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Christina Georgina Rossetti
1830-1894

Born: 38 Charlotte Street, Portland Place, London, December 5, 1830

Died: 30 Torrington Square, London, December 29, 1894

hristiana Rossetti was the fourth child of the Italian poet Gabriele 
Rossetti and his wife Frances Mary Lavinia Polidori. This 

remarkably artistic and literary family included her siblings Maria 
Francesca (1827), Gabriel Charles Dante (1828), and William Michael 
(1829).

C

According to her brother William, “In childhood she was of a 
lively, and a somewhat capricious or even fractious, temper; but she 
was warm-natured, engaging, and a general favourite, considerably 
prettier than her elder sister Maria. She was by far the least bookish of the family....” But at 
the age of 15, she her health became “obviously delicate.” She would continue to be plagued 
by various ailments until, in 1871, she was stricken with exopthalmic bronchocele (or Dr 
Graves's disease), described by her brother as  “truly most formidable and prostrating;” it 
also destroyed her good looks and left her with permanent cardiac troubles. In some measure, 
according to William, this would permanently affect her outlook towards life, leaving her to 
regard this world as a `valley of the shadow of death.' Nevertheless, as an invalid she had 
courage, patience, and even cheerfulness. 

Baptized into the Anglican Church, she remained firmly devout throughout her life. 
Her faith had a profound effect on her life. As explained by William:

Of society (as one uses the term to mean fashionable or quasi-fashionable society) she 
saw nothing; of amusements practically nothing. She was, I suppose, barely eighteen 
when she determined never again to enter a theatre, dramatic or operatic; not perhaps 
that she considered plays and operas to be in themselves iniquitous, but rather that the 
moral tone of vocalists, actors, and actresses is understood to be lax, and it behoves a 
Christian not to contribute to the encouragement of lax moralists. 
These precepts included her choice of literature. William wrote: “Any such author as 

Rabelais would have been beyond measure repulsive to her - indeed, heartily despised as 
well as loathed; and Boccaccio, wherever he assimilates to a Rabelaisian side of things, would 
have shared the same fate.” 

She was twice disappointed in love. In her late teens, she became engaged to the 
painter James Collinson, but broke off the engagement due to the fact that he was a Roman 
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Catholic. Some 16 years later, another suitor, the author Charles Bagot Cayley, was rejected, 
also for religious reasons. 

As noted above, Christiana went “very little into society,” but she did have a very large 
circle of friends, some of whom were among the leading literary and artistic members of 
contemporary London (many members of the “Pre-Raphaelite Brotherhood,” which also 
included her brothers). According to William, “In company she was quiet, and reserved 
rather than otherwise, but made every now and then some remark which arrested attention. 
She was as a fact extremely shy.”

She traveled abroad twice in her life. In 1861, together with her mother and brother 
William, she traveled to France, and in 1865, in the same company, she traveled to North Italy.

Although a writer since the age of 7, she was not published until the age of 32 when 
her collection Goblin Market and Other Poems (1862) came into print. Coming two months 
before the death of Elizabeth Barrett Browning, Christiana was hailed as the natural 
successor. Well versed in Italian and French, and with a moderate knowledge of German, her 
brother described her habits of composition as “entirely of the casual and spontaneous kind.” 
Her notebooks were described as “impeccably neat.” Her focus was primarily on devotional 
writing and children's poetry.

After Goblin Market, other collections followed regularly, including the following poetic works 
(from the Preface to William's 1904 collection of Christina's poetry):

1. Verses, privately printed, 1847. This volume has been reissued to the public at a 
recent date, but without any authority obtained, nor I suppose legally needed, from the 
representatives of the writer. 
2. Goblin Market and other Poems, 1862 (Macmillan) 
3. The Prince's Progress and other Poems, 1866 (Macmillan)
4. Sing-Song, 1872 (Routledge, now Macmillan)
5. A Pageant and other Poems, 1881 (Macmillan) The volumes 2, 3, 4 and 5 have been 
reissued in a collected form, introducing a moderate number of additional poems.
6. Verses, 1893 (Society for Promoting Christian Knowledge). These poems are 
reprinted in the volume here named from three earlier volumes of combined prose and 
verse.
7. New Poems, 1896 (Macmillan). Collected and edited by myself after Christina's 
death.
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In his Memoir (in the same work), William provides this listing of her prose works:

1. Commonplace, and other Short Stories, 1870. 
2. Annus Domini, a Prayer for each Day of the Year, 1874.
3. Speaking Likenesses, 1874.
4. Seek and Find, 1879.
5. Called to be Saints, 1881.
6. Letter and Spirit, 1883.
7. Time Flies, 1885.
8. The Face of the Deep, a Devotional Commentary on the Apocalypse, 1892.
9. Maude, 1897. 

In 1891, she was diagnosed with cancer. An operation was performed in May 1892, but 
the cancer returned the next year. She took to her bed in August 1894, and died in the early 
morning of December 29, 1894. She was buried in Highgate Cemetery, London.

This poem, Portrait, is a revealing self-view of her life, from her Poems By Christiana  
Rossetti (Boston, 1906):

She gave up beauty in her tender youth,
    Gave all her hope and joy and pleasant ways;
    She covered up her eyes lest they should gaze
On vanity, and chose the bitter truth.
Harsh towards herself, towards others full of truth,
    Servant of servants, little known to praise,
    Long prayers and fasts trenched on her nights and days:
She schooled herself to sights and sounds uncouth,
That with the poor and stricken she might make
    A home, until the least of all sufficed
Her wants; her own self learned she to forsake,
Counting all earthly gain but hurt and loss.
So with calm will she chose and bore the cross,
    And hated all for love of Jesus Christ.
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And there is this excerpt from Autumn that reflects her two failed loves:

I dwell alone,--I dwell alone, alone,
Whilst full my river flows down to the sea,
  Gilded with flashing boats
    That bring no friend to me:
O love-songs, gurgling from a hundred throats,
    O love-pangs, let me be.

Sources:
William Michael Rossetti, The Poetical Works of Christina Georgina Rossetti, with a Memoir and 
Notes (London: Macmillan And Co., Limited, 1904). His extensive memoir of his sister's life, 
too long to include here, provides valuable insides into her life.

