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    At its heart, A Christmas Greeting invites readers to measure the season’s glitter against the quieter claims of conscience, kindness, and spiritual renewal. Marie Corelli, known for her fervent moral vision, turns the festive moment into a pause for reckoning with what truly matters. Rather than furnishing spectacle, the work offers a reflective space in which generosity and inward change take center stage. Its language favors feeling over fuss, guiding readers away from distraction and toward intention. The result is a seasonal meditation that asks not what Christmas offers us, but what we might offer to one another.

A Christmas Greeting is a short seasonal prose work by Marie Corelli, a popular British novelist active from the late Victorian into the Edwardian period. Situated within the long tradition of English Christmas writing, it participates less in narrative incident than in moral and spiritual address. Its likely context is the holiday season in Britain around the turn of the twentieth century, when reflective Christmas pieces circulated widely in periodicals and as standalone pamphlets. Readers approaching it today can expect a compact, persuasive composition rather than a plotted tale, one that speaks to shared customs, public sentiment, and private faith during the winter festivities.

The premise is straightforward: Corelli addresses her audience directly at Christmastime, using the occasion to prompt self-examination and acts of goodwill. The voice is intimate yet exhortative, combining warmth with a clear moral compass. While the piece does not rely on elaborate scenes, it offers suggestive images of hearth, home, and community to frame its counsel. Stylistically, it leans on cadence and rhetorical emphasis, creating momentum without resorting to narrative twists. The experience it offers is contemplative and uplifting—meant to be read in a single sitting, to resonate afterward, and to accompany the reader into the practices and promises of the season.

Core themes include the contrast between material celebration and ethical responsibility, the renewing force of faith, and the social bonds that make festivity meaningful. Corelli urges charity that extends beyond momentary sentiment, pressing readers to consider how mercy and justice might inhabit daily life. She emphasizes humility as the gateway to genuine joy, positioning compassion as an active, not merely decorative, virtue. The work also foregrounds hope, suggesting that personal transformation can ripple outward. In this sense, A Christmas Greeting sketches a moral ecology of the holidays: the internal state of the heart shapes the external world we share.

Readers will notice Corelli’s characteristic blend of emotive appeal and firm instruction. Her prose moves with a ceremonial rhythm, balancing tenderness with conviction, and often adopting the cadence of a public address. Concrete seasonal images lend color while remaining symbolic, keeping attention on values rather than spectacle. The diction is accessible, aiming to gather a broad audience without diluting seriousness. Though the piece is brief, it invites rereading, as its layered appeals—to conscience, community, and the sacred—build through repetition and tonal variation. In this way, form and message align: the style enacts the steadying focus it recommends.

For contemporary readers, the work’s relevance lies in its calm resistance to distraction and excess. Its call to generosity speaks into conversations about consumerism, inequality, and loneliness that often sharpen in late December. It does not prescribe a rigid program so much as it frames searching questions: What sustains our joy? How do we make celebration durable for those outside our immediate circle? Where do belief and action meet? The piece invites readers to translate sentiment into practice, suggesting that the measure of the season is found not in accumulation but in shared dignity, mutual care, and the courage to begin anew.

Approached as part reflection, part invitation, A Christmas Greeting offers a timely companion for quiet moments amid winter gatherings. It rewards readers who appreciate moral clarity expressed with lyrical warmth, and it situates personal feeling within a wider social horizon. Without revealing more than its premise, one can say that its abiding promise is encouragement: to look inward honestly, to look outward kindly, and to let both gazes inform the days ahead. Read alone or aloud, it lends the season a contemplative register that endures beyond the holiday itself, reminding us that meaning is made in how we meet one another.
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    A Christmas Greeting by Marie Corelli is a brief seasonal address that reflects on the meaning and practice of Christmas. Rather than a narrative or a doctrinal treatise, it offers a series of meditative exhortations intended for general readers. Corelli frames the occasion as a moment for reflection on goodwill, humility, and renewal, drawing attention to the spiritual roots of the holiday. She presents Christmas as an opportunity to reset priorities, encouraging readers to think beyond custom and ornament. The tone is invitational and admonitory, seeking to realign private habits and public manners with the ideals traditionally associated with the Nativity.

