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For Ann










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
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