Poems By Christiana Rossetti (Boston: Brown, Little and Company, 1906); available at Project 
Gutenberg as EBook #19188. The portrait of Christina, above, is from this edition.

Goblin Market, The Prince's Progress, and Other Poems, by Christina Rossetti. 'The World's 
Classics' published the contents of these two books, together with other poems, in one 
volume in 1913. Project Gutenberg EBook #16950.
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Editor's Note
    A few of these poems have had a musical setting created for them. Those public domain 
settings that I  have located have been published on my website  The Hymns and Carols of  
Christmas (http://www.hymnsandcarolsofchristmas.com). Where a musical setting has posted 
(as of the time of the creation of this collection), it is indicated by a note that follows the poem 
itself, i.e. “See: Carol Name.”

    The spelling and punctuation are as given by Ms. Rossetti. Other errors only are my own, 
and I am mindful of the advice of  William Hone (1823):

... I am bound to confess the existence of a few errors, not affecting the sense, that 
were discovered too late for correction, though in sufficient time to enable me to 
affirm, as a warning to others, that the worst editor of an author's writings is himself.

    Additional poetry, recordings, and a large number of hymns, carols and other songs of the 
Christmas-tide are also available at my website, The Hymns and Carols of Christmas.

Douglas D. Anderson
Tigard, Oregon, USA
May 5, 2007

This compilation is copyright 2007 by Douglas D. Anderson,
and may not be included in any other collection, in any form.
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Advent

Source: The Poetical Works of Christina Georgina Rossetti, with a Memoir and Notes by William 
Michael Rossetti (1904), Page 148

ome, Thou dost say to Angels,
 To blessed Spirits, 'Come':

'Come,' to the lambs of Thine own flock,
Thy little ones, 'Come home.'

C
'Come,' from the many-mansioned house
The gracious word is sent;
'Come,' from the ivory palaces
Unto the Penitent.

O Lord, restore us deaf and blind,
Unclose our lips though dumb:
Then say to us, 'I will come with speed,'
And we will answer, 'Come.'

12 December 1851
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Advent

Source: The Poetical Works of Christina Georgina Rossetti, with a Memoir and Notes by William 
Michael Rossetti (1904), Page 157-8

arth grown old, yet still so green,
 Deep beneath her crust of cold

Nurses fire unfelt, unseen:
Earth grown old.

E
We who live are quickly told:
Millions more lie hid between
Inner swathings of her fold.

When will fire break up her screen?
When will life burst thro' her mould?
Earth, earth, earth, thy cold is keen,
Earth grown old.

Before 1886 
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Advent

Source: The Poetical Works of Christina Georgina Rossetti, with a Memoir and Notes by William 
Michael Rossetti (1904), Page 157-8

ooner or later: yet at last
 The Jordan must be past; S

It may be he will overflow
His banks the day we go; 

It may be that his cloven deep
Will stand up on a heap. 

Sooner or later: yet one day
We all must pass that way; 

Each man, each woman, humbled, pale,
Pass veiled within the veil; 

Child, parent, bride, companion,
Alone, alone, alone. 

For none a ransom can be paid,
A suretyship be made: 

I, bent by mine own burden, must
Enter my house of dust; 

I, rated to the full amount,
Must render mine account. 

When earth and sea shall empty all
Their graves of great and small; 

When earth wrapt in a fiery flood
Shall no more hide her blood; 

When mysteries shall be revealed;
All secrets be unsealed; 

When things of night, when things of shame,
Shall find at last a name, 
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Pealed for a hissing and a curse
Throughout the universe: 

Then, Awful Judge, most Awful God,
Then cause to bud Thy rod, 

To bloom with blossoms, and to give
Almonds; yea, bid us live. 

I please Thyself with Thee, I plead
Thee in our utter need: 

Jesus, most Merciful of Men,
Show mercy on us then; 

Lord God of Mercy and of men,
Show mercy on us then. 

Circa 1877

Advent

Source: The Poetical Works of Christina Georgina Rossetti, with a Memoir and Notes by William 
Michael Rossetti (1904), Page 202

his Advent moon shines cold and clear,
These Advent nights are long;

Our lamps have burned year after year
And still their flame is strong.
'Watchman, what of the night?' we cry,
Heart-sick with hope deferred:
'No speaking signs are in the sky,'
Is still the watchman's word.

T
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The Porter watches at the gate,
The servants watch within;
The watch is long betimes and late,
The prize is slow to win.
'Watchman, what of the night?' But still
His answer sounds the same:
'No daybreak tops the utmost hill,
Nor pale our lamps of flame.'

One to another hear them speak
The patient virgins wise:
'Surely He is not far to seek' –
'All night we watch and rise.'
'The days are evil looking back,
The coming days are dim;
Yet count we not His promise slack,
But watch and wait for Him.'

One with another, soul with soul,
They kindle fire from fire:
'Friends watch us who have touched the goal.'
'They urge us, come up higher.'
'With them shall rest our waysore feet,
With them is built our home,
With Christ.' – 'They sweet, but He most sweet,
Sweeter than honeycomb.'

There no more parting, no more pain,
The distant ones brought near,
The lost so long are found again,
Long lost but longer dear:
Eye hath not seen, ear hath not heard,
Nor heart conceived that rest,
With them our good things long deferred,
With Jesus Christ our Best.
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We weep because the night is long,
We laugh for day shall rise,
We sing a slow contented song
And knock at Paradise.
Weeping we hold Him fast Who wept
For us, we hold Him fast;
And will not let Him go except
He bless us first or last.

Weeping we hold Him fast to-night;
We will not let Him go
Till daybreak smite our wearied sight
And summer smite the snow:
Then figs shall bud, and dove with dove
Shall coo the livelong day;
Then He shall say, 'Arise, My love,
My fair one, come away.'

2 May 1858

Note from William Michael Rossetti: 

"In the annotated copy of her Poems Christina wrote against this one: 'Liked, I believe, 
at East Grinstead' - which one may well credit of the 'Wise Virgins' of that 
establishment. The greater part was set to music for Christina's funeral service at 
Christ Church, Woburn Square, by the organist, Mr. Lowden. I heard the music sung, 
and can testify to its beautiful and touching effect." (page 473)

Editor's Note:

I have been unable to locate any sheet music for this poem. If I do so, I will issue a 
second edition, and the music will be posted at the web site The Hymns And Carols Of  
Christmas (www.HymnsAndCarolsOfChristmas.com).