The book opens by contrasting the simplicity of the first Christmas with the complexities of modern celebration. Corelli emphasizes the quietness of Bethlehem and uses it to highlight contemporary tendencies toward spectacle and distraction. Without rejecting festivity, she warns that exuberance can obscure purpose when detached from compassion and reverence. Her argument proceeds by comparison rather than condemnation, proposing that outward customs gain meaning only when linked to inward renewal. The framing establishes a throughline: to find Christmas not in abundance of display, but in a clear intention to honor the season’s moral and spiritual essence.

From this foundation, the author addresses material excess and social show. She questions whether lavish gifts or fashionable gatherings truly express goodwill, suggesting that extravagance can dull genuine feeling. The book promotes moderation, urging readers to weigh motive as carefully as deed. Public acts of charity are acknowledged but placed below unobtrusive kindness carried out without expectation of recognition. Throughout, Corelli positions simplicity as a safeguard against vanity, arguing that smaller, thoughtful gestures often reach more deeply than grand arrangements. The passage underscores a recurring emphasis: that sincerity gives value to celebration and lends endurance to seasonal resolutions.

Corelli then turns to practical charity. She urges attention to the overlooked: the poor, the ill, the lonely, and those burdened by quiet struggles. Help, she suggests, begins at one’s threshold and extends outward—through visits, considerate words, and timely assistance. Institutions have their role, but personal responsibility is presented as central to the spirit of the feast. The book highlights listening, respect, and tact as forms of aid equal to material gifts. By recommending specific, accessible actions, the text translates seasonal sentiment into daily practice, linking abstract goodwill to concrete, repeatable habits of care.

A significant section is devoted to reconciliation. The season, Corelli proposes, invites the putting aside of grievances and the repair of strained relationships. Forgiveness is presented not as weakness but as a deliberate restoration of peace that strengthens character and community. She cautions that resentments, when conserved, corrode joy and diminish the meaning of celebration. The book advocates initiating small steps toward accord—acknowledgment, apology, and renewed civility—while allowing time for trust to rebuild. This emphasis situates Christmas as a catalyst for mending what is frayed, aligning personal conduct with the broader message of goodwill to all.

The work also addresses faith and doubt. Corelli recognizes the presence of skepticism in modern life, yet encourages readers to remain open to wonder. Symbols associated with the season—light, music, and story—are presented as gateways to reflection rather than demands for assent. Carols, ritual, and shared traditions are valued for their capacity to lift the mind and knit communities, irrespective of doctrinal certainty. The book encourages readers to hold questions with humility and to treat reverence as a posture of attention. In this way, the season becomes a space where inquiry and devotion meet without contention.

Broadening the scope, Corelli links private virtue to public responsibility. She suggests that the spirit of Christmas has civic implications, urging leaders and citizens to temper ambition with mercy. Prosperity, in her account, is measured by how the vulnerable are regarded and supported. The book argues that laws, institutions, and customs should reflect the season’s principles: justice infused with compassion, and strength guided by conscience. Without prescribing policy, it calls for a moral climate where generosity and fairness are normalized. Here, the festival serves as both a reminder and a test of a community’s true priorities.

Returning to the domestic sphere, the text affirms the home as the center of celebration. Corelli emphasizes hospitality, attentiveness to children, and the preservation of simple pleasures that foster continuity across generations. She acknowledges grief and absence as companions to the season, offering consolation in memory, shared ritual, and acts of remembrance. The book encourages gentleness in speech and restraint in judgment, suggesting that the truest gifts are often time and presence. By honoring both joy and sorrow, the narrative presents Christmas as a compassionate household practice that endures beyond a single day’s festivity.

The closing pages gather the themes into a clear directive: keep Christmas by living its spirit through the year. Corelli summarizes the season’s purpose as a renewal of kindness, moderation, gratitude, and peace, enacted through small, consistent choices rather than dramatic vows. The message is intentionally practical, asking readers to translate sentiment into sustained habit. Without offering novelty, the book reasserts perennial truths, arguing that their repetition is necessary because they are easily forgotten. It ends with a benediction-like hope: that the warmth briefly concentrated in the holiday will diffuse into ordinary days, quietly shaping conduct and community.
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    Marie Corelli’s A Christmas Greeting is anchored in the social and moral climate of late Victorian and early Edwardian Britain, a period spanning the 1890s to the 1910s. Though not a novel with a plotted setting, it speaks to contemporary English life—domestic hearths, parish churches, and bustling town streets in winter—reflecting customs familiar to its readers. Corelli, long resident in Stratford-upon-Avon, wrote for a national audience grappling with rapid industrialization, widening class disparities, and debates over faith and modernity. The piece assumes England’s seasonal rituals—carols, charity, and conviviality—while calling attention to the era’s moral responsibilities amid prosperity and hardship.

