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On behalf  of   
The Anglican Society, 
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Twelve Days of  Christmas 
Reflections, Old and New, 

as our gift to you.  

On the Cover: A page from the Book of  Kells, a masterpiece of  medieval 
manuscript illumination and one of  the national treasures of  Ireland. This is the 

oldest surviving manuscript image of  the Madonna and Child in Western art. 
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The twenty-fifth day of  December.
In the five thousand one hundred and ninety-ninth year of  the creation of  the world
from the time when God in the beginning created the heavens and the earth;

the two thousand nine hundred and fifty-seventh year after the flood;
the two thousand and fifteenth year from the birth of  Abraham;
the one thousand five hundred and tenth year from Moses
and the going forth of  the people of  Israel from Egypt;
the one thousand and thirty-second year from David’s being anointed king;
in the sixty-fifth week according to the prophecy of  Daniel;
in the one hundred and ninety-fourth Olympiad;
the seven hundred and fifty-second year from the foundation of  the city of  Rome;
the forty second year of  the reign of  Octavian Augustus;
the whole world being at peace,
in the sixth age of  the world,
Jesus Christ the eternal God and Son of  the eternal Father,
desiring to sanctify the world by his most merciful coming,
being conceived by the Holy Spirit,
and nine months having passed since his conception,
was born in Bethlehem of  Judea of  the Virgin Mary,
being made flesh.
The Nativity of  our Lord Jesus Christ according to the flesh. X

This traditional translation of  the Proclamation of  the Birth of  Christ comes from the Roman 
Martyrology, the official listing of  the saints celebrated by the Roman Rite of  the Catholic Church. 
For centuries, it was read on Christmas Eve, before the celebration of  Midnight Mass. 

The Proclamation of the Birth of Christ

“The Birth of Christ” by Loggia di Raffaello circa 1515
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I. Christmas morning is the most appropriate 
time for thoughts on the Nativity

On all days and at all times, dearly beloved, 
does the birth of  our Lord and Saviour 
from the Virgin-mother occur to the 

thoughts of  the faithful, who meditate on di-
vine things, that the mind may be aroused to the 
acknowledgment of  its Maker, and whether it be 
occupied in the groans of  supplication, or in the 
shouting of  praise, or in the offering of  sacrifice, 
may employ its spiritual insight on nothing more 
frequently and more trustingly than on the fact 
that God the Son of  God, begotten of  the co-
eternal Father, was also born by a human birth. 
But this Nativity which is to be adored in heaven 
and on earth is suggested to us by no day more 
than this when, with the early light still shed-
ding its rays on nature, there is borne in upon our 
senses the brightness of  this wondrous mystery. 
For the angel Gabriel’s converse with the aston-
ished Mary and her conception by the Holy Ghost 
as wondrously promised as believed, seem to recur 
not only to the memory but to the very eyes. For 
today the Maker of  the world was born of  a Vir-
gin’s womb, and He, who made all natures, became 
Son of  her, whom He created. Today the Word 
of  God appeared clothed in flesh, and That which 
had never been visible to human eyes began to be 
tangible to our hands as well. Today the shepherds 
learned from angels’ voices that the Saviour was 
born in the substance of  our flesh and soul; and 
today the form of  the Gospel message was pre-
arranged by the leaders of  the Lord’s flocks, so 
that we too may say with the army of  the heavenly 
host: Glory in the highest to God, and on earth 
peace to men of  good will.

II. Christians are essentially participators in 
the nativity of  Christ

Although, therefore, that infancy, which the 
majesty of  God’s Son did not disdain, reached 
mature manhood by the growth of  years and, 

when the triumph of  His passion and resurrection 
was completed, all the actions of  humility which 
were undertaken for us ceased, yet today’s festival 
renews for us the holy childhood of  Jesus born of  
the Virgin Mary: and in adoring the birth of  our 
Saviour, we find we are celebrating the commence-
ment of  our own life. For the birth of  Christ is the 
source of  life for Christian folk, and the birthday 
of  the Head is the birthday of  the body. Although 
every individual that is called has his own order, 
and all the sons of  the Church are separated from 
one another by intervals of  time, yet as the entire 
body of  the faithful being born in the font of  
baptism is crucified with Christ in His passion, 
raised again in His resurrection, and placed at the 
Father’s right hand in His ascension, so with Him 
are they born in this nativity. For any believer 
in whatever part of  the world that is re-born in 
Christ, quits the old paths of  his original nature 
and passes into a new man by being re-born; and 
no longer is he reckoned of  his earthly father’s 
stock but among the seed of  the Saviour, Who be-
came the Son of  man in order that we might have 
the power to be the sons of  God. For unless He 
came down to us in this humiliation, no one would 

The Nativity of Our Lord Jesus Christ, December 25 
On The Feast of The Nativity, VI
Pope Leo
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reach His presence by any merits of  his own. Let 
not earthly wisdom shroud in darkness the hearts 
of  the called on this point, and let not the frailty 
of  earthly thoughts raise itself  against the lofti-
ness of  God’s grace, for it will soon return to the 
lowest dust. At the end of  the ages is fulfilled that 
which was ordained from all eternity: 
and in the presence of  realities, when 
signs and types have ceased, the Law 
and prophecy have become Truth: and 
so Abraham is found the father of  all 
nations, and the promised blessing is 
given to the world in his seed: nor are 
they only Israelites whom blood and 
flesh begot, but the whole body of  the 
adopted enter into possession of  the 
heritage prepared for the sons of  Faith. Be not 
disturbed by the cavils of  silly questionings, and 
let not the effects of  the Divine word be dissipated 
by human calculation; we with Abraham believe in 
God and “waver not through unbelief  but know 
most assuredly that what the Lord promised, He is 
able to perform.”1

III. Peace with God is His best gift to man

The Saviour then, dearly beloved, is born not of  
fleshly seed but of  the Holy Spirit, in such wise 
that the condemnation of  the first transgression 
did not touch Him. And hence the very great-
ness of  the boon conferred demands of  us rever-
ence worthy of  its splendour. For, as the blessed 
Apostle teaches, we have received not the spirit of  
this world but the Spirit which is of  God, that we 
may know the things which are given us by God 
1 Corinthians 2:12: and that Spirit can in no other 
way be rightly worshipped, except by offering 
Him that which we received from Him. But in the 
treasures of  the Lord’s bounty what can we find 
so suitable to the honour of  the present feast as 
the peace, which at the Lord’s nativity was first 
proclaimed by the angel-choir? For that it is which 
brings forth the sons of  God, the nurse of  love 
and the mother of  unity: the rest of  the blessed 
and our eternal home; whose proper work and 
special office it is to join to God those whom it 

1 Romans 4:20-21

removes from the world. Whence the Apostle in-
cites us to this good end, in saying, “being justified 
therefore by faith let us have peace towards God.”2 
In which brief  sentence are summed up nearly all 
the commandments; for where true peace is, there 
can be no lack of  virtue. But what is it, dearly 

beloved, to have peace towards God, 
except to wish what He bids, and not 
to wish what He forbids? For if  human 
friendships seek out equality of  soul 
and similarity of  desires, and difference 
of  habits can never attain to full har-
mony, how will he be partaker of  divine 
peace, who is pleased with what dis-
pleases God and desires to get delight 
from what he knows to be offensive to 

God? That is not the spirit of  the sons of  God; 
such wisdom is not acceptable to the noble family 
of  the adopted. That chosen and royal race must 
live up to the dignity of  its regeneration, must 
love what the Father loves, and in nought disagree 
with its Maker, lest the Lord should again say: “I 
have begotten and raised up sons, but they have 
scorned Me: the ox knows his owner and the ass 
his master’s crib: but Israel has not known Me and 
My people has not acknowledged Me.”3

IV. We must be worthy of  our calling as sons 
and friends of  God

The mystery of  this boon is great, dearly beloved, 
and this gift exceeds all gifts that God should 
call man son, and man should name God Father: 
for by these terms we perceive and learn the love 
which reached so great a height. For if  in natural 
progeny and earthly families those who are born 
of  noble parents are lowered by the faults of  evil 
intercourse, and unworthy offspring are put to 
shame by the very brilliance of  their ancestry; to 
what end will they come who through love of  the 
world do not fear to be outcast from the family of  
Christ? But if  it gains the praise of  men that the 
father’s glory should shine again in their descen-
dants, how much more glorious is it for those 
who are born of  God to regain the brightness of  

2 Romans 5:1

3 Isaiah 1:2-3

 For where 
true peace 

is, there can 
be no lack 
of virtue.
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their Maker’s likeness and display in themselves 
Him Who begot them, as says the Lord: Let your 
light so shine before men that they may see your 
good works and glorify your Father which is in 
heaven?”4 We know indeed, as the Apostle John 
says that “the whole world lies in the evil one”5 1 
John 5:1, and that by the stratagems of  the Devil 
and his angels numberless attempts are made 
either to frighten man in his struggle upwards by 
adversity or to spoil him by prosperity, but greater 
is He that is in us, than he that is against us, and 
they who have peace with God and are always 
saying to the Father with their whole hearts your 
will be done” Matthew 6:10  can be overcome in 
no battles, can be hurt by no assaults. For accus-
ing ourselves in our confessions and refusing the 
spirit’s consent to our fleshly lusts, we stir up 
against us the enmity of  him who is the author of  
sin, but secure a peace with God that nothing can 
destroy, by accepting His gracious service, in order 
that we may not only surrender ourselves in obedi-
ence to our King but also be united to Him by our 
free-will. For if  we are like-minded, if  we wish 
what He wishes, and disapprove what He disap-
proves, He will finish all our wars for us, He Who 
gave the will, will also give the power: so that we 
may be fellow-workers in His works, and with the 
exultation of  Faith may utter that prophetic song: 
the Lord is my light and my salvation: whom shall 
I fear? The Lord is the defender of  my life: of  
whom shall I be afraid ?