Page 6 of 52



The Christmastide Poems of Christina Georgina Rossetti

Sunday Before Advent

Source: The Poetical Works of Christina Georgina Rossetti, with a Memoir and Notes by William 
Michael Rossetti (1904), Page 179

he end of all things is at hand. We all
Stand in the balance trembling as we stand;

Or if not trembling, tottering to a fall.
The end of all things is at hand.

T
O hearts of men, covet the unending land!
O hearts of men, covet the musical,
Sweet, never-ending waters of that strand!

While Earth shows poor, a slippery rolling ball,
And Hell looms vast, a gulf unplumbed, unspanned,
And Heaven flings wide its gates to great and small,
The end of all things is at hand.

Before 1893
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For Advent

Source: The Poetical Works of Christina Georgina Rossetti, with a Memoir and Notes by William 
Michael Rossetti (1904), Page 117

weet sweet sound of distant waters, falling
 On a parched and thirsty plain;

Sweet sweet song of soaring skylark, calling
On the sun to shine again;
Perfume of the rose, only the fresher
For past fertilizing rain;
Pearls amid the sea, a hidden treasure
For some daring hand to gain; –
Better, dearer than all these
Is the earth beneath the trees:
f a much more priceless worth
Is the old, brown, common earth.

S

Little snow-white lamb, piteously bleating
For thy mother far away;
Saddest sweetest nightingale, retreating
With thy sorrow from the day;
Weary fawn whom night has overtaken,
From the herd gone quite astray;
Dove whose nest was rifled and forsaken
In the budding month of May; –
Roost upon the leafy trees;
Lie on earth and take your ease;
Death is better far than birth:
You shall turn again to earth.
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Listen to the never-pausing murmur
Of the waves that fret the shore:
See the ancient pine that stands the firmer
For the storm-shock that it bore;
And the moon her silver chalice filling
With light from the great sun's store;
And the stars which deck our temple's ceiling
As the flowers deck its floor;
Look and hearken while you may,
For these things shall pass away:
All these things shall fail and cease;
Let us wait the end in peace.

Let us wait the end in peace, for truly
That shall cease which was before:
Let us see our lamps are lighted, duly
Fed with oil nor wanting more:
Let us pray while yet the Lord will hear us,
For the time is almost o'er;
Yea, the end of all is very near us;
Yea, the Judge is at the door.
Let us pray now, while we may;
It will be too late to pray
When the quick and dead shall all
Rise at the last trumpet-call.

12 March 1849
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Advent Sunday

Source: The Poetical Works of Christina Georgina Rossetti, with a Memoir and Notes by William 
Michael Rossetti (1904), Page 156

EHOLD, the Bridegroom cometh: go ye out
With lighted lamps and garlands round about

To meet Him in a rapture with a shout.
B
It may be at the midnight, black as pitch,
Earth shall cast up her poor, cast up her rich.

It may be at the crowing of the cock
Earth shall upheave her depth, uproot her rock.

For lo, the Bridegroom fetcheth home the Bride:
His Hands are Hands she knows, she knows His Side.

Like pure Rebekah at the appointed place,
Veiled, she unveils her face to meet His Face.

Like great Queen Esther in her triumphing,
She triumphs in the Presence of her King.

His Eyes are as a Dove's, and she's Dove-eyed;
He knows His lovely mirror, sister, Bride.

He speaks with Dove-voice of exceeding love,
And she with love-voice of an answering Dove.

Behold, the Bridegroom cometh: go we out
With lamps ablaze and garlands round about
To meet Him in a rapture with a shout.

Before 1886.
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Christmas Eve

Source: The Poetical Works of Christina Georgina Rossetti, with a Memoir and Notes by William 
Michael Rossetti (1904), Page 158

HRISTMAS hath darkness
 Brighter than the blazing noon,

Christmas hath a chillness
Warmer than the heat of June,
Christmas hath a beauty
Lovelier than the world can show:
For Christmas bringeth Jesus,
Brought for us so low.

C

Earth, strike up your music,
Birds that sing and bells that ring;
Heaven hath answering music
For all Angels soon to sing:
Earth, put on your whitest
Bridal robe of spotless snow:
For Christmas bringeth Jesus,
Brought for us so low.

Before 1886
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Christmas

A Christmas Carol

Source: The Poetical Works of Christina Georgina Rossetti, with a Memoir and Notes by William 
Michael Rossetti (1904), Page 217

efore the paling of the stars,
Before the winter morn,

Before the earliest cockcrow
Jesus Christ was born:
Born in a stable,
Cradled in a manger,
In the world His Hands had made
Born a Stranger.

B

Priest and King lay fast asleep
In Jerusalem,
Young and old lay fast asleep
In crowded Bethlehem:
Saint and Angel, Ox and Ass,
Kept a watch together,
Before the Christmas daybreak
In the winter weather.

Jesus on His Mother's breast
In the stable cold,
Spotless Lamb of God was He,
Shepherd of the Fold:
Let us kneel with Mary Maid,
With Joseph bent and hoary,
With Saint and Angel, Ox and Ass,
To hail the King of Glory.

26 August 1859
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Note from William Michael Rossetti: 

"This was in the Lyra Messianica, 1865, named simply Before the paling of the stars. I 
retain my sister's own title." (page 474)

A Christmas Carol

Source: The Poetical Works of Christina Georgina Rossetti, with a Memoir and Notes by William 
Michael Rossetti (1904), Page 246

n the bleak mid-winter
 Frosty wind made moan,

Earth stood hard as iron,
Water like a stone;
Snow had fallen, snow on snow,
Snow on snow,
In the bleak mid-winter
Long ago.

I

Our God, Heaven cannot hold Him
Nor earth sustain;
Heaven and earth shall flee away
When He comes to reign:
In the bleak mid-winter
A stable-place sufficed
The Lord God Almighty
Jesus Christ.
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Enough for Him, whom cherubim
Worship night and day,
A breastful of milk
And a mangerful of hay;
Enough for Him, whom angels
Fall down before,
The ox and ass and camel
Which adore.

Angels and archangels
May have gathered there,
Cherubim and seraphim
Thronged the air,
But only His mother
In her maiden bliss
Worshipped the Beloved
With a kiss.

