

 

And lines which traders cannot sell 

 

Thus parcell'd go extremely well 

 

We dole out bribes we call a present 

 

To those to whom we must be pleasant 

 

For business reasons. Our defence is 

 

These bribes are charged against expenses 

 

And bring relief in Income Tax 

 

Enough of these unworthy cracks! 

 

'The time draws near the birth of Christ'. 

 

A present that cannot be priced 

 

Given two thousand years ago 

 

Yet if God had not given so 

 

He still would be a distant stranger 

 

And not the Baby in the manger 

 

John Betjemin 

 

 

 

  

 



 
Underground Xmas 
 

Out of the packed train comes a horizontal 

tree, pine 

needles poking through tight 

 

plastic wrap. She’s wearing 

a raincoat and a frown, the blue spruce 

 

hugged in her strong arms like a Roman 

battering ram. 

Commuters step aside, all sighs and 

clucks. 

 

This woman loves someone enough 

to bring them Christmas on the subway, 

wrestle 

 

a tree twice her height through tongue- 

sucking rush-hour crowds. 

 

The sharp holiday 

scent of pine enlivens the last car of the 

C train, 

 

trails her to the 50th Street escalator, 

where she juggles the pungent 

 

tree on her hip, ascending. 

 

Jackie Sheeler 

 

 

THE STABLE 
 

The winds were scornful, 

Passing by; 

And gathering Angels  

Wondered why 

 

A burdened Mother  

Did not mind  

That only animals  

Were kind. 

 

For who in all the world  

Could guess  

That God would search out  

Loneliness. 

 

Sr. M. Chrysostom 

 

 

 

 
 
 

Winter Solstice 
BY HILDA MORLEY 

 

A cold night crosses 

 

our path 

 

 The world appears 

 

very large, very 

 

round now extending 

 

far as the moon does 

 

 It is 

from 

 

the moon this cold travels 

 

 It is 

 

the light of the moon that causes 

 

this night reflecting distance in its own 

 

light so coldly 

 

(from one side of 

 

the earth to the other) 

 

 It is 

the length of this coldness 

 

It is the long distance 

 

between two points which are 

 

not in a line now 

 

 not a 

 

straightness (however 

 

straight) but a curve only, 

 

silver that is a rock reflecting 

 

not metal 

 

but a rock accepting 

 

distance 

 (a scream in silence 

 

where between the two 

 

points what touches 

 

is a curve around the world 

 

(the dance unmoving). 

 

 



 
Christmas  
by Heather Christie 

 

here is a piece of me it is my foot or it 

is my  

spinal attachment they put a tree in the 

living  

room of course you’d want to climb it only 

the  

problem is we are not small enough and 

when we  

were small enough we were not strong 

enough  

it wasn’t even a question I do not want 

this many  

parts I wish I were only one thing a 

kneecap 

maybe or a liver if I had a real choice I 

would 

be an analog phone then when you were with 

me 

I would keep ringing and when you kissed 

me I 

would hang up one man knew how to sing 

like a 

dial tone I think he was our king 

unfortunately 

I noticed everything today and the people 

won’t 

 

let me return it 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

White wine in the sun 
 

I really like Christmas 

It's sentimental, I know, but I just 

really like it 

I am hardly religious 

I'd rather break bread with Dawkins than 

Desmond Tutu, to be honest 

 

And yes, I have all of the usual 

objections 

To consumerism, the commercialisation of 

an ancient religion 

To the westernisation of a dead 

Palestinian 

Press-ganged into selling Playstations and 

beer 

But I still really like it 

 

I'm looking forward to Christmas 

Though I'm not expecting a visit from 

Jesus 

I'll be seeing my dad 

My brother and sisters, my gran and my mum 

They'll be drinking white wine in the sun 

I'll be seeing my dad 

My brother and sisters, my gran and my mum 

They'll be drinking white wine in the sun 

 

I don't go in for ancient wisdom 

I don't believe just 'cos ideas are 

tenacious it means they're worthy 

I get freaked out by churches 

Some of the hymns that they sing have nice 

chords but the lyrics are spooky 

 

And yes I have all of the usual objections 

To the mis-education of children who, in 

tax-exempt institutions, 

Are taught to externalise blame 

And to feel ashamed and to judge things as 

plain right and wrong 

But I quite like the songs 

 

I'm not expecting big presents 

The old combination of socks, jocks and 

chocolate's is just fine by me 

Cos I'll be seeing my dad 

My brother and sisters, my gran and my mum 

They'll be drinking white wine in the sun 

I'll be seeing my dad 

My brother and sisters, my gran and my mum 

They'll be drinking white wine in the sun 

 

Tim Minchin (lyrics) 

 

 



 
Christmas Eve  
 

Time was slow snow sieving the night, 

a kind of love from the blurred moon; 

your small town swooning, unabashed, 

was Winter’s own. 

 

Snow was the mind of Time, sifting 

itself, drafting the old year’s end. 

You wrote your name on the window-pane 

with your young hand. 

 

And your wishes went up in smoke, 

beyond where a streetlamp studied 

the thoughtful snow on Christmas Eve, 

beyond belief, 

 

as Time, snow, darkness, child, kindled. 

Downstairs, the ritual lighting of the 

candles. 

 

Carol Ann Duffy 

 

 

 

BC–AD 
by U A Fanthorpe 

 

 

This was the moment when Before 

 

Turned into After, and the future's 

 

Uninvented timekeepers presented arms. 

 

This was the moment when nothing 

 

Happened. Only dull peace 

 

Sprawled boringly over the earth. 

 

This was the moment when even energetic 

Romans 

 

Could find nothing better to do 

 

Than counting heads in remote provinces. 

 

And this was the moment 

 

When a few farm workers and three 

 

Members of an obscure Persian sect 

 

Walked haphazard by starlight straight 

 

Into the kingdom of heaven. 
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