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from Now Thrice Welcome, Christmas

Now thrice welcome, Christmas,

Which brings us good cheer,

Minced pies and plum porridge,

Good ale and strong beer;

With pig, goose and capon,

The best that may be,

So well doth the weather

And our stomachs agree.

George Wither

[image: An old man with a large belly and a long beard, wearing a Saint Lucia wreath crown places one hand over his tummy and holds a big mug of drink with the other. A variety of meat dishes is placed before him.]



We Wish You a Merry Christmas

We wish you a merry Christmas,

We wish you a merry Christmas,

We wish you a merry Christmas

And a happy New Year.

Good tidings we bring

To you and your kin,

We wish you a merry Christmas

And a happy New Year.

Now bring us some figgy pudding,

Now bring us some figgy pudding,

Now bring us some figgy pudding,

And bring some out here.

Chorus

For we all like figgy pudding,

For we all like figgy pudding,

For we all like figgy pudding,

So bring some out here.

Chorus

And we won’t go until we’ve had some,

And we won’t go until we’ve had some,

And we won’t go until we’ve had some,

So bring some out here.

Chorus

Anon.

[image: A back view of five people looking through a window at a hand holding a plate of Christmas pudding.]



Jingle Bells

Dashing through the snow

In a one-horse open sleigh,

Over the fields we go,

Laughing all the way;

Bells on bob-tail ring,

Making spirits bright,

What fun it is to ride and sing

A sleighing song tonight!

Jingle bells, jingle bells,

Jingle all the way!

Oh what fun it is to ride

In a one-horse open sleigh!

Jingle bells, jingle bells,

Jingle all the way!

Oh what fun it is to ride

In a one-horse open sleigh!

James Pierpoint

[image: A man and a woman, dressed cozily in scarves and fur hats, smile as they ride on an open sleigh pulled by a horse.]



The Christmas Life


‘If you don’t have a real tree, you don’t

bring the Christmas life into the house.’

Josephine Mackinnon, aged 8



Bring in a tree, a young Norwegian spruce,

Bring hyacinths that rooted in the cold.

Bring winter jasmine as its buds unfold –

Bring the Christmas life into this house.

Bring red and green and gold, bring things that shine,

Bring candlesticks and music, food and wine.

Bring in your memories of Christmas past.

Bring in your tears for all that you have lost.

Bring in the shepherd boy, the ox and ass,

Bring in the stillness of an icy night,

Bring in a birth, of hope and love and light.

Bring the Christmas life into this house.

Wendy Cope

[image: Figurines of a shepherd boy, a donkey, and an ox are beside a figurine of a baby in a basket.]



Christmas at Four Winds Farm

With the tambourine tinkle of ice on the moor

and the winter moon white as a bone,

my grandad and his father

set out to bring Christmas home.

A wild winter wizard had grizzled the gorse

and spangled the splinter-sharp leaves,

when the light of their wind-swinging lantern

found a magical Christmas tree.

From the glittering town at the end of the dale

the carols grew sweeter and bolder,

as my grandad’s smiling father

carried Christmas home on his shoulder.

Maureen Haselhurst

[image: An old man carries a cut tree over his shoulder.]



Green Magi

Peace is the season’s anthem

And goodwill the battle cry.

And on this holy of holly nights

pine needles on fire pierce the frost

the heavens give their best high fives

and snowmen packed tightly warm

follow the stars of children’s hands

for snowmen are made out of love

and mean human kind no harm.

John Agard

[image: A little kid, dressed warmly, hugs a snowman looking down at the kid.]



Mistletoe

For over a thousand years, it has been traditional

to hang mistletoe indoors around Christmas time.

Bird’s beak brings me to this branch.

Bird’s beak bites down, bursts berry,

and seed-me burrows into bark.

Gulping its goodness, I grow –

a glowing globe. Tree goes garnet,

then grey. I go on, golden-green.

When the world is winter-white,

you want me in your warm home.

I ward off woe. I whisper, welcome.

Rachel Piercey

[image: A young couple kiss each other.]



The Holly and the Ivy

The holly and the ivy,

When they are both full grown,

Of all the trees that are in the wood,

The holly bears the crown.

The rising of the sun

And the running of the deer,

The playing of the merry organ,

Sweet singing in the choir.

The holly bears a blossom

As white as lily flower,

And Mary bore sweet Jesus Christ

To be our sweet Saviour.

The holly bears a berry

As red as any blood,

And Mary bore sweet Jesus Christ

For to do us sinners good.

The holly bears a prickle

As sharp as any thorn,

And Mary bore sweet Jesus Christ

On Christmas Day in the morn.

The holly bears a bark

As bitter as any gall,

And Mary bore sweet Jesus Christ

For to redeem us all.

The holly and the ivy,

When they are both full grown,

Of all the trees that are in the wood,

The holly bears the crown.

Anon.

[image: Virgin Mary cradling baby Jesus. Beside them is a climber berry plant.]



Just Doing My Job

I’m one of Herod’s Henchmen.

We don’t have much to say,

We just charge through the audience

In a Henchman sort of way.

We all wear woolly helmets

To hide our hair and ears,

And wellingtons sprayed silver

To match our tinfoil spears.

Our swords are made of cardboard

So blood will not be spilled

If we trip and stab a parent

When the hall’s completely filled.

[image: A young child wearing glasses and a hood around her head, and a dress with the letter H on it. She clutches a spear, and a sword is strapped to her waist.]
We don’t look VERY scary,

We’re mostly small and shy,

And some of us wear glasses,

But we give the thing a try.

We whisper Henchman noises

While Herod hunts for strangers,

And then we all charge out again

Like nervous Power Rangers.

Yet when the play is over

And Miss is out of breath

We’ll charge like Henchmen through the hall

And scare our mums to death.

Clare Bevan

[image: A young child, wearing glasses and a hood, is charging with a spear in one hand and a small sword in the other.]
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