The modern British Christmas took shape in the Victorian era. After the introduction of the Penny Post in 1840, Sir Henry Cole issued the first commercial Christmas card in 1843; the Illustrated London News popularized the Christmas tree in 1848 with an image of Queen Victoria and Prince Albert’s family; and Charles Dickens’s A Christmas Carol (1843) embedded a public ethic of seasonal charity. Carols were revived, and Boxing Day became a statutory holiday under the 1871 Bank Holidays Act. Corelli’s Greeting inherits this tradition of moralized festivity, reaffirming Christmas as a civic and Christian duty: to temper indulgence with benevolence, and to transform sentiment into practical aid.

Industrial urbanization created stark poverty that investigators documented with unprecedented precision. Charles Booth’s Life and Labour of the People in London (1889–1903) mapped deprivation across the metropolis, while Seebohm Rowntree’s 1901 study in York found 27.8% of inhabitants living in primary or secondary poverty. Workhouses under the 1834 Poor Law remained deterrent institutions, and philanthropic responses—Dr. Barnardo’s Homes (founded 1866) and the Salvation Army (established 1865)—expanded. Corelli’s seasonal admonitions align with this evidence-based social conscience: her Greeting exhorts readers to see the poor not as a Christmas tableau but as neighbors requiring sustained relief, echoing reformers’ calls for organized, year-round support.

Britain’s Liberal welfare reforms between 1906 and 1914 signaled a new social compact. The Education (Provision of Meals) Act 1906 addressed child hunger, the Old Age Pensions Act 1908 granted non-contributory pensions to the elderly, the 1909 People’s Budget funded social spending through progressive taxation, and the National Insurance Act 1911 created health and unemployment insurance. These measures prompted constitutional crisis—culminating in the Parliament Act 1911—over the House of Lords’ veto power. Corelli’s message resonates with this reformist milieu: it frames Christmas benevolence as complementary to state responsibility, urging a moral citizenry to match public schemes with private compassion.

Contests over women’s roles and political rights intensified. The Women’s Social and Political Union (WSPU), founded in 1903, staged mass demonstrations such as the Hyde Park rally in June 1908 (estimated 250,000–500,000 participants) and endured imprisonment and force-feeding, prompting the Prisoners (Temporary Discharge for Ill Health) Act 1913—“Cat and Mouse Act.” Simultaneously, women dominated philanthropic networks—parish relief, settlement houses, and wartime aid. Corelli, who criticized militant tactics yet valorized domestic and charitable virtues, inflects her Greeting with a rhetoric of feminine moral leadership: the home as a workshop of social peace and Christmas as a season for women’s organized, practical mercy.

Imperial conflict framed national introspection before 1914. The Second Boer War (1899–1902) saw sieges at Ladysmith, Kimberley, and Mafeking (relief in May 1900), approximately 22,000 British military deaths, and controversial civilian concentration camps in which about 26,000 Boer women and children—and thousands of Black Africans—died. The resulting debates over military conduct, patriotism, and humanitarian standards reshaped public discourse. Corelli’s patriotic appeals, common in her public writings, color the Greeting’s insistence that Christmas charity extend beyond parochial boundaries, calling for humane conduct by a nation mindful of the moral ledger of empire and the cost borne by noncombatants.

The First World War (1914–1918) dominated British life with total mobilization and grief: roughly 886,000 British military dead, vast numbers of wounded, and landmark battles at the Somme (1916) and Passchendaele (1917). On the home front, the Defence of the Realm Act (1914) expanded state controls; Zeppelin and Gotha raids (1915–1918) brought war to civilians; and rationing tightened in 1917–1918, including sugar rationing introduced in early 1918. The 1914 Christmas Truce briefly symbolized a longing for peace amid mechanized slaughter. Corelli’s Greeting reflects this wartime temper: it invokes Christmas as consolation for bereaved families, a call to support convalescent hospitals, widows, and orphans, and a rebuke to profiteering. In Stratford-upon-Avon, Corelli engaged in local relief efforts, emblematic of Britain’s voluntaryist ethos, though public controversies—such as her 1917 prosecution and fine for hoarding sugar during shortages—also exposed tensions between moral exhortation and wartime austerity. By anchoring charity in sacrifice and national service, the Greeting translates private devotion into civic duty under unprecedented strain.