What can I give Him,
Poor as I am?
If I were a shepherd
I would bring a lamb,
If I were a Wise Man
I would do my part, –
Yet what I can I give Him,
Give my heart.

Before 1872

Note from William Michael Rossetti: 

"This was first published in Scribner's Monthly, January 1872. It was republished, 1875, 
in the volume of united poems, being then made to open the series of Devotional 
Poems." (page 476)

Note: 

The last stanza is also published separately as "My Gift, From A Christmas Carol" and 
"A Birthday Gift." See: A Christmas Carol
http://www.hymnsandcarolsofchristmas.com/Hymns_and_Carols/in_the_bleak_midwinter.htm
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A Hymn For Christmas Day

Source: R. W. Crump, ed., The Complete Poems of Christina Rossetti, Vol. 3, p. 122
(Penguin, 2001)

he Shepherds watch their flocks by night,
Beneath the moon's unclouded light,

All around is calm and still,
Save the murm'ring of the rill:
When lo! a form of light appears,
And on the awe-struck Shepherds' ears
Are words, of peace and comfort flowing
From lips with love celestial glowing.
Spiritual forms are breaking
Through the gloom, their voices taking
Part in the adoring song
Of the bright angelic throng.
Wondering the Shepherds bend
Their steps to Bethlehem, and wend
To a poor and crowded inn: –
Tremblingly their way they win
To the stable, where they find
The Redeemer of mankind,
Just born into this world of danger,
Lying in an humble manger.
And they spread abroad each word
Which that joyful night they'd heard,
And they glorified the name
Of their gracious God, Who came
Himself to save from endless woe
The offspring of this world below.

T

Page 15 of 52



A Holy Heavenly Chime

A Christmas Carol

Source: Source: The Poetical Works of Christina Georgina Rossetti, with a Memoir and Notes by 
William Michael Rossetti (1904), Page 117

hank God, thank God, we do believe,
Thank God that this is Christmas Eve.

Even as we kneel upon this day,
Even so, the ancient legends say
Nearly two thousand years ago
The stalled ox knelt, and even so
The ass knelt full of praise, which they
Could not express, while we can pray.
Thank God, thank God, for Christ was born
Ages ago, as on this morn:
In the snow-season undefiled
God came to earth a little Child;
He put His ancient glory by
To live for us, and then to die.

T

How shall we thank God? How shall we
Thank Him and praise Him worthily?
What will He have Who loved us thus?
What presents will He take from us?
Will He take gold, or precious heap
Of gems? or shall we rather steep
The air with incense, or bring myrrh?
What man will be our messenger
To go to Him and ask His will?
Which having learned we will fulfil
Though He choose all we most prefer: –
What man will be our messenger?
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Thank God, thank God, the Man is found,
Sure-footed, knowing well the ground.
He knows the road, for this the way
He travelled once, as on this day.
He is our Messenger beside,
He is our door, and path, and Guide;
He also is our Offering,
He is the gift that we must bring.
Let us kneel down with one accord
And render thanks unto the Lord:
For unto us a Child is born
Upon this happy Christmas morn;
For unto us a Son is given,
Firstborn of God and Heir of Heaven.

7 March 1849

Note: Also published as A Christmas Carol (On The Stroke of Midnight).
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A Christmas Carol

For My Godchildren

Source: The Poetical Works of Christina Georgina Rossetti, with a Memoir and Notes by William 
Michael Rossetti (1904), Page 187

he Shepherds had an Angel,
The Wise Men had a star,

But what have I, a little child,
To guide me home from far,
Where glad stars sing together
And singing angels are? –

T

Lord Jesus is my Guardian,
So I can nothing lack:
The lambs lie in His bosom
Along life's dangerous track:
The wilful lambs that go astray
He bleeding fetches back.

Lord Jesus is my guiding star,
My beacon-light in heaven:
He leads me step by step along
The path of life uneven:
He, true light, leads me to that land
Whose day shall be as seven.

Those Shepherds through the lonely night
Sat watching by their sheep,
Until they saw the heavenly host
Who neither tire nor sleep,
All singing 'Glory glory'
In festival they keep.
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Christ watches me, His little lamb,
Cares for me day and night,
That I may be His own in heaven:
So angels clad in white
Shall sing their 'Glory glory'
For my sake in the height.

The Wise Men left their country
To journey morn by morn,
With gold and frankincense and myrrh,
Because the Lord was born:
God sent a star to guide them
And sent a dream to warn.

My life is like their journey,
Their star is like God's book;
I must be like those good Wise Men
With heavenward heart and look:
But shall I give no gifts to God? –
What precious gifts they took!

Lord, I will give my love to Thee,
Than gold much costlier,
Sweeter to Thee than frankincense,
More prized than choicest myrrh:
Lord, make me dearer day by day,
Day by day holier;

Nearer and dearer day by day:
Till I my voice unite,
And I sing my 'Glory glory'
With angels clad in white;
All 'Glory glory' given to Thee
Through all the heavenly height.

6 October 1856
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Note from William Michael Rossetti: 

"Christina, from time to time, acted as godmother to various children - mostly, I think, 
children of poor people in the neighbourhood of Christ Church, Albany Street, 
Regent's Park. It may be worth noting that this carol was written not at Christmas time, 
but early in October; and in many instances a reference to dates would show that 
poems about festivals of the Church, or about seasons of the year, were written at dates 
by no means corresponding." (page 472)

Note: 

This poem is occasionally found under the erroneous title "To My Grandchildren." See: 
A Christmas Carol, 
http://www.hymnsandcarolsofchristmas.com/Hymns_and_Carols/shepherds_had_an_angel.htm
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Christmas Carols

Source: The Poetical Works of Christina Georgina Rossetti, with a Memoir and Notes by William 
Michael Rossetti (1904), Pages 278-280

1

hoso hears a chiming for Christmas at the nighest
Hears a sound like Angels chanting in their glee,

Hears a sound like palm boughs waving in the highest,
Hears a sound like ripple of a crystal sea.

W
Sweeter than a prayer-bell for a saint in dying,
Sweeter than a death-bell for a saint at rest,
Music struck in Heaven with earth's faint replying,
'Life is good, and death is good, for Christ is Best.'

