
DOUGREL FOR CHRISTMAS DAY 
 
Because once more it’s Christmas Day, 
we mix solemnity with play; 
and just because it’s festive time 
I’ll speak in metre and in rhyme; 
in rhyme and metre, just because 
this holy season gives us pause 
to know that all is different now, 
since Christ has changed us all, and how! 
 
Christ means the love of God: the grace 
that scents the air with Jesus’ face, 
which, seeing it not, yet still we know 
it shines for us in friend and foe. 
 
Now gladly we remember when 
those poor benighted shepherd-men 
were doing what everyone does to live 
in working their socks off to survive.  
 
So good it was when, that dark night, 
God’s glory rained on them as light, 
and each one heard an angel say, 
‘Fear not, good news! for over the way 
in Beth’lem town, now Christ the Lord 
is born, to lead all peoples forward 
to where the peace of God shall reign 
in every street and every lane.’ 
 
‘Sure, sure’, they said: ‘We’ve heard that tale 
a thousand times. Each time we fail 
to see that anything has changed; 
the sinful world’s not rearranged.’ 
 
But suddenly a multitude. 
an infinite crowd, tumultuous flood, 
massed choirs of heaven drowning earth 
with praises all about God’s worth. 
 
‘Glory be to God on high!’  
Their thanks and blessings filled the sky! 
‘Get this message loud and clear: 
God loves the earth, and all you here.’ 
 
It was like a flash of lightning flare, 
full joyous thundering everywhere; 
and after a moment all was gone; 
the gobsmacked shepherds were left alone. 
 
‘Well, what do you make of that?’ Each man 
grabbed others’ hands; straightway they ran 
to search, and found in Beth’lem town 
the babe laid in a manger down. 
 
 
 

For grace had touched them, overflowed 
their hearts, and tenderly endowed 
their minds with understanding new: 
what dawned on them was Spirit-dew. 
You couldn’t make it up, we say: 
for all our efforts, Christmas Day 
is something else, God’s gift to all 
who kneel before the manger-stall. 
 
The Bible doesn’t say they knelt, 
those shepherds; fate to them had dealt 
low social status: love upraised  
them when upon the babe they gazed. 
 
But we must kneel, for we are proud: 
we like to show we manage, crowd 
our lives with striving to do well,   
while trying to dodge the snares of hell.  
 
Story: after all the Christmas feast -                                                                                                                       
the candles, carols, crackers - had ceased,  
that afternoon a woman walked out   
to take the air and wander about. 
 
She sauntered along a country lane, 
the air was mild, with a hint of rain; 
a little something by and by  
beneath a hedgerow caught her eye: 
it was a solitary point 
of red, was there to bless, anoint 
her worn out soul with sweet relief: 
a strawberry wild of moment brief. 
 
A strawberry wild said this dear child 
now calmed her nerves, would win the world 
by loving each and every soul 
through all life’s shocks, till all be whole. 
 
And, whether it be through lightning flash, 
or heavenly choirs, or eager dash 
to Nativity plays, in pleasure, or pain, 
at fireside, or in country lane,  
we, each of us, pray the Lord to give 
to one and all the means to live  
this new-world-life of shared good health, 
the earth of heavenly commonwealth; 
which means: let this prayer come to pass, 
that hearts be changed at Christ-e-mas. 
May we all know it’s what we mean  
with ‘Happy Christmas!’ in every scene.  
 
This is but the start: the story begun 
again this day has more to come; 
with Christ we have a hill to climb, 
where God calls welcome; perhaps in rhyme! 
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