The work functions as social and political critique by indicting seasonal extravagance, class complacency, and the moral evasions of modern prosperity. It juxtaposes the warmth of the Christmas hearth with empirical realities of poverty detailed by Booth and Rowntree, urging readers to bridge the divide through sustained aid rather than episodic almsgiving. It challenges imperial self-satisfaction after the Boer War and wartime profiteering during 1914–1918, pressing for humane standards at home and abroad. By valorizing responsible citizenship alongside state welfare, and by elevating women’s practical charity over militant spectacle, Corelli exposes the period’s injustices and demands reform grounded in Christian ethics and social solidarity.
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It is an old, very old, timeworn
greeting, this of the friendly
“Merry Christmas to you!”
and there are some folks among
us in these days who profess to
hate the very sound of it. It
came into use when England was known as
“Merrie England,” an appellation which seems
more than singular to us who have to endure
the inane dullness and melancholy stupidity of
“society” as it exists in this present gloriously-progressive
Motor-Era. Looking round on the
tired, worn, nervous, querulous faces in the crowds
that fill the streets and shops at Christmas-time,—hearing
the endless complaints, the new diseases,
the troubles, real and fancied, of each person
who can manage to detain a friend for five
minutes’ hurried and morbid conversation,—reading
the delectable details of suicide, murder,
mania and misadventure preciously garnered
up as gems of literature for the million by the
halfpenny press—one may reasonably wonder
whether England was ever in truth really “merrie,”
as recorded. Her ancient sweet songs and
ballads, her old-fashioned “Yule games” and
picturesque “country dances” would appear to
prove her so,—reports of the “open doors”
and generous hospitality of her jolly yeomen
and hunting squires in bygone days are still
extant,—and it may be reasonably asked why,
if she was so “merrie” once, she cannot be
equally “merrie” again.

“It is a farce to wish me ‘A Merry Christmas,’”
says the pessimist—“I have no cause
to be merry!”

Quite so! But then, my excellent friend, you
must remember that all the world does not wag
in your particular way! Strange, isn’t it? You
may possibly have thought now and then, as a
self-concentrated unit, that because you are not
merry (and you never will be, I fear)—therefore
no one else has any right to be so. This
is your little mistake! However, as it is Christmas-time
we will not be hard on you! You
shall enjoy yourself in your own approved fashion
of being miserable! No one shall interfere
with you, provided you do not interfere with
anyone else. Grumble away all by yourself!
Sneer at “A Merry Christmas”—only do it
alone! Curse the frost, the wind, the rain, the
robins, the Christmas cards, the puddings, the
mince-pies, the holly, the mistletoe (and the
kisses under it!), and announce to blank space
your detestation of the whole Festival! No
one shall come near you, believe me, so long as
you keep on your own ground and do not attempt
to trespass on your neighbour’s little plot
of harmless enjoyment. For there are still a
few of us remaining on the planet who are
not absolutely and incurably selfish,—who can
find their pleasure in making others happy,—who
can put aside their own private griefs for
the sake of cheering those who are still more
grieved,—who can take delight in the laughter
and merriment of children, and for whom the anniversary
of Christ’s birth is still a sacred day,
consecrated to joy and thanksgiving. True it
is that every such recurring anniversary must
have its sorrowful thought or memory associated
with those who are no longer here with
us; true it is in very saddest earnest that the
cruel grip of War has robbed many a home of
its nearest and dearest, who will be missed and
mourned when families gather round the Christmas
fire and talk of the past in low voices, with
tears in their eyes—nevertheless, it is also true,
thank God, that those who are gone are neither
“lost” nor really “parted” from us. Possibly
they are nearer to us in our lonely evenings
than we know,—possibly they hear our voices,
and see us as they saw us in life. We cannot
tell; and as our ignorance of the Divine mysteries
leaves us in doubt, let us be even as we
would if our beloved ones were here,—cheerful
among ourselves, and kind to all those with
whom we are brought in contact.




“Ye who have scorned each other

Or injured friend or brother,

In this fast-fading year;

Ye who by word or deed

Have made a kind heart bleed,

Come, gather here!