2

A holy heavenly chime
Rings fulness in of time,
And on His Mother's breast
Our Lord God ever-Blest
Is laid a Babe at rest.

Stoop, Spirits unused to stoop,
Swoop, Angels, flying swoop,
Adoring as you gaze,
Uplifting hymns of praise: –
'Grace to the Full of Grace!'
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The cave is cold and strait
To hold the angelic state:
More strait it is, more cold,
To foster and infold
Its Maker one hour old.

Thrilled through with awestruck love,
Meek Angels poised above,
To see their God, look down:
'What, is there never a Crown
For Him in swaddled gown?

'How comes He soft and weak
With such a tender cheek,
With such a soft small hand? –
The very Hand which spann'd
Heaven when its girth was plann'd.

'How comes He with a voice
Which is but baby-noise? –
That Voice which spake with might
"Let there be light" – and light
Sprang out before our sight.

'What need hath He of flesh
Made flawless now afresh?
What need of human heart? –
Heart that must bleed and smart,
Choosing the better part.

'But see: His gracious smile
Dismisses us a while
To serve Him in His kin.
Haste we, make haste, begin
To fetch His brethren in.'

Like stars they flash and shoot,
The Shepherds they salute:
'Glory to God' they sing:
'Good news of peace we bring,
For Christ is born a King.'
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3

Lo! newborn Jesus
Soft and weak and small,
Wrapped in baby's bands
By His Mother's hands,
Lord God of all.

Lord God of Mary,
Whom His Lips caress
While He rocks to rest
On her milky breast
In helplessness.

Lord God of shepherds
Flocking through the cold,
Flocking through the dark
To the only Ark,
The only Fold.

Lord God of all things
Be they near or far,
Be they high or low;
Lord of storm and snow,
Angel and star.

Lord God of all men, –
My Lord and my God!
Thou who lovest me,
Keep me close to Thee
By staff and rod.

Lo! newborn Jesus
Loving great and small,
Love's free Sacrifice,
Opening Arms and Eyes
To one and all.

Circa 1887
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Note from William Michael Rossetti: 

"It is reasonable to suppose that these three carols were written in different years. I am 
not aware of the correct dates. The first carol was published (in The Century-Guild 
Hobby-horse) in 1887, and so I give a general date, 'circa 1887.'" (pages 476-477)

Christmastide

Source: The Poetical Works of Christina Georgina Rossetti, with a Memoir and Notes by William 
Michael Rossetti (1904), Page 159

ove came down at Christmas,
 Love all lovely, Love Divine;

Love was born at Christmas,
Star and Angels gave the sign.

L
Worship we the Godhead,
Love Incarnate, Love Divine;
Worship we our Jesus:
But wherewith for sacred sign?

Love shall be our token,
Love be yours and love be mine,
Love to God and all men,
Love for plea and gift and sign.

Before 1886

See: Christmastide.
http://www.hymnsandcarolsofchristmas.com/Hymns_and_Carols/love_came_down_at_christmas.htm
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Christmas Day

Source: The Poetical Works of Christina Georgina Rossetti, with a Memoir and Notes by William 
Michael Rossetti (1904), Page 158

 baby is a harmless thing
 And wins our hearts with one accord,

And Flower of Babies was their King,
Jesus Christ our Lord:
Lily of lilies He
Upon His Mother's knee;
Rose of roses, soon to be
Crowned with thorns on leafless tree.

A

A lamb is innocent and mild
And merry on the soft green sod;
And Jesus Christ, the Undefiled,
Is the Lamb of God:
Only spotless He
Upon his Mother's knee;
White and ruddy, soon to be
Sacrificed for you and me.

Nay, lamb is not so sweet a word,
Nor lily half so pure a name;
Another name our hearts hath stirred,
Kindling them to flame:
'Jesus' certainly
Is music and melody:
Heart with heart in harmony
Carol we and worship we.

Before 1886

Page 25 of 52



A Holy Heavenly Chime

St. John The Apostle

The Feast Day of St. John The Apostle Is December 27

Source: The Poetical Works of Christina Georgina Rossetti, with a Memoir and Notes by William 
Michael Rossetti (1904), Page 159

arth cannot bar flame from ascending,
 Hell cannot bind light from descending,

Death cannot finish life never ending.
E
Eagle and sun gaze at each other,
Eagle at sun, brother at Brother,
Loving in peace and joy one another.

O St. John, with chains for thy wages,
Strong thy rock where the storm-blast rages,
Rock of refuge, the Rock of Ages.

Rome hath passed with her awful voice,
Earth is passing with all her joys,
Heaven shall pass away with a noise.

So from us all follies that please us,
So from us all falsehoods that ease us,–
Only all saints abide with their Jesus.

Jesus, in love looking down hither,
Jesus, by love draw us up thither,
That we in Thee may abide together.

Before 1893
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St. John The Apostle

Source: The Poetical Works of Christina Georgina Rossetti, with a Memoir and Notes by William 
Michael Rossetti (1904), Page 159

eloved, let us love one another,' says St. John,
Eagle of eagles calling from above:

Words of strong nourishment for life to feed upon,
'Beloved, let us love.'

B
Voice of an eagle, yea, Voice of the Dove:
If we may love, winter is past and gone;
Publish we, praise we, for lo it is enough.

More sunny than sunshine that ever yet shone,
Sweetener of the bitter, smoother of the rough,
Highest lesson of all lessons for all to con,
'Beloved, let us love.'

Before 1886
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The Holy Innocents

The Feast Day of the Holy Innocents is December 28

Source: The Poetical Works of Christina Georgina Rossetti, with a Memoir and Notes by William 
Michael Rossetti (1904), Page 159

HEY scarcely waked before they slept,
They scarcely wept before they laughed;

They drank indeed death's bitter draught,
But all its bitterest dregs were kept
And drained by Mothers while they wept.

T

From Heaven the speechless Infants speak:
Weep not (they say), our Mothers dear,
For swords nor sorrows come not here.
Now we are strong who were so weak,
And all is ours we could not seek. 

We bloom among the blooming flowers,
We sing among the singing birds;
Wisdom we have who wanted words:
here morning knows not evening hours,
All's rainbow here without the showers. 

And softer than our Mother's breast,
And closer than our Mother's arm,
Is here the Love that keeps us warm
And broods above our happy next.
Dear Mothers, come: for Heaven is best. 

