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A Christmas Song









Why is the baby crying


On this, his special day,


When we have brought him lovely gifts


And laid them on the hay?







He’s crying for the people


Who greet this day with dread


Because somebody dear to them


Is far away or dead,







For all the men and women


Whose love affairs went wrong,


Who try their best at merriment


When Christmas comes along,







For separated parents


Whose turn it is to grieve


While children hang their stockings up


Elsewhere on Christmas Eve,







For everyone whose burden,


Carried through the year,


Is heavier at Christmastime,


The season of good cheer.







That’s why the baby’s crying


There in the cattle stall:


He’s crying for those people.


He’s crying for them all.






























Christmas Ornaments









The mice attacked the Holy Family –


The one I bought in Prague, made out of straw.


By Christmas, Joseph was an amputee


And Mary and the baby were no more.


But I have other treasures to display –


Two perching birds, a Santa Claus, a clown,


A rooster from the church in Santa Fé,


A little harp and drum, a shoe, a crown –


Collected in the years I’ve lived with you,


The years of warmth and love and Christmas trees,


And someone to come home to, someone who


Can share what I bring back from overseas


And sometimes travel with me. Darling, look –


Our moon from Paris, glittering on its hook. 






























Cathedral Carol Service









Those of us who are not important enough


To have places reserved for us,


And who turned up too late to get a seat at all,


Stand in the nave aisles, or perch on stone ledges.







We shiver in the draught from the west door.


We cannot see the choir, the altar or the candles.


We can barely see the words on our service sheets.







But we can hear the music. And we can sing


For the baby whose parents were not important enough


To have a place reserved for them,


And who turned up too late to get a room at all. 






























O Come, All Ye Faithful









Born the King of Angels –


That’s the bit drives music teachers


Round the bend. ‘It’s An-gels.


Two notes. Not A-an-gels.’


I’ve fought some battles


With that extra note


And still get wound up every Christmas.







Daddy had a different problem


With the same hymn.


Sing all ye citizens


Of Heaven above.


‘Heaven’, he asserted,


‘Is not a city.


It should be denizens.’







And that was what he sang.


It wasn’t too embarrassing


But I can’t sing the verse


Without remembering. In recent years


I have paid tribute to his memory


By singing, rather quietly,


‘Denizens of Heaven above.’






























Differences of Opinion







1 He Tells Her





He tells her that the earth is flat –


He knows the facts, and that is that.


In altercations fierce and long


She tries her best to prove him wrong.


But he has learned to argue well.


He calls her arguments unsound


And often asks her not to yell.


She cannot win. He stands his ground.







The planet goes on being round.





2 Your Mother Knows





Your mother knows the earth’s a plane


And, challenged, sheds a martyr’s tear.


God give her strength to bear this pain –


A child who says the world’s a sphere!







Challenged, she sheds a martyr’s tear.


It’s bad to make your mother cry


By telling her the world’s a sphere.


It’s very bad to tell a lie.










It’s bad to make your mother cry.


It’s bad to think your mother odd.


It’s very bad to tell a lie.


All this has been ordained by God.







It’s bad to think your mother odd.


The world is round. That’s also true.


All this has been ordained by God.


It’s hard to see what you can do.







The world is round. That must be true.


She’s praying, hoping you will change.


It’s hard to see what you can do.


Already people find you strange.







She’s praying, hoping you will change.


You’re difficult. You don’t fit in.


Already people find you strange.


You know your anger is a sin.







You’re difficult. You don’t fit in.


God give her strength to bear this pain.


You know your anger is a sin.


Your mother knows the earth’s a plane. 
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