Let sinn’d against and sinning

Forget their strife’s beginning

And join in friendship now;

Be links no longer broken,

Be sweet forgiveness spoken

Under the Holly Bough!




“Ye who have nourished sadness,

Estranged from hope and gladness

In this fast-fading year;

Ye with o’er-burdened mind

Made aliens from your kind,

Come, gather here!

Let not your useless sorrow

Pursue you night and morrow,

If e’er you hoped, hope now!

Take heart!—Uncloud your faces.

And join in our embraces

Under the Holly Bough!”







There is no use in grieving:—there is no
sense in quarrelling:—there is no advantage in
grumbling. People sacrifice both good health
and good looks by constant querulousness.
Suppose it is a “cold” Christmas, or a “damp”
Christmas, or a “green” Christmas, or an “east-windy”
Christmas, or an altogether meteorologically
disagreeable Christmas. Well, what then?
All the peevishness in the world will not alter
it. Some of you who don’t like it will make for
Egypt or the Riviera. Much good may it do
you! An Arab smell, and the “fleecing” of
Cairene hotel proprietors are doubtful additions
to Christmas pleasure—and the raucous cry of
the croupier at Monte Carlo—“Faites vos jeux,
Messieurs et Mesdames!” is scarcely worth
crossing the Channel to hear. Perhaps, however,
it may be a satisfaction to some folks to spend
their surplus cash in “furrin parts” rather than
at home? If this should be the case, it will be
an equal satisfaction to me to politely intimate
that I consider such persons unworthy of their
own matchless country. The much abused
“English climate” is good enough for anybody.
Every sort of “temperature” can be
obtained in these favoured British Isles. If
warmth, and freedom from east winds be required,
it can be obtained at Penzance, Newquay,
or Tenby—or better still on the lovely
Irish coast at Parknasilla, where palms and
tropical trees grow to perfection all winter in the
open. Certainly there is no “gambling-hell”
there;—there are only warm Irish hearts waiting
for sympathy and comprehension, and I
venture to think they merit as much good cash
spent among them for their benefit as is wasted
on the French, who, given the opportunity,
abuse their English patrons more outrageously
than any wild-headed, big-hearted Irish “agitator”
that ever lived. I must confess I have
no sympathy with the restless, nervous swarms
of semi-lunatics ever “on the go” in search of
“change,” who turn their backs on Imperial
Britain at the first breath of its winter, which,
taken on the whole, is a much more healthy
winter than other countries are blessed with.
And an “old English Yule” kept in the old
English manner is not to be despised. Try it,
all you who are not going abroad—you who
are not only content, but glad and proud to
remain in this




“Earth of Majesty, this seat of Mars,

This other Eden, demi-paradise,

This fortress built by Nature for herself;

... This little world,

This precious stone set in the silver sea!”







Try to keep a happy and “merrie” Christmas
in England—try to make it a blessed and
unforgettable festival of pleasure for more than
yourselves. Do some little special kindness, each
one of you, unobtrusively in your own immediate
neighbourhood, and never bother about the “inconvenience,”
or the “trouble,” or the “cold.”




“Cold Christmas? No!

Our Christmas is not cold;

Although the north winds blow

And pile the drifting snow,

And the beech-trees on the freezing wold

Rock sadly to and fro.

Our Christmas bears a warm, true heart,

His face is red with glee,

And he jests and laughs

And sings and quaffs—

He was never unkind to me, my love,

May he never be cold to thee!




“Old Christmas? No!

Though states and kingdoms wear,

And change and ruin grow

From ages as they flow,

He’s as light of tread, as young and fair

As a thousand years ago.

The morning beams are always new

And scatter blessings free,

And the Christmas Day

Is as new as they,

He was never old to me, my love;

May he never grow old to thee!”







So runs a sweet old song, sung by a true
English poet in days long ago gone by, and the
clear, clean, glad and wholesome spirit of it is
surely worth cherishing. Let none of us say
we “hate” Christmas. Whatever our memories,
bitter or sweet, they do not belong to the
festival, but only to ourselves. Suppose therefore
we lose sight of ourselves—our precious
selves—just for once in our lives, and consider
others a little? If we do this, we shall find it
easy to be “merry,” easy to smile, easy to say a
kind word, easy to do a kind action, easy to
“bring home the holly,” and very easy to hang
up the mistletoe and waft a kiss from under it
to any cross old boy who declines to be as happy
as we would like to make him!
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