Circa 1877 
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The Holy Innocents

Source: The Poetical Works of Christina Georgina Rossetti, with a Memoir and Notes by William 
Michael Rossetti (1904), Page 159

nspotted lambs to follow the one Lamb,
Unspotted doves to wait on the one Dove;

To whom Love saith, 'Be with Me where I am,'
And lo their answer unto Love is love. 

U
For tho' I know not any note they know,
Nor know one word of all their song above,
I know Love speaks to them, and even so
I know the answer unto Love is love. 

Before 1893 
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The Holy Innocents

Source: The Poetical Works of Christina Georgina Rossetti, with a Memoir and Notes by William 
Michael Rossetti (1904), Page 309

leep, little baby, sleep;
 The holy Angels love thee,

And guard thy bed, and keep
A blessed watch above thee.
No spirit can come near
Nor evil beast to harm thee:
Sleep, Sweet, devoid of fear
Where nothing need alarm thee.

S

The Love which doth not sleep,
The eternal Arms surround thee:
The Shepherd of the sheep
In perfect love hath found thee.
Sleep through the holy night,
Christ-kept from snare and sorrow,
Until thou wake to light
And love and warmth to-morrow.

1 July 1853
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Old And New Year Ditties

Source: The Poetical Works of Christina Georgina Rossetti, with a Memoir and Notes by William 
Michael Rossetti (1904), Pages 190-191

1

ew Year met me somewhat sad:
Old Year leaves me tired,

Stripped of favourite things I had,
Baulked of much desired:
yet farther on my road to-day,
God willing, farther on my way.
New Year coming on apace,
What have you to give me?
Bring you scathe or bring you grace,
Face me with an honest face,
You shall not deceive me:
Be it good or ill, be it what you will,
It needs shall help me on my road,
My rugged way to heaven, please God.

N

13 December 1856
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2

Watch with me, men, women, and children dear,
You whom I love, for whom I hope and fear,
Watch with me this last vigil of the year.
Some hug their business, some their pleasure scheme;
Some seize the vacant hour to sleep or dream;
Heart locked in heart some kneel and watch apart.

Watch with me, blessed spirits, who delight
All through the holy night to walk in white,
Or take your ease after the long-drawn fight.
I know not if they watch with me: I know
They count this eve of resurrection slow,
And cry 'How long?' with urgent utterance strong.

Watch with me, Jesus, in my loneliness:
Though others say me nay, yet say Thou yes;
Though others pass me by, stop Thou to bless.
Yea, Thou dost stop with me this vigil night;
To-night of pain, to-morrow of delight:
I, Love, am Thine; Thou, Lord my God, art mine.

31 December 1858
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3

Passing away, saith the World, passing away:
Changes, beauty, and youth, sapped day by day:
Thy life never continueth in one stay.
Is the eye waxen dim, is the dark hair changing to grey
That hath won neither laurel nor bay?
I shall clothe myself in Spring and bud in May:
Thou, root-stricken, shalt not rebuild thy decay
On my bosom for aye.
Then I answered: Yea.

Passing away, saith my Soul, passing away:
With its burdenof fear and hope, of labour and play,
Hearken what the past doth witness and say:
Rust in thy gold, a moth is in thine array,
A canker is in thy bud, thy leaf must decay.
At midnight, at cockcrow, at morning, one certain day
Lo the Bridegroom shall come and shall not delay;
Watch thou and pray.
Then I answered: Yea.

Passing away, saith my God, passing away:
Winter passeth after the long delay:
New grapes on the vine, new figs on the tender spray,
Turtle calleth turtle in Heaven's May.
Though I tarry, wait for Me, trust Me, watch and pray:
Arise, come away, night is past and lo it is day,
My love, My sister, My spouse, thou shalt hear Me say.
Then I answered: Yea.

31 December 1860

Note by William Michael Rossetti: 

"It will be observed that these three lyrics were written in three several years. 
They used to be called – (1856) The End of the Year; (1858) New Year's Eve; (1860) The 
Knell of the Year. I have always regarded this last as the very summit and mountain-top 
of Christina's work. I will not say, nor indeed think, that nothing besides of hers is 
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equal to it; but I venture to hold that, while she never wrote anything to transcend it in 
its own line, neither did any one else. The poems depends for its effect on nought save 
its feeling, sense, and sound; for the verses avoid regularity of the ordinary kind, and 
there is but one single rhyme throughout. The note is essentially one of triumph, 
though of triumph through the very grievousness of experience past and present. 

"In framing the selection of her Devotional Poems, 1875 and 1890, Christina 
used to put these Ditties last, followed only by Amen and The Lowest Place. In reading 
them together, it is natural for her brother to reflect whether they indicate any special 
occurrences in the years to which they relate. I cannot remember that they do – cannot, 
for instance, say that in 1856 she was in any express sense 'stripped of favourite things 
she had'; however, the year 1860 (besides being the year of Dante Gabriel's marriage) 
was that in which Christina, a few days before she wrote The Knell, attained the age of 
thirty, and her thoughts as to the transit of years may have been more than ordinarily 
solemn. 

"Her reference to her having 'won neither laurel nor bay' has also its interest. 
The bay began sprouting soon afterwards, with the appearance, in Macmillan's  
Magazine for February 1861, of the poem Up-hill, which at once commanded a 
considerable share of public attention. It is quite possible that Christina – the most 
modest of poets, but by no means wanting in the self-consciousness of poetic faculty – 
though in 1860 that the bay had been kept waiting quite long enough; and it is a fact 
that, between 24 July 1860, the date of The Lambs of Westmoreland, and 23 March 
1861, the date of Easter Even, she wrote no verse whatever except this Knell of the Year. 
(page 472)
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Epiphany

Ephiphanytide

Source: The Poetical Works of Christina Georgina Rossetti, with a Memoir and Notes by William 
Michael Rossetti (1904), Page 161

rembling before Thee we fall down to adore Thee,
Shamefaced and trembling we lift our eyes to Thee:

O First and with the last! annul our ruined past,
Rebuild us to Thy glory, set us free
From sin and from sorrow to fall down and worship Thee.

T

Full of pity view us, stretch Thy sceptre to us,
Bid us live that we may give ourselves to Thee:
O faithful Lord and true! stand up for us and do,
Make us lovely, make us new, set us free –
Heart and soul and spirit – to bring all and worship Thee.