V. The birth of  Christ is the birth of  peace to 
the Church

“They then who are born not of  blood nor of  
the will of  the flesh nor of  the will of  man but 
of  God,”6 must offer to the Father the unanim-
ity of  peace-loving sons, and all the members of  
adoption must meet in the First-begotten of  the 
new creation, Who came to do not His own Will 
but His that sent Him; inasmuch as the Father in 
His gracious favour has adopted as His heirs not 
those that are discordant nor those that are unlike 

4 Matthew 5:16

5 I John 5:19

6 John 1:13

Him, but those that are in feeling and affection 
one. They that are re-modelled after one pattern 
must have a spirit like the model. The birthday 
of  the Lord is the birthday of  peace: for thus says 
the Apostle, He is our peace, who made both one ; 
since whether we be Jew or Gentile, through Him 
we have access in one Spirit to the Father.  And it 
was this in particular that He taught His disciples 
before the day of  His passion which He had of  
His own free-will fore-ordained, saying, “My peace 
I give unto you, My peace I leave for you;”7 and 
lest under the general term the character of  His 
peace should escape notice, He added, not as the 
world give I unto you. The world, He says, has its 
friendships, and brings many that are apart into 
loving harmony. There are also minds which are 
equal in vices, and similarity of  desires produces 
equality of  affection. And if  any are perchance 
to be found who are not pleased with what is 
mean and dishonourable, and who exclude from 
the terms of  their connection unlawful compacts, 
yet even such if  they be either Jews, heretics or 
heathens , belong not to God’s friendship but to 
this world’s peace. But the peace of  the spiritual 
and of  Catholics coming down from above and 
leading upwards refuses to hold communion with 
the lovers of  the world, resists all obstacles and 
flies from pernicious pleasures to true joys, as the 
Lord says: Where your treasure is, there will your 
heart be also:”8 that is, if  what you love is below 
you will descend to the lowest depth: if  what you 
love is above, you will reach the topmost height: 
there may the Spirit of  peace lead and bring us, 
whose wishes and feeling are at one, and who are 
of  one mind in faith and hope and in charity: since 
“as many as are led by the Spirit of  God these are 
sons of  God”9 Who reigns with the Son and Holy 
Spirit for ever and ever. Amen. X

Translated by Charles Lett Feltoe. From Nicene and 
Post-Nicene Fathers, Second Series, Vol. 12. Edited by 
Philip Schaff  and Henry Wace. (Buffalo, NY: Chris-
tian Literature Publishing Co., 1895.) Revised and 
edited for New Advent by Kevin Knight.

7 John 14:27

8 Matthew 6:21

9 Romans 8:14
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St. Stephen lies amidst a battalion of  hay-
stacks somewhere in Middle America. He 
has been here for hours now staring up at the 

clouds and watching the wrens dodge the crows. 
It’s a nice break from acting as a saintly muse 
for Baroque artists who paint him carrying tiny 
churches and forever being stoned.

Do you think martyrdom is easy? he whispers in 
their ears. Do you think this is what I’d always 
wanted? I had plans. I wanted to work with my 
hands, too. But the painters don’t hear him because 
he’s dead. They only paint, paint, paint. Incessant-
ly memorializing the last moments 
of  his life, and willfully forgetting 
every other recorded moment of  
his existence. Like the time he saw 
that vision of  God and God spoke 
to him and He seemed like a per-
fectly nice, normal guy. Or the time 
Jesus cured his horse. Now that 
was a beautiful moment. But no. 
It has to be a tragedy with these 
guys. It has to be the time a bunch 
of  pious jerks threw a bunch of  
really dense rocks at his face until 

he died. These artists want the blood and the guts 
and the “St. Stephen, Yes. He died so fearlessly. He 
was our first martyr.”

But this is what they don’t tell you. This is what 
the artists don’t know. Rocks take forever to kill 
you, and they never aim for the head at first. The 
idea is to crush your lungs and your gut. They 
want you to think, to comprehend your pain. Not 
just feel it. Know it. They want you to understand 
that, even though ending a life is actually quite 
easy, destroying the body is an undertaking. It 
takes many hands and many stones. They stone 

you until you’re an expert at dying.

And then eventually you do die.

And this is how they want to re-
member him.

Even the prayers for intercession 
are preoccupied with his death. 
For two centuries now, people have 
invoked his name, praying for pa-
tience, for guidance, for deliverance 
in times of  trouble. The tribula-

St. Stephen, The First Martyr
Annie Bilancini

 Like the time he 
saw that vision 

of God and God 
spoke to him 

and He seemed 
like a perfectly 

nice, normal guy.

Piscivorus Pictures

Saint Stephen, Deacon and Martyr, December 26
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tion of  his stoning has become an allegory for final exams, 
bankruptcy, venereal disease, childbirth, prison, even a 
broken right thumb. And the list goes on. It’s not that 
he doesn’t want to help. He loves these people. He wants 
them to walk through life unscathed and unafraid. But he 
doesn’t understand the parallels the people behind these 
prayers insist on forcing. And frankly, he’s sick of  the 
reminders. He sits up in the grass and whispers the words 
of  his own prayer to the birds: May the serenity and peace 
which were yours at the hour of  your stoning be ours as 
well as we wait in hope for the coming of  the Lord Jesus 
who lives and reigns forever and ever. Amen.

Serenity, they say. Peace. They can’t be serious. I was be-
ing stoned to death, he says, I cried out to God to make 
the pain stop. Life isn’t a stoning. Death. That’s a ston-
ing. Even now he can hear the prayers of  scared people in 
Denmark and Nebraska. By the grace of  his martyrdom, 
they ask him to grant them salvation from a failing rela-
tionship and algebra, respectively. He digs his heels into 
the dirt and sighs.

It’s not what you want, he says to the birds as they zip 
and dive. It’s not what anyone wants. I didn’t want to die. 
I very much liked being alive. Well, except for the lack of  
antibiotics, but God wanted me to live, too. He told me 
so. He gave me lemonade and said I was doing a good job. 
He cried when I showed up all bloody and smooshed in. I 
didn’t want to die. But I am dead. I’m dead. And I can’t go 
back.

Some wrens land near him and peck at the ground. Their 
eyes are blank and unaware. They can’t see the incorporeal 
man in the grass, can’t hear him quietly sob for what he’s 
lost, what the world thinks he’s gained. A crow swoops 
lazily into the throng of  small birds and sends them in a 
scatter. St. Stephen leans back in the grass and listens to 
the soft shudder of  their wings against the air. X

Annie Bilancini lives and writes in Cleveland, Ohio. She has 
been published in matchbook, A Capella Zoo, and Booth 
Journal, and she has work forthcoming from Rubbertop Re-
view. She helps co-edit Threadcount Magazine, a journal for 
hybrid prose. 
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Our message is the Word of  life. We an-
nounce what existed from the beginning, 
what we have heard, what we have seen 

with our own eyes, what we have touched with our 
own hands. Who could touch the Word with his 
hands unless the Word was made flesh and lived 
among us?

Now this Word, whose flesh was so real that he 
could be touched by human hands, began to be 
flesh in the Virgin Mary’s womb; but he did not 
begin to exist at that moment. We know this from 
what John says: What existed from the begin-
ning. Notice how John’s letter bears witness to his 
Gospel, which you just heard a moment ago: In the 
beginning was the Word, and the Word was with 
God.

Someone might interpret the phrase the Word 
of  life to mean a word about Christ, rather than 
Christ’s body itself  which was touched by human 
hands. But consider what comes next: and life 
itself  was revealed. Christ therefore is himself  the 
Word of  life.

