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For my mother and all Mother Christmases









Christmas is coming . . .


[image: Two drumsticks rest on the top surface of a drum, with the tips lightly touching the drum’s head.]











Seasons greetings.


I am delighted to share this selection of my favourite Christmas poems with you. Poetry is the language we reach for when everyday language simply is not enough. When it comes to the divine wonder or the secular rituals of the season, I find that there’s a poem – or a carol – for pretty much everything, from profound expressions of love to the troubled ruminations of a turkey. However you celebrate, I wish you a merry Christmas and a happy new year!


Love,


Allie Esiri


allieesiri.com


@allieesiri













1 December ❆ Christmas is Coming ❆ Traditional



Christmas is coming,


 The geese are getting fat,


Please to put a penny


 In the old man’s hat.


If you haven’t got a penny,


 A ha’penny will do;


If you haven’t got a ha’penny,


 Then God bless you!










2 December ❆ A Christmas Poem ❆ Wendy Cope



At Christmas little children sing and merry bells jingle,


The cold winter air makes our hands and faces tingle


And happy families go to church and cheerily they mingle


And the whole business is unbelievably dreadful, if you’re single.










3 December ❆ The Crying Need for Snow ❆ Clive James



It’s cold without the softness of a fall


Of snow to give these scenes a common bond


And though, besotted on a viewless rime,


The ducks can do their standing-on-the-pond


Routine that leaves you howling, all in all


We need some snow to hush the whole thing up.


The ducks can do their flatfoot-waterfool


Mad act that leaves you helpless, but in fine


We need their footprints in a higher field


Made pure powder, need their wig-wag line


Of little kites pressed in around the pool:


An afternoon of snow should cover that.


Some crystalline precipitate should throw


Its multifarious weightlessness around


For half a day and paint the whole place out,


Bring back a soft regime to bitter ground:


An instant plebiscite would vote for snow


So overwhelmingly if we could call it now.


An afternoon of snow should cover that


Milk-bottle neck bolt upright in the slime


Fast frozen at the pond’s edge, brutal there:


We need to see junk muffled, whitewashed grime,


Lean brittle ice grown comfortably fat,


A world prepared to take our footprints in.


A world prepared to take our footprints in


Needs painting out, needs be a finer field:
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