Before 1893
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Epiphany

Epiphany is celebrated on January 6

Source: The Poetical Works of Christina Georgina Rossetti, with a Memoir and Notes by William 
Michael Rossetti (1904), Page 160

ord Babe, if Thou art He
 We sought for patiently,

Where is Thy court?
Hither may prophecy and star resort;
Men heed not their report.' –
'Bow down and worship, righteous man:
This Infant of a span
Is He man sought for since the world began!' –
'Then, Lord, accept my gold, too base a thing
For Thee, of all kings King.' –

L

'Lord Babe, despite Thy youth
I hold Thee of a truth
Both Good and Great:
But wherefore dost Thou keep so mean a state,
Low-lying desolate?' –
'Bow down and worship, righteous seer:
The Lord our God is here
Approachable, Who bids us all draw near.' –
'Wherefore to Thee I offer frankincense,
Thou Sole Omnipotence.' –

Page 36 of 52



The Christmastide Poems of Christina Georgina Rossetti

'But I have only brought
Myrrh; no wise afterthought
Instructed me
To gather pearls or gems, or choice to see
Coral or ivory.' –
'Not least thine offering proves thee wise:
For myrrh means sacrifice,
And He that lives, this Same is He that dies.' –
'Then here is myrrh: alas, yea woe is me
That myrrh befitteth Thee.' –

Myrrh, frankincense, and gold:
And lo from wintry fold
Good-will doth bring
A Lamb, the innocent likeness of this King
Whom stars and seraphs sing:
And lo the bird of love, a Dove,
Flutters and coos above:
And Dove and Lamb and Babe agree in love: –
Come all mankind, come all creation hither,
Come, worship Christ together.

Before 1886
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All Saints

Source: The Poetical Works of Christina Georgina Rossetti, with a Memoir and Notes by William 
Michael Rossetti (1904), Page 148

hey have brought gold and spices to my King,
Incense and precious stuffs and ivory;

O holy Mother mine, what can I bring
That so my Lord may deign to look on me?
They sing a sweeter song than I can sing,
All crowned and glorified exceedingly:
I, bound on earth, weep for my trespassing,–
They sing the song of love in heaven, set free.
Then answered me my Mother, and her voice
Spake to my heart, yea answered in my heart:
'Sing, saith He to the heavens, to earth, Rejoice:
Thou also lift thy heart to Him above:
He seeks not thine, but thee such as thou art,
For lo His banner over thee is Love.'

T

20 January 1852

Page 38 of 52



The Christmastide Poems of Christina Georgina Rossetti

The Presentation

Feast of the Presentation

The Feast of the Presentation is February 2

Source: The Poetical Works of Christina Georgina Rossetti, with a Memoir and Notes by William 
Michael Rossetti (1904), Page 172

 firstfruits of our grain,
Infant and Lamb appointed to be slain,

A Virgin and two doves were all Thy train,
With one old man for state,
When Thou didst enter first Thy Father's gate.

O

Since then Thy train hath been
Freeman and bondman, bishop, king and queen,
With flaming candles and with garlands green:
Oh happy all who wait
One day or thousand days around Thy gate!

And these have offered Thee,
Beside their hearts, great stores for charity,
Gold, frankincense, and myrrh; if such may be
For savour or for state
Within the threshold of Thy golden gate.

Then snowdrops and my heart
I'll bring, to find those blacker than Thou art:
Yet, loving Lord, accept us in good part;
And give me grace to wait,
A bruised reed bowed low before Thy gate.

Circa 1877
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Vigil of the Presentation

Source: The Poetical Works of Christina Georgina Rossetti, with a Memoir and Notes by William 
Michael Rossetti (1904), Page 172

ong and dark the nights, dim and short the days,
 Mounting weary heights on our weary ways,

Thee our God we praise.
Scaling heavenly heights by unearthly ways,
Thee our God we praise all our nights and days,
Thee our God we praise.

L

Before 1893

Note: 

February 2 is a busy day in the church calendar. On this date is celebrated The Feast of  
the Presentation of Christ in the Temple and The Purification of the Blessed Virgin. It's common 
name is Candlemas, for the service of the blessing of candles, representative of the entry into 
this world of Christ, who is the Light of the World. 
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Marian

The Purification of St. Mary The Virgin

The Feast of the Purification is observed February 2.

Source: The Poetical Works of Christina Georgina Rossetti, with a Memoir and Notes by William 
Michael Rossetti (1904), Page 173

urity born of a Maid:
Was such a Virgin defiled?

Nay, by no shade of a shade.
She offered her gift of pure love,
A dove with a fair fellow-dove,
A dove with a fair fellow-dove.
She offered her Innocent Child
The Essence and Author of Love;
The Lamb that indwelt by the Dove
Was spotless and holy and mild;
More pure than all other,
More pure than His Mother,
Her God and Redeemer and Child.

P

Before 1886

Page 41 of 52



A Holy Heavenly Chime

Vigil of the Annunciation

Source: The Poetical Works of Christina Georgina Rossetti, with a Memoir and Notes by William 
Michael Rossetti (1904), Page 173

ll weareth, all wasteth,
 All flitteth, all hasteth,

All of flesh and time:–
Sound, sweet heavenly chime,
Ring in the unutterable eternal prime.

A

Man hopeth, man feareth,
Man droopeth:– Christ cheereth,
Compassing release,
Comforting with peace,
Promising rest where strife and anguish cease.

Saints waking, saints sleeping,
Rest well in safe keeping;
Well they rest today
While they watch and pray –
But their tomorrow's rest what tongue shall say?

Before 1893
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Feast of the Annunciation

Source: The Poetical Works of Christina Georgina Rossetti, with a Memoir and Notes by William 
Michael Rossetti (1904), Page 173

erself a rose, who bore the Rose,
 She bore the Rose and felt its thorn.

All Loveliness new-born
Took on her bosom its repose,
And slept and woke there night and morn.

H

Lily herself, she bore the one
Fair Lily; sweeter, whiter, far
Than she or others are:
The Sun of Righteousness her Son,
She was His morning star.

She gracious, He essential Grace,
He was the Fountain, she the rill:
Her goodness to fulfil
And gladness, with proportioned pace
He led her steps thro' good and ill.