And how was this life revealed? It existed from the 
beginning, but was not revealed to men, only to 
angels, who looked upon it and feasted upon it as 
their own spiritual bread. But what does Scripture 
say? Mankind ate the bread of  angels.

Life itself  was therefore revealed in the flesh. In 
this way what was visible to the heart alone could 
become visible also to the eye, and so heal men’s 
hearts. For the Word is visible to the heart alone, 
while flesh is visible to bodily eyes as well. We al-
ready possessed the means to see the flesh, but we 
had no means of  seeing the Word. The Word was 
made flesh so that we could see it, to heal the part 
of  us by which we could see the Word.

John continues: And we are witnesses and we 
proclaim to you that eternal life which was with 
the Father and has been revealed among us—one 
might say more simply “revealed to us.”

We proclaim to you what we have heard and seen. 
Make sure that you grasp the meaning of  these 
words. The disciples saw our Lord in the flesh, 
face to face; they heard the words he spoke, and in 
turn they proclaimed the message to us. So we also 
have heard, although we have not seen.

Are we then less favoured than those who both 
saw and heard? If  that were so, why should John 
add: so that you too may have fellowship with us? 
They saw, and we have not seen; yet we have fel-
lowship with them, because we and they share the 
same faith.

And our fellowship is with God the Father and 
Jesus Christ his Son. And we write this to you to 
make your joy complete—complete in that fellow-
ship, in that love and in that unity. X
 
This excerpt from the tractitates on the first letter of  
John by St. Augustine, one of  the early church fathers, 
is used in the Roman Office of  readings for the Feast 
of  St. John the Evangelist, on December 27, the third 
of  the twelve days of  Christmas..

Christ is the Word of Life Made Visible
St. Augustine of Hippo

“St. John the Evangelist” in the Italian Pictural 
School, 17th century, artist unknown.

Saint John, Apostle and Evangelist, December 27
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“These were redeemed from among men, being 
the firstfruits unto God and to the Lamb.”
    - Revelation 14:4

Say, ye celestial guards, who wait
In Bethlehem, round the Saviour's palace gate,
Say, who are these on golden wings,
That hover o'er the new-born King of  kings,
Their palms and garlands telling plain
That they are of  the glorious martyr-train,
Next to yourselves ordained to praise
His Name, and brighten as on Him they gaze?

But where their spoils and trophies? where
The glorious dint a martyr's shield should bear?
How chance no cheek among them wears
The deep-worn trace of  penitential tears,
But all is bright and smiling love,
As if, fresh-borne from Eden's happy grove,
They had flown here, their King to see,
Nor ever had been heirs of  dark mortality?

Ask, and some angel will reply,
"These, like yourselves, were born to sin and die,
But ere the poison root was grown,
God set His seal, and marked them for His own.
Baptised its blood for Jesus' sake,
Now underneath the Cross their bed they make,
Not to be scared from that sure rest
By frightened mother's shriek, or warrior's waving 
crest."

Mindful of  these, the firstfruits sweet
Borne by this suffering Church her Lord to greet;
Blessed Jesus ever loved to trace
The "innocent brightness" of  an infant's face.
He raised them in His holy arms,
He blessed them from the world and all its harms:
Heirs though they were of  sin and shame,
He blessed them in his own and in his Father's 
Name.

Then, as each fond unconscious child
On the everlasting Parent sweetly smiled
(Like infants sporting on the shore,

That tremble not at Ocean's boundless roar),
Were they not present to Thy thought,
All souls, that in their cradles Thou hast bought?
But chiefly these, who died for Thee,
That Thou might'st live for them a sadder death 
to see.

And next to these, Thy gracious word
Was as a pledge of  benediction stored
For Christian mothers, while they moan
Their treasured hopes, just born, baptised, and 
gone.
Oh, joy for Rachel's broken heart!
She and her babes shall meet no more to part;
So dear to Christ her pious haste
To trust them in His arms for ever safe embraced.

She dares not grudge to leave them there,
Where to behold them was her heart's first prayer;
She dares not grieve--but she must weep,
As her pale placid martyr sinks to sleep,
Teaching so well and silently
How at the shepherd's call the lamb should die:
How happier far than life the end
Of  souls that infant-like beneath their burthen 
bend. X

The Holy Innocents
John Keble

The Holy Innocents, December 28
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I
This is the Month, and this the happy morn
Wherein the Son of  Heav'ns eternal King,
Of  wedded Maid, and Virgin Mother born,
Our great redemption from above did bring;
For so the holy sages once did sing, 
That he our deadly forfeit should release,
And with his Father work us a perpetual peace.

II
That glorious Form, that Light unsufferable,
And that far-beaming blaze of  Majesty,
Wherwith he wont at Heav'ns high Councel-Table, 
To sit the midst of  Trinal Unity,
He laid aside; and here with us to be,
Forsook the Courts of  everlasting Day,
And chose with us a darksom House of  mortal 
Clay.

III
Say Heav'nly Muse, shall not thy sacred vein 
Afford a present to the Infant God?
Hast thou no vers, no hymn, or solemn strein,
To welcom him to this his new abode,
Now while the Heav'n by the Suns team untrod,
Hath took no print of  the approching light,
And all the spangled host keep watch in squadrons 
bright?

IV
See how from far upon the Eastern rode
The Star-led Wisards haste with odours sweet:
O run, prevent them with thy humble ode,
And lay it lowly at his blessed feet; 
Have thou the honour first, thy Lord to greet,
And joyn thy voice unto the Angel Quire,
From out his secret Altar toucht with hallow'd 
fire.

The Hymn
I
It was the Winter wilde,
While the Heav'n-born-childe, 

All meanly wrapt in the rude manger lies;
Nature in aw to him
Had doff't her gawdy trim,
With her great Master so to sympathize:
It was no season then for her 
To wanton with the Sun her lusty Paramour.

II
Onely with speeches fair
She woo's the gentle Air
To hide her guilty front with innocent Snow,
And on her naked shame, 
Pollute with sinfull blame,
The Saintly Vail of  Maiden white to throw,
Confounded, that her Makers eyes
Should look so neer upon her foul deformities.

III
But he her fears to cease, 
Sent down the meek-eyd Peace,
She crown'd with Olive green, came softly sliding
Down through the turning sphear,
His ready Harbinger,
With Turtle wing the amorous clouds dividing,
And waving wide her mirtle wand,
She strikes a universall Peace through Sea and 
Land.

On the Morning of Christ’s Nativity 
John Milton

“John Milton” from Getty Images

December 29
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IV
No War, or Battails sound
Was heard the World around:
The idle spear and shield were high up hung; 
The hooked Chariot stood
Unstain'd with hostile blood,
The Trumpet spake not to the armed throng,
And Kings sate still with awfull eye,
As if  they surely knew their sovran Lord was by. 

V
But peacefull was the night
Wherin the Prince of  light
His raign of  peace upon the earth began:
The Windes, with wonder whist,
Smoothly the waters kist, 
Whispering new joyes to the milde Ocean,
Who now hath quite forgot to rave,
While Birds of  Calm sit brooding on the charmed 
wave.

VI
The Stars with deep amaze
Stand fixt in stedfast gaze, 
Bending one way their pretious influence,
And will not take their flight,
For all the morning light,
Or Lucifer that often warn'd them thence;
But in their glimmering Orbs did glow, 
Untill their Lord himself  bespake, and bid them 
go.

VII
And though the shady gloom
Had given day her room,
The Sun himself  with-held his wonted speed,
And hid his head for shame, 
As his inferiour flame,
The new-enlightn'd world no more should need;
He saw a greater Sun appear
Then his bright Throne, or burning Axletree 
could bear.

VIII
The Shepherds on the Lawn, 
Or ere the point of  dawn,
Sate simply chatting in a rustick row;
Full little thought they than,
That the mighty Pan

Was kindly com to live with them below; 
Perhaps their loves, or els their sheep,
Was all that did their silly thoughts so busie keep.

IX
When such musick sweet
Their hearts and ears did greet,
As never was by mortall finger strook, 
Divinely-warbled voice
Answering the stringed noise,
As all their souls in blisfull rapture took:
The Air such pleasure loth to lose,
With thousand echo's still prolongs each heav'nly 
close. 

X
Nature that heard such sound
Beneath the hollow round
Of  Cynthia's seat, the Airy region thrilling,
Now was almost won
To think her part was don, 
And that her raign had here its last fulfilling;
She knew such harmony alone
Could hold all Heav'n and Earth in happier union.

