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The Christmas Rose 

 

What is the flower that blooms each year 
In flowerless days, 
Making a little blaze 
On the bleak earth, giving my heart some cheer? 

Harsh the sky and hard the ground 
When the Christmas rose is found. 
Look! its white star, low on earth, 
Rays a vision of rebirth. 

Who is the child that’s born each year — 
His bedding, straw: 
His grace, enough to thaw 
My wintering life, and melt a world’s despair? 

Harsh the sky and hard the earth 
When the Christmas child comes forth. 
Look! around a stable throne 
Beasts and wise men are at one. 

What men are we that, year on year, 
We Herod-wise 
In our cold wits devise 
A death of innocents, a rule of fear? 

Hushed your earth, full-starred your sky 
For a new nativity: 
Be born in us, relieve our plight, 
Christmas child, you rose of light! 

 