Christ's mirror she of grace and love,
Of beauty and of life and death:
By hope and love and faith
Transfigured to His Likeness, 'Dove,
Spouse, Sister, Mother,' Jesus saith.

Circa 1877

Note: The Feast of the Annunciation of the Blessed Virgin Mary is celebrated March 25 in the 
Latin rite.
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Feast of the Annunciation

Source: The Poetical Works of Christina Georgina Rossetti, with a Memoir and Notes by William 
Michael Rossetti (1904), Page 173

hereto shall we liken this Blessed Mary Virgin,
Faithful shoot from Jesse's root graciously emerging?

Lily we might call her, but Christ alone is white;
Rose delicious, but that Jesus is the one Delight;
Flower of women, but her Firstborn is mankind's one flower:
He the Sun lights up all moons thro' their radiant hour.
'Blessed among women, highly favoured,' thus
Glorious Gabriel hailed her, teaching words to us:
Whom devoutly copying we too cry 'All hail!'
Echoing on the music of glorious Gabriel.

W

Before 1866
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Candlemas

A Candlemas Dialogue

Candlemas is celebrated February 2.

Source: The Poetical Works of Christina Georgina Rossetti, with a Memoir and Notes by William 
Michael Rossetti (1904), Page 281

ove brought Me down: and cannot love make thee
 Carol for joy to Me?

Hear cheerful robin carol from his tree,
Who owes not half to Me
I won for thee.'

L

'Yea, Lord, I hear his carol's wordless voice;
And well may he rejoice
Who hath not heard of death's discordant noise.
So might I too rejoice
With such a voice.'

'True, thou hast compassed death: but hast not thou
The tree of life's own bough?
Am I not Life and Resurrection now?
My Cross, balm-bearing bough
For such as thou.'

'Ah me, Thy Cross! – but that seems far away;
Thy Cradle-song to-day
I too would raise and worship Thee and pray:
Not empty, Lord, to-day
Send me away.'
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'If thou wilt not go empty, spend thy store;
And I will give thee more,
Yea, make thee ten times richer than before.
Give more and give yet more
Out of thy store.'

'Because Thou givest me Thyself, I will
Thy blessed word fulfil,
Give with both hands, and hoard by giving still:
Thy pleasure to fulfil,
And work Thy Will.'

Before 1891
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Other Christmastide Poetry

Golden Holly

Source: The Poetical Works of Christina Georgina Rossetti, with a Memoir and Notes by William 
Michael Rossetti (1904), Page 426

ommon Holly bears a berry
To make Christmas Robins merry: –

Golden Holly bears a rose,
Unfolding at October's close
To cheer an old Friend's eyes and nose.

C

Circa 1872

Note by William Michael Rossetti: 

"This trifle, owing to its association of old and uninterrupted friendship, I was 
unwilling in 1896 to omit: and I know now that I ought not to have omitted it, for Mr. 
Swinburne pronounced it an excellent thing. It was addressed to Holman [Holly] 
Frederic Stephens, then a little boy, son of our constant friend, Frederic George 
Stephens (one of the seven members of the 'P. R. B.'). Tennyson once saw the child in 
the Isle of Wight, and pronounced him (not unreasonably) to be 'the most beautiful 
boy I have ever seen.' Mr. Stephens senior, in sending me the verses at my rest, wrote 
that they refer 'to H. F. S.'s frequent pet name of "The Golden Holly," given because of 
the brightness of his long hair, as well as his birthday being on October 31. He had sent 
a tea-rose to C. G. R.' (see page 492)

Note: 

"P.R.B." refers to "PræRaphaelite Brotherhood." The founders of the Brotherhood were 
the painters Dante Gabriel Rossetti (1828-1882), William Holman Hunt (1827-1910), John 
Everett Millais (1829-1896), James Collinson (1825-1881), Frederic George Stephens (1828-
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1907), sculptor Thomas Woolner (1825-1892), and writer William Michael Rossetti (1829-1919), 
brother of the painter Dante Rossetti and, of course, the poet Christina Rossetti. Christina 
wrote two poems about the P.R.B. In 1863. Concerning her brother William, she wrote:

William Rossetti, calm and solemn,
Cuts up his brethren by the column.

At that time, William Rossetti was the art critic of "The Spectator." William responded: 
"This joke was not historically true; I upheld, with such vigour as was in me, the cause of the 
Praeraphaelites, and my articles, being at first solitary in that tone of criticism, passed not 
wholly unobserved."

Hail! Noble Face of Noble Friend

Source: R. W. Crump, ed., The Complete Poems of Christina Rossetti, Vol. 3, page 347

ail, noble face of noble friend! –
 Hail, honoured master hand and dear! –

On you may Christmas good descend
And blessings of the unknown year
So soon to overtake us here.
Unknown, yet well known: I portend
Love starts the course, love seals the end.

H
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January Cold Desolate

Source: The Poetical Works of Christina Georgina Rossetti, with a Memoir and Notes by William 
Michael Rossetti (1904), Page 432

anuary cold desolate;
February all dripping wet;

March wind ranges;
April changes;
Birds sing in tune
To flowers of May,
And sunny June
Brings longest day;
In scorched July
The storm-clouds fly
Lightning torn;
August bears corn,
September fruit;
In rough October
Earth must disrobe her;
Stars fall and shoot
In keen November;
And night is long
And cold is strong
In bleak December.

J
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But Give Me Holly, Bold and Jolly

Source: The Poetical Works of Christina Georgina Rossetti, with a Memoir and Notes by William 
Michael Rossetti (1904), Page 441

 ROSE has thorns as well as honey,
 I'll not have her for love or money;

An iris grows so straight and fine
That she shall be no friend of mine;
Snowdrops like the snow would chill me;
Nightshade would caress and kill me;
Crocus like a spear would fright me;
Dragon's-mouth might bark or bite me;
Convolvulus but blooms to die;
A wind-flower suggests a sigh;
Love-lies-bleeding makes me sad;
And poppy-juice would drive me mad: –
But give me holly, bold and jolly,
Honest, prickly, shining holly;
Pluck me holly leaf and berry
For the day when I make merry.

A

Here Ends

A Holy Heavenly Chime
The Christmastide Poems Of 
Christiana Georgina Rossetti
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