XI
At last surrounds their sight
A Globe of  circular light,
That with long beams the shame-fac't night 
array'd,
The helmed Cherubim
And sworded Seraphim
Are seen in glittering ranks with wings displaid,
Harping in loud and solemn quire, 
With unexpressive notes to Heav'ns new-born 
Heir.

XII
Such Musick (as 'tis said)
Before was never made,
But when of  old the sons of  morning sung,
While the Creator Great 
His constellations set,
And the well-balanc't world on hinges hung,
And cast the dark foundations deep,
And bid the weltring waves their oozy channel 
keep.
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XIII
Ring out ye Crystall sphears, 
Once bless our human ears,
(If  ye have power to touch our senses so)
And let your silver chime
Move in melodious time;
And let the Base of  Heav'ns deep Organ blow, 
And with your ninefold harmony
Make up full consort to th' Angelike symphony.

XIV
For if  such holy Song
Enwrap our fancy long,
Time will run back, and fetch the age of  gold, 
And speckl'd vanity
Will sicken soon and die,
And leprous sin will melt from earthly mould,
And Hell itself  will pass away,
And leave her dolorous mansions to the peering 
day. 

XV
Yea Truth, and Justice then
Will down return to men,
Th' enameld Arras of  the Rainbow wearing,
And Mercy set between,
Thron'd in Celestiall sheen, 
With radiant feet the tissued clouds down stear-
ing,
And Heav'n as at som festivall,
Will open wide the Gates of  her high Palace Hall.

XVI
But wisest Fate sayes no,
This must not yet be so, 
The Babe lies yet in smiling Infancy,
That on the bitter cross
Must redeem our loss;
So both himself  and us to glorifie:
Yet first to those ychain'd in sleep, 
The wakefull trump of  doom must thunder 
through the deep,

XVII
With such a horrid clang
As on mount Sinai rang
While the red fire, and smouldring clouds out 
brake:
The aged Earth agast 

With terrour of  that blast,
Shall from the surface to the center shake,
When at the worlds last session,
The dreadfull Judge in middle Air shall spread his 
throne.

XVIII
And then at last our bliss 
Full and perfect is,
But now begins; for from this happy day
Th' old Dragon under ground,
In straiter limits bound,
Not half  so far casts his usurped sway, 
And wrath to see his Kingdom fail,
Swindges the scaly Horrour of  his foulded tail.

XIX
The Oracles are dumm,
No voice or hideous humm
Runs through the arched roof  in words deceiving. 
Apollo from his shrine
Can no more divine,
With hollow shreik the steep of  Delphos leaving.
No nightly trance, or breathed spell,
Inspire's the pale-ey'd Priest from the prophetic 
cell. 

“The Overthrow of Apollo and the Pagan Gods,” 
1809, one of William Blake’s illustrations of “On 

the Morning of Christ’s Nativity”
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XX
The lonely mountains o're,
And the resounding shore,
A voice of  weeping heard, and loud lament;
From haunted spring and dale
Edg'd with poplar pale, 
The parting Genius is with sighing sent,
With flowre-inwov'n tresses torn
The Nimphs in twilight shade of  tangled thickets 
mourn.

XXI
In consecrated Earth,
And on the holy Hearth, 
The Lars, and Lemures moan with midnight 
plaint,
In Urns, and Altars round,
A drear, and dying sound
Affrights the Flamins at their service quaint;
And the chill Marble seems to sweat,
While each peculiar power forgoes his wonted 
seat.

XXII
Peor, and Baalim,
Forsake their Temples dim,
With that twise-batter'd god of  Palestine,
And mooned Ashtaroth, 
Heav'ns Queen and Mother both,
Now sits not girt with Tapers holy shine,
The Libyc Hammon shrinks his horn,
In vain the Tyrian Maids their wounded Thamuz 
mourn.

XXIII
And sullen Moloch fled, 
Hath left in shadows dred.
His burning Idol all of  blackest hue,
In vain with Cymbals ring,
They call the grisly king,
In dismall dance about the furnace blue; 
The brutish gods of  Nile as fast,
Isis and Orus, and the Dog Anubis hast.

XXIV
Nor is Osiris seen
In Memphian Grove, or Green,
Trampling the unshowr'd Grasse with lowings 
loud: 

Nor can he be at rest
Within his sacred chest,
Naught but profoundest Hell can be his shroud:
In vain with Timbrel'd Anthems dark
The sable-stoled Sorcerers bear his worshipt Ark. 

XXV
He feels from Juda's land
The dredded Infants hand,
The rayes of  Bethlehem blind his dusky eyn;
Nor all the gods beside,
Longer dare abide, 
Nor Typhon huge ending in snaky twine:
Our Babe, to shew his Godhead true,
Can in his swadling bands controul the damned 
crew.

XXVI
So when the Sun in bed,
Curtain'd with cloudy red, 
Pillows his chin upon an Orient wave.
The flocking shadows pale
Troop to th' infernall jail,
Each fetter'd Ghost slips to his severall grave,
And the yellow-skirted Fayes 
Fly after the Night-steeds, leaving their Moon-
lov'd maze.

XXVII
But see the Virgin blest,
Hath laid her Babe to rest.
Time is our tedious Song should here have ending,
Heav'ns youngest-teemed Star
Hath fixt her polisht Car,
Her sleeping Lord with Handmaid Lamp attend-
ing.
And all about the Courtly Stable,
Bright-harnest Angels sit in order serviceable. X



        THE ANGLICAN | Christmas 201416

As, then, he who desires to see God Who 
by nature is invisible and not to be beheld, 
may yet perceive and know Him through 

His works, so too let him who does not see Christ 
with his understanding at least consider Him in 
His bodily works and test whether they be of man 
or God.1 If they be of man, then let him scoff; 
but if they be of God, let him not mock at things 
which are no fit subject for scorn, but rather let 
him recognize the fact and marvel that things 
divine have been revealed to us by such humble 
means, that through death deathlessness has been 
made known to us, and through the Incarnation 
of the Word the Mind whence all things proceed 
has been declared, and its Agent and Ordainer, 
the Word of God Himself. He, indeed, assumed 
humanity that we might become God. He mani-
fested Himself by means of a body in order that 
we might perceive the Mind of the unseen Father. 
He endured shame from men that we might inherit 
immortality. He Himself was unhurt by this, for 

1 Paragraph 54.

He is impassable and incorruptible; but by His own 
impassability He kept and healed the suffering men 
on whose account He thus endured. In short, such 
and so many are the Savior's achievements that 
follow from His Incarnation, that to try to number 
them is like gazing at the open sea and trying to 
count the waves. One cannot see all the waves with 
one's eyes, for when one tries to do so those that 
are following on baffle one's senses. Even so, when 
one wants to take in all the achievements of Christ 
in the body, one cannot do so, even by reckon-
ing them up, for the things that transcend one's 
thought are always more than those one thinks 
that one has grasped.
    
As we cannot speak adequately about even a part 
of His work, therefore, it will be better for us not 
to speak about it as a whole. So we will mention 
but one thing more, and then leave the whole for 
you to marvel at. For, indeed, everything about it is 
marvelous, and wherever a man turns his gaze he 
sees the Godhead of the Word and is smitten with 
awe. X

De Incarnationis 
Athanasius

December 30
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Sonnet XII

When I do count the clock that tells the time,
And see the brave day sunk in hideous night;
When I behold the violet past prime,
And sable curls, all silvered o'er with white; 
When lofty trees I see barren of leaves,
Which erst from heat did canopy the herd,
And summer's green all girded up in sheaves,
Borne on the bier with white and bristly beard,
Then of thy beauty do I question make,
That thou among the wastes of time must go,
Since sweets and beauties do themselves forsake
And die as fast as they see others grow;
     And nothing 'gainst Time's scythe can make defence
     Save breed, to brave him when he takes thee hence. 

Sonnet LX

Like as the waves make towards the pebbled shore,
So do our minutes hasten to their end;
Each changing place with that which goes before,
In sequent toil all forwards do contend.
Nativity, once in the main of light,
Crawls to maturity, wherewith being crown’d,
Crooked eclipses ‘gainst his glory fight,
And Time that gave doth now his gift confound.
Time doth transfix the flourish set on youth
And delves the parallels in beauty’s brow,
Feeds on the rarities of nature’s truth,
And nothing stands but for his scythe to mow:
   And yet to times in hope, my verse shall stand
   Praising thy worth, despite his cruel hand.

Three Sonnets on Time 
William Shakespeare

Mowing motif from the Book of 
Hours, The Morgan Library.

Ceres, goddess of agriculture, 
grain crop and fertility, 

15th-16th century.

December 31
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Sonnett LXXIII

That time of year thou mayst in me behold
When yellow leaves, or none, or few, do hang
Upon those boughs which shake against the cold,
Bare ruined choirs, where late the sweet birds sang.
In me thou see’st the twilight of such day
As after sunset fadeth in the west;
Which by and by black night doth take away,
Death’s second self, that seals up all in rest. 
In me thou see’st the glowing of such fire,
That on the ashes of his youth doth lie,
As the death-bed, whereon it must expire,
Consumed with that which it was nourish’d by.
   This thou perceiv’st, which makes thy love more strong,
   To love that well, which thou must leave ere long.



        THE ANGLICAN | Christmas 201419

Sleep, sleep, mine Holy One!
My flesh, my Lord!—what name? I do not 
know

A name that seemeth not too high or low,
Too far from me or heaven.
My Jesus, that is best! that word being given
By the majestic angel whose command
Was softly as a man's beseeching said,
When I and all the earth appeared to stand
In the great overflow
Of light celestial from his wings and head.
Sleep, sleep, my saving One!
And art Thou come for saving, baby-browed
And speechless Being—art Thou come for saving?
The palm that grows beside our door is bowed
By treadings of the low wind from the south,
A restless shadow through the chamber waving:
Upon its bough a bird sings in the sun;
But Thou, with that close slumber on thy mouth,
Dost seem of wind and sun already weary.
Art come for saving, O my weary One?
Perchance this sleep that shutteth out the dreary
Earth-sounds and motions, opens on Thy soul
High dreams on fire with God;
High songs that make the pathways where they 
roll
More bright than stars do theirs; and visions new
Of Thine eternal nature's old abode.
Suffer this mother's kiss,
Best thing that earthly is,
To guide the music and the glory through,
Nor narrow in Thy dream the broad upliftings
Of any seraph wing!
Thus, noiseless, thus. Sleep, sleep, my dreaming 
One!
The slumber of His lips me-seems to run
Through my lips to mine heart; to all its shiftings
Of sensual life, bring contrariousness
In a great calm. I feel, I could lie down
As Moses did,1 and die,—and then live most.
I am 'ware of you, heavenly Presences,
That stand with your peculiar light unlost,

1 There is a Jewish tradition that Moses died from a  
kiss from God’s lips. 

Each forehead with a high thought for a crown,
Unsunned i' the sunshine! I am 'ware. Yet throw
No shade against the wall! How motionless
Ye round me with your living statuary,
While through your whiteness, in and outwardly,
Continual thoughts of God appear to go,
Like light's soul in itself! I bear, I bear,
To look upon the dropt lids of your eyes,
Though their external shining testifies
To that beatitude within, which were
Enough to blast an eagle at his sun.
I fall not on my sad clay face before ye;
I look on His. I know
My spirit which dilateth with the woe
Of His mortality,
May well contain your glory.

The Virgin Mary to the Child Jesus
Elizabeth Barrett Browning

Elizabeth Barrett Browning, portrait sketch.

The Holy Name of Our Lord Jesus Christ
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Yea, drop your lids more low,
Ye are but fellow-worshippers with me!
Sleep, sleep, my worshipped One!
We sate among the stalls at Bethlehem.
The dumb kine from their fodder turning them,
Softened their horned faces
To almost human gazes
Towards the newly born.
The simple shepherds from the star-lit brooks
Brought visionary looks,
As yet in their astonished hearing rung
The strange, sweet angel-tongue.
The magi of the East, in sandals worn,
Knelt reverent, sweeping round,
With long pale beards their gifts upon the ground,
The incense, myrrh and gold,
These baby hands were impotent to hold.
So, let all earthlies and celestials wait
Upon thy royal state!
Sleep, sleep, my kingly One!
I am not proud—meek angels, ye invest
New meeknesses to hear such utterance rest
On mortal lips,—"I am not proud"—not proud!
Albeit in my flesh God sent His Son,
Albeit over Him my head is bowed
As others bow before Him, still mine heart
Bows lower than their knees. O centuries
That roll, in vision, your futurities
My future grave athwart,—
Whose murmurs seem to reach me while I keep
Watch o'er this sleep,—
Say of me as the heavenly said,—"Thou art
The blessedest of women!"—blessedest,
Not holiest, not noblest,—no high name,
Whose height misplaced may pierce me like a 
shame,
When I sit meek in heaven!
For me—for me—
God knows that I am feeble like the rest!—
I often wandered forth, more child than maiden,
Among the midnight hills of Galilee,
Whose summits looked heaven-laden;
Listening to silence as it seemed to be
God's voice, so soft yet strong—so fain to press
Upon my heart as heaven did on the height,
And waken up its shadows by a light,
And show its vileness by a holiness.
Then I knelt down most silent like the night,
Too self-renounced for fears,

Raising my small face to the boundless blue
Whose stars did mix and tremble in my tears.
God heard them falling after—with His dew.
So, seeing my corruption, can I see.
This Incorruptible now born of me
This fair new Innocence no sun did chance
To shine on, (for even Adam was no child,)
Created from my nature all defiled,
This mystery from out mine ignorance—
Nor feel the blindness, stain, corruption, more
Than others do, or I did heretofore?—
Can hands wherein such burden pure has been,
Not open with the cry, "Unclean, unclean!"
More oft than any else beneath the skies?
Ah King, ah Christ, ah Son!
The kine, the shepherds, the abased wise,
Must all less lowly wait
Than I, upon thy state!—
Sleep, sleep, my kingly One!
Art Thou a King, then? Come, His universe,
Come, crown me Him a king!
Pluck rays from all such stars as never fling
Their light where fell a curse.
And make a crowning for this kingly brow!—
What is my word?—Each empyreal star
Sits in a sphere afar
In shining ambuscade:
The child-brow, crowned by none,
Keeps its unchildlike shade.
Sleep, sleep, my crownless One!
Unchildlike shade!—no other babe doth wear
An aspect very sorrowful, as Thou.—
No small babe-smiles, my watching heart has seen,
To float like speech the speechless lips between;
No dovelike cooing in the golden air,
No quick short joys of leaping babyhood.
Alas, our earthly good
In heaven thought evil, seems too good for Thee:
Yet, sleep, my weary One!
And then the drear, sharp tongue of prophecy,
With the dread sense of things which shall be 
done,
Doth smite me inly, like a sword—a sword?—
(That "smites the Shepherd!") then I think aloud
The words "despised,"—"rejected,"—every word
Recoiling into darkness as I view
The darling on my knee.
Bright angels,—move not!—lest ye stir the cloud
Betwixt my soul and His futurity!
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I must not die, with mother's work to do,
And could not live—and see.
It is enough to bear
This image still and fair—
This holier in sleep,
Than a saint at prayer:
This aspect of a child
Who never sinned or smiled—
This presence in an infant's face:
This sadness most like love,
This love than love more deep,
This weakness like omnipotence,
It is so strong to move!
Awful is this watching place,
Awful what I see from hence—
A king, without regalia,
A God, without the thunder,
A child, without the heart for play;
Ay, a Creator rent asunder
From His first glory and cast away
On His own world, for me alone
To hold in hands created, crying—Son!
That tear fell not on Thee
Beloved, yet Thou stirrest in Thy slumber!
Thou, stirring not for glad sounds out of number
Which through the vibratory palm-trees run
From summer wind and bird,
So quickly hast Thou heard
A tear fall silently?—
Wak'st Thou, O loving One? X

From The Poetical Works of Elizabeth Barrett 
Browning, Volume II.
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“He made Himself of no reputation, and took upon Him 
the form of a slave..."
                                                    - Philippians 2:7

On Christmas day, 1851 years ago, if we had 
been at Rome, the great capital city, and 
mistress of the whole world, we should 

have seen a strange sight—strange, and yet pleas-
ant. All the courts of law were shut; no war was al-
lowed to be proclaimed, and no criminals punished. 

The sorrow and the strife of that great city had 
stopped, in great part, for three days, and all 
people were giving themselves up to merriment 
and good cheer—making up quarrels, and giving 
and receiving presents from house to house.  And 
we should have seen, too, a pleasanter sight than 
that.  For those three days of Christmas-time were 
days of safety and merriment for the poor slaves—
tens of thousands of whom—men, women, and 
children—the Romans had brought out of all the 
countries in the world—many of our forefathers 
and mothers among them—and kept them there in 
cruel bondage and shame, worked and fed, bought 
and sold, like beasts, and not like human beings, 
not able to call their lives or their bodies their 
own, forced to endure any shame or sin which their 
tyrants required of them, and liable any moment 
to be beaten, tortured, or crucified at the mercy of 
cruel and foul masters and mistresses.  But on that 
Christmas-day, according to an old custom, they 
were allowed for once in the whole year to play 
at being free, to dress in their masters' and mis-
tresses' clothes, to say what they thought of them 
boldly, without fear of punishment, and to eat and 
drink at their masters' tables, while their masters 
and mistresses waited on them. 

It was an old custom, that, among the heathen Ro-
mans, which their forefathers, who were wiser and 
better than they, had handed down to them.  They 
had forgotten, perhaps, what it meant:  but still we 
may see what it must have meant:  That the old 
forefathers of the Romans had intended to remind 

their children every year by that custom, that their 
poor hard-worked slaves were, after all, men and 
women as much as their masters; that they had 
hearts and consciences, and sense in them, and a 
right to speak what they thought, as much as their 
masters; that they, as much as their masters, could 
enjoy the good things of God's earth, from which 
man's tyranny had shut them out; and to remind 
those cruel masters, by making them once every 
year wait on their own slaves at table, that they 
were, after all, equal in the sight of God, and that it 
was more noble for those who were rich, and called 
themselves gentlemen, to help others, than to make 
others slave for them.

I do not mean, of course, that those old heathens 
understood all this clearly.  You will see, by the 
latter part of my sermon, why they could not un-
derstand it clearly.  But there must have been some 

Christmas Day Sermon 
Charles Kingsley

Charles Kingsley, Church of England clergyman and 
private chaplain to Queen Victoria.

January 2
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sort of dim, confused suspicion in their minds that 
it was wrong and cruel to treat human beings like 
brute beasts, which made them set up that strange 
old custom of letting their slaves play at being free 
once every Christmastide.

But if on this same day, 1851 years ago, instead of 
being in the great city of Rome, we had been in 
the little village of Bethlehem in Judaea, we might 
have seen a sight stranger still; a sight which we 
could not have fancied had anything to do with 
that merrymaking of the slaves at Rome, and yet 
which had everything to do with it.

We should have seen, in a mean stable, among 
the oxen and the asses, a poor maiden, with her 
newborn baby laid in the manger, for want of any 
better cradle, and by her her husband, a poor car-
penter, whom all men thought to be the father of 
her child. . . . There, in the stable, amid the straw, 
through the cold winter days and nights, in want 
of many a comfort which the poorest woman, and 
the poorest woman's child would need, they stayed 
there, that young maiden and her newborn babe.  
That young maiden was the Blessed Virgin Mary, 
and that poor baby was the Son of God. The Son 
of God, in whose likeness all men were made at the 
beginning; the Son of God, who had been ruling 
the whole world all along; who brought the Jews 
out of slavery, a thousand years before, and de-
stroyed their cruel tyrants in the Red Sea; the Son 
of God, who had been all along punishing cruel 
tyrants and oppressors, and helping the poor out 
of misery, whenever they called on Him. The Light 
which lightens every man who comes into the 
world, was that poor babe.  

It was He who gives men reason, and conscience, 
and a tender heart, and delight in what is good, 
and shame and uneasiness of mind when they do 
wrong. It was He who had been stirring up, year 
by year, in those cruel Romans' hearts, the feeling 
that there was something wrong in grinding down 
their slaves, and put into their minds the notion 
of giving them their Christmas rest and freedom.  
He had been keeping up that good old custom for 
a witness and a warning that all men were equal 
in His sight; that all men had a right to liberty of 
speech and conscience; a right to some fair share in 

the good things of the earth, which God had given 
to all men freely to enjoy. But those old Romans 
would not take the warning. They kept up the 
custom, but they shut their eyes to the lesson of it.  
They went on conquering and oppressing all the 
nations of the earth, and making them their slaves.  
And now He was come—He Himself, the true 
Lord of the earth, the true pattern of men.  He was 
come to show men to whom this world belonged:  
He was come to show men in what true power, 
true nobleness consisted—not in making others 
minister to us, but in ministering to them:  He was 
come to set a pattern of what a man should be; He 
was the Son of Man—THE MAN of all men—and 
therefore He had come with good news to all poor 
slaves, and neglected, hard-worked creatures:  He 
had come to tell them that He cared for them; that 
He could and would deliver them; that they were 
God's children, and His brothers, just as much as 
their Roman masters; and that He was going to 
bring a terrible time upon the earth—"days of the 
Son of Man," when He would judge all men, and 
show who were true men and who were not—such 
a time as had never been before, or would be again; 
when that great Roman empire, in spite of all its 
armies, and its cunning, and its riches, plundered 
from every nation under heaven, would crumble 
away and perish shamefully and miserably off the 
face of the earth, before tribes of poor, untaught, 
savage men, the brothers and countrymen of those 
very slaves whom the Romans fancied were so 
much below them, that they had a right to treat 
them like the beasts which perish.

That was the message which that little child lying 
in the manger there at Bethlehem, had been sent 
out from God to preach. Do you not see now what 
it had to do with that strange merrymaking of the 
poor slaves in Rome, which I showed you at the 
beginning of my sermon?

If you do not, I must remind you of the song, 
which, St. Luke says, the shepherds in Judaea heard 
the angels sing, on this night 1851 years ago. That 
song tells us the meaning of that babe's coming. 
That song tells us what that babe's coming had to 
do with the poor slaves of Rome, and with all poor 
creatures who have suffered and sorrowed on this 
earth, before or since.
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"Glory to God in the highest," they sang, "and on 
earth peace, good will to men." 

Glory to God in the highest. That little babe, ly-
ing in the manger among the cattle, was showing 
what was the very highest glory of the great God 
who had made heaven and earth. Not to show His 
power and His majesty, but to show His conde-
scension and His love. To stoop, to condescend, to 
have mercy, to forgive, that is the highest glory of 
God.  That is the noblest, the most Godlike thing 
for God or man. And God showed that when He 
sent down His only-begotten Son—not to strike 
the world to atoms with a touch, not to hurl sin-
ners into everlasting flame, but to be born of a vil-
lage maiden, to take on Himself all the shame and 
weakness and sorrow, to which man is heir, even to 
death itself; to make Himself of no reputation, and 
take on Himself the form of a slave, and forgive 
sinners, and heal the sick, and comfort the outcast 
and despised, that He might show what God was 
like—show forth to men, as a 
poor maiden's son, the bright-
ness of God's glory, and the 
express likeness of His person.

"And on earth peace" they 
sang.  Men had been quar-
relling and fighting then, 
and men are quarrelling and 
fighting now. That little babe 
in the manger was come to 
show them how and why they 
were all to be at peace with 
each other. For what causes all the war and quar-
relling in the world, but selfishness?  Selfishness 
breeds pride, passion, spite, revenge, covetousness, 
oppression. The strong care for themselves, and 
try to help themselves at the expense of the weak, 
by force and tyranny; the weak care for themselves 
in their turn, and try to help themselves at the ex-
pense of the strong, by cunning and cheating. No 
one will condescend, give way, sacrifice his own 
interest for his neighbour's, and hence come wars 
between nations, quarrels in families, spite and 
grudges between neighbours. But in the example 
of that little child of Bethlehem, Jesus Christ the 
Lord, God was saying to men, "Acquaint your-
selves with Me, and be at peace."  God is not self-

ish; it is our selfishness which has made us unlike 
God. God so loved the sinful world, that He gave 
His only-begotten Son for it. Is that an action like 
ours? The Son of God so obeyed His Father, and 
so loved this world, that He made Himself of no 
reputation, and took on Him the likeness of a slave, 
and became obedient to death, even to the most 
fearful and shameful of all deaths, the death of the 
cross; not for Himself, but for those who did not 
know Him, hated Him, killed Him.  In short, He 
sacrificed Himself for us.  That is God's likeness. 
Self-sacrifice.  Jesus Christ, the babe of Bethlehem, 
proved Himself the Son of God, and the express 
likeness of the Father, by sacrificing Himself for 
us. Sacrifice yourselves then for each other! Give 
up your own pride, your own selfishness, your own 
interest for each other, and you will be all at peace 
at once.

But the angels sang, "Good will toward men."  
Without that their song would not have been com-

plete.  For we are all ready to say, 
at such 
words as I have been speaking, 
"Ah! pleasant enough, and pretty 
enough, if they were but possible; 
but they are not possible.  It is 
in the nature of man to be self-
ish.  Men have gone on warring, 
grudging, struggling, competing, 
oppressing, cheating from the 
beginning, and they will do so to 
the end."

Yes, it is not in the NATURE of man to do oth-
erwise.  In as far as man yields to his nature, and 
is like the selfish brute beasts, it is not possible 
for him to do anything but go on quarrelling, and 
competing, and cheating to the last.  But what 
man's nature cannot do, God's grace can.  God's 
good will is toward you.  He loves you, He wills—
and if He wills, what is too hard for Him?—He 
wills to raise you out of this selfish, quarrelsome 
life of sin, into a loving, brotherly, peaceful life 
of righteousness.  His spirit, the spirit of love by 
which He made and guides all heaven and earth, 
the spirit of love in which He gave His only Son 
for you, the spirit of love in which His Son Jesus 
Christ sacrificed Himself for you, and took on 

The Son of God so 
obeyed His Father, 
and so loved this 

world, that He 
made Himself of no 

reputation
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Himself a meaner state than any of you can ever 
have—the likeness of a slave—that spirit is prom-
ised to you, and ready for you.  That little baby 
in the manger at Bethlehem—God sacrificing 
Himself for you in the spirit of love—is a sign that 
that spirit of love is the spirit of God, and there-
fore the only right spirit for you and me, who are 
men and women made in the image of God.  That 
babe in the manger at Bethlehem is a sign to you 
and me, that God will freely give us that spirit of 
love if we ask for it.  For He would not have set 
us that example, if He had not meant us to fol-
low it, and He would not ask us to follow it, if He 
did not intend to give us the means of following 
it.  Therefore, my friends, it is written, Ask and 
ye shall receive.  If your heavenly Father spared 
not His own Son, but freely gave Him for you, 
will He not with Him likewise freely give you all 
things?  Oh! ask and you shall receive. However 
poor, ignorant, sinful you may be, God's promises 
are ready for you, signed and sealed by the bread 
and wine on that table, the memorial of Jesus, the 
babe of Bethlehem.  Ask, and you shall receive!  
Comfort from sorrow, peaceful assurance of God's 
good will toward you, deliverance from your sins, 
and a share in the likeness of Him who on this day 
made Himself of no reputation, and took on Him 
the form of a slave. X

Queen Victoria, Prince Albert and their children 
celebrating Christmas during the 1840s. Getty Image.
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Christmas (I)

All after pleasures as I rid one day,
My horse and I, both tir’d, bodie and minde,
With full crie of  affections, quite astray,
I took up in the next inne I could finde,

There when I came, whom found I but my deare,
My dearest Lord, expecting till the grief
Of  pleasures brought me to him, readie there
To be all passengers most sweet relief ?

O Thou, whose glorious, yet contracted light,
Wrapt in night’s mantle, stole into a manger;
Since my dark soul and brutish is thy right,
To Man of  all beasts be not thou a stranger:

Furnish & deck my soul, that thou mayst have
A better lodging then a rack or grave. X

Christmas (II)

The shepherds sing; and shall I silent be?
My God, no hymn for thee?
My soul’s a shepherd too; a flock it feeds
Of  thoughts, and words, and deeds.

The pasture is thy word: the streams, thy grace
Enriching all the place.
Shepherd and flock shall sing, and all my powers
Out-sing the day-light houres.

Then we will chide the sunne for letting night
Take up his place and right:
We sing one common Lord; wherefore he should
Himself  the candle hold.

Two Christmas Poems 
George Herbert

George Herbert’s Christmas poems are included 
in his collection, The Temple.

I will go searching, till I finde a sunne
Shall stay, till we have done;
A willing shiner, that shall shine as gladly,
As frost-nipt sunnes look sadly.

Then we will sing, shine all our own day,
And one another pay:
His beams shall cheer my breast, and both so 
twine,
Till ev’n his beams sing, and my musick shine. X

January 3
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The 
Ancient of 
days has 
become 

an infant.

Behold a new and wondrous mystery.1 My 
ears resound to the Shepherd’s song, piping 
no soft melody, but chanting full forth a 

heavenly hymn. The Angels sing. The Archan-
gels blend their voice in harmony. The Cherubim 
hymn their joyful praise. The Seraphim exalt His 
glory. All join to praise this holy feast, beholding 
the Godhead here on earth, and man 
in heaven. He Who is above, now for 
our redemption dwells here below; and 
he that was lowly is by divine mercy 
raised.

Bethlehem this day resembles heaven; 
hearing from the stars the singing of  
angelic voices; and in place of  the sun, 
enfolds within itself  on every side, the 
Sun of  justice. And ask not how: for where God 
wills, the order of  nature yields. For He willed; 
He had the power; He descended; He redeemed; all 
things yielded in obedience to God. This day He 
Who is, is Born; and He Who is, becomes what He 
was not. For when He was God, He became man; 
yet not departing from the Godhead that is His. 
Nor yet by any loss of  divinity became He man, 
nor through increase became He God from man; 
but being the Word He became flesh, His nature, 
because of  impassability, remaining unchanged.

And so the kings have come, and they have seen 
the heavenly King that has come upon the earth, 
not bringing with Him Angels, nor Archangels, 
nor Thrones, nor Dominations, nor Powers, nor 
Principalities, but, treading a new and solitary 
path, He has come forth from a spotless womb.

Since this heavenly birth cannot be described, 
neither does His coming amongst us in these days 
permit of  too curious scrutiny. Though I know 
that a Virgin this day gave birth, and I believe that 
God was begotten before all time, yet the manner 
of  this generation I have learned to venerate in 

1 Nativity Sermon from St. John Chrysostom

silence and I accept that this is not to be probed 
too curiously with wordy speech.
For with God we look not for the order of  nature, 
but rest our faith in the power of  Him who works.

What shall I say to you; what shall I tell you? I 
behold a Mother who has brought forth; I see a 

Child come to this light by birth. The 
manner of  His conception I cannot com-
prehend.

Nature here rested, while the Will of  
God labored. O ineffable grace! The Only 
Begotten, Who is before all ages, Who 
cannot be touched or be perceived, Who is 
simple, without body, has now put on my 
body, that is visible and liable to corrup-

tion. For what reason? That coming amongst us 
he may teach us, and teaching, lead us by the hand 
to the things that men cannot see. For since men 
believe that the eyes are more trustworthy than 
the ears, they doubt of  that which they do not see, 
and so He has deigned to show Himself  in bodily 
presence, that He may remove all doubt.

Christ, finding the holy body and soul of  the 
Virgin, builds for Himself  a living temple, and 
as He had willed, formed there a man from the 
Virgin; and, putting Him on, this day came forth; 
unashamed of  the lowliness of  our nature.

For it was to Him no lowering to put on what He 
Himself  had made. Let that handiwork be for-
ever glorified, which became the cloak of  its own 
Creator. For as in the first creation of  flesh, man 
could not be made before the clay had come into 
His hand, so neither could this corruptible body be 
glorified, until it had first become the garment of  
its Maker.

What shall I say! And how shall I describe this 
Birth to you? For this wonder fills me with 
astonishment. The Ancient of  days has become 

Nativity Sermon  

St. John Chrysostom 
 

January 4
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an infant. He Who sits upon the sublime and 
heavenly Throne, now lies in a manger. And He 
Who cannot be touched, Who is simple, without 
complexity, and incorporeal, now lies subject to 
the hands of  men. He Who has broken the bonds 
of  sinners, is now bound by an infants bands. But 
He has decreed that ignominy shall become honor, 
infamy be clothed with glory, and total humiliation 
the measure of  His Goodness.

For this He assumed my body, that I may become 
capable of  His Word; taking my flesh, He gives me 
His spirit; and so He bestowing and I receiving, 
He prepares for me the treasure of  Life. He takes 
my flesh, to sanctify me; He gives me His Spirit 
that He may save me.

Come, then, let us observe the Feast. Truly won-
drous is the whole chronicle of  the Nativity. For 
this day the ancient slavery is ended, the devil 
confounded, the demons take to flight, the power 
of  death is broken, paradise is unlocked, the curse 
is taken away, sin is removed from us, error driven 
out, truth has been brought back, the speech of  
kindliness diffused, and spreads on every side, a 
heavenly way of  life has been in planted on the 
earth, angels communicate with men without fear, 
and men now hold speech with angels.

Why is this? Because God is now on earth, and 
man in heaven; on every side all things commingle. 
He became Flesh. He did not become God. He 
was God. Wherefore He became flesh, so that He 
Whom heaven did not contain, a manger would 
this day receive. He was placed in a manger, so 
that He, by whom all things are nourished, may re-
ceive an infant’s food from His Virgin Mother. So, 
the Father of  all ages, as an infant at the breast, 
nestles in the virginal arms, that the Magi may 
more easily see Him. Since this day the Magi too 
have come, and made a beginning of  withstanding 
tyranny; and the heavens give glory, as the Lord is 
revealed by a star.

To Him, then, Who out of  confusion has wrought 
a clear path, to Christ, to the Father, and to the 
Holy Spirit, we offer all praise, now and forever. 
Amen. X
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The Frost performs its secret ministry,
Unhelped by any wind. The owlet’s cry
Came loud--and hark, again! loud as be-

fore.
The inmates of  my cottage, all at rest,
Have left me to that solitude, which suits
Abstruser musings: save that at my side
My cradled infant slumbers peacefully.
’Tis calm indeed! so calm, that it disturbs
And vexes meditation with its strange
And extreme silentness. Sea, hill, and wood,
This populous village! Sea, and hill, and wood,
With all the numberless goings-on of  life,
Inaudible as dreams! the thin blue flame
Lies on my low-burnt fire, and quivers not;
Only that film, which fluttered on the grate,
Still flutters there, the sole unquiet thing.
Methinks, its motion in this hush of  nature
Gives it dim sympathies with me who live,
Making it a companionable form,
Whose puny flaps and freaks the idling Spirit
By its own moods interprets, every where
Echo or mirror seeking of  itself,
And makes a toy of  Thought.
But O! how oft,
How oft, at school, with most believing mind,
Presageful, have I gazed upon the bars,
To watch that fluttering stranger! and as oft
With unclosed lids, already had I dreamt
Of  my sweet birth-place, and the old church-
tower,
Whose bells, the poor man’s only music, rang
From morn to evening, all the hot Fair-day,
So sweetly, that they stirred and haunted me
With a wild pleasure, falling on mine ear
Most like articulate sounds of  things to come!
So gazed I, till the soothing things, I dreamt,
Lulled me to sleep, and sleep prolonged my 
dreams!
And so I brooded all the following morn,
Awed by the stern preceptor’s face, mine eye
Fixed with mock study on my swimming book:
Save if  the door half  opened, and I snatched
A hasty glance, and still my heart leaped up,

For still I hoped to see the stranger’s face,
Townsman, or aunt, or sister more beloved,
My play-mate when we both were clothed alike!
Dear Babe, that sleepest cradled by my side,
Whose gentle breathings, heard in this deep calm,
Fill up the intersperséd vacancies
And momentary pauses of  the thought!
My babe so beautiful! it thrills my heart
With tender gladness, thus to look at thee,
And think that thou shalt learn far other lore,
And in far other scenes! For I was reared
In the great city, pent ’mid cloisters dim,
And saw nought lovely but the sky and stars.
But thou, my babe! shalt wander like a breeze
By lakes and sandy shores, beneath the crags
Of  ancient mountain, and beneath the clouds,
Which image in their bulk both lakes and shores
And mountain crags: so shalt thou see and hear
The lovely shapes and sounds intelligible
Of  that eternal language, which thy God
Utters, who from eternity doth teach
Himself  in all, and all things in himself.
Great universal Teacher! he shall mould
Thy spirit, and by giving make it ask.
Therefore all seasons shall be sweet to thee,
Whether the summer clothe the general earth
With greenness, or the redbreast sit and sing
Betwixt the tufts of  snow on the bare branch
Of  mossy apple-tree, while the nigh thatch
Smokes in the sun-thaw; whether the eave-drops 
fall
Heard only in the trances of  the blast,
Or if  the secret ministry of  frost
Shall hang them up in silent icicles,
Quietly shining to the quiet Moon. X

Frost at Midnight 
Samuel Taylor Coleridge

January 5
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Response—To You be praise from Your flock in 
the day of  Your Epiphany!

The heavens He has renewed, for that fools 
worshiped all the luminaries:—He has renewed 
the earth, for that in Adam it was wasted.—That 
which He fashioned has become new by His 
spittle:—and the All-Sufficing has restored bodies 
with souls.

Gather yourselves again— sheep and without 
labour receive cleansing!—for one needs not as 
Elisha—to bathe seven times in the river, nor 
again to be wearied as the priests are wearied with 
sprinklings.

Seven times Elisha purified himself  in a mystery 
of  the seven spirits;—and the hyssop and blood 
are a mighty symbol.—There is no room for 
division—He is not divided from the Lord of  all 
Who is Son of  the Lord of  all.

Moses sweetened in Marah the waters that were 
bitter—because the People complained and 
murmured:— Thus he gave a sign of  baptism—
wherein the Lord of  life makes sweet them that 
were bitter.

The cloud overshadowed and kept off  the burning 
heat from the camp—it showed a symbol of  the 
Holy Spirit, which overshadows you in baptism— 
tempering the flaming fire that it harm not your 
bodies.

Through the sea the People then passed, and 
showed a symbol— of  the baptism wherein you 
were washed. The People passed through that and 
believed not:— the Gentiles were baptized in this 
and believed and received the Holy Ghost.

The Word sent the Voice to proclaim before His 
Coming,—to prepare for Him the way by which 
He came—and to betroth the Bride till He should 
come—that she might be ready when He should 

come and take her from the water.

The voice of  prophecy stirred the son of  the 
barren woman—and he went forth wandering 
in the desert and crying—”Lo! The Son of  the 
Kingdom comes!—prepare the way that He may 
enter and abide in your dwellings!”

John cried, “Who comes after me, He is before 
me:—I am the Voice but not the Word;—I am the 
torch but not the Light—the Star that rises before 
the Sun of  Righteousness.”

In the wilderness this John had cried and had 
said—”Repent you sinners of  your evils—and 
offer the fruits of  repentance;—for lo! He comes 
that winnows the wheat from the tares.”

The Lightgiver has prevailed and marked a 
mystery, by the degrees he ascended:—Lo! There 
are twelve days since he ascended,—and today this 
is the thirteenth:—a perfect mystery of  Him, the 
Son, and His twelve!

Darkness was overcome to make it manifest that 
Satan was overcome—and the Light prevailed that 
he should proclaim—that the Firstborn triumphs: 
darkness was overcome—with the Dark Spirit, 
and our Light prevailed with the Lightgiver.

Hymn 1 on the Day of Epiphany 
 

St. Ephraim the Syrian

The Epiphany, January 6
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In the Height and the Depth the Son had two 
heralds.—The star of  light proclaimed Him 
from above—John likewise preached Him from 
beneath:—two heralds, the earthly and the 
heavenly.

The star of  light, contrary to nature, shone forth 
of  a sudden—less than the sun yet greater than 
the sun.—Less was it than he in manifest light—
and greater than he in secret might because of  its 
mystery.

The star of  light shed its rays among them that 
were in darkness—and guided them as though 
they were blind—so that they came and met the 
great Light:—they gave offerings and received life 
and adored and departed.

The herald from above showed His Nature to be 
from the Most High;—likewise he that was from 
beneath showed His Body to be from humankind, 
mighty marvel!—that His Godhead and His 
Manhood by them were proclaimed!

Thus whoso reckons Him as of  earth, the star of  
light—will convince him that He is of  Heaven: 
and whoso reckons Him as of  spirit,—this John 
will convince him that He is also bodily.

John drew near with his parents and worshipped 
the Sun—and brightness rested on His Face.—He 
was not moved as when in the womb.—Mighty 
marvel! That here he worships and there he 
leaped!

The whole creation became for Him as one mouth 
and cried out concerning Him.—The Magi cry 
out in their gifts;—the barren cry out with their 
children—the star of  light, lo! It cries out in the 
air, “Behold the Son of  the King!”

The heavens are opened, the waters break forth, 
the dove is in glory!—The voice of  the Father 
is stronger than thunder—as it utters the word, 
“This is My Beloved”;—the Watchers brought 
the tidings, the children acclaimed Him in their 
Hosannas. X



        THE ANGLICAN | Christmas 201432

Dear brothers and sisters,
the glory of  the Lord has shone upon us,

and shall ever be manifest among us,
until the day of  his return.

Through the rhythms of  times and seasons
let us celebrate the mysteries of  salvation.

Let us recall the year's culmination,
the Easter Triduum of  the Lord:
his last supper, his crucifixion, his burial,
and his rising celebrated
between the evening of  the Second day of  April
and the evening of  the Fourth day of  April,
Easter Sunday being on the Fifth day of  April.

Each Easter -- as on each Sunday --
the Holy Church makes present the great and saving deed
by which Christ has for ever conquered sin and death.
From Easter are reckoned all the days we keep holy.

Ash Wednesday, the beginning of  Lent,
will occur on the Eighteenth day of  February.

The Ascension of  the Lord will be commemorated on 
Sunday, the Fourteenth day of  May.

Pentecost, joyful conclusion of  the season of  Easter,
will be celebrated on the Twenty-Fourth day of  May.

And, this year the First Sunday of  Advent will be 
on the Twenty-Ninth day of  November.

Likewise the pilgrim Church proclaims the passover of  Christ
in the feasts of  the holy Mother of  God,
in the feasts of  the Apostles and Saints,
and in the commemoration of  the faithful departed.

To Jesus Christ, who was, who is, and who is to come,
Lord of  time and history,
be endless praise, for ever and ever.

Amen. X

The 2015 Epiphany Proclamation
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