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Rev. John Keble
1792 - 1866

ohn Keble, M.A., was born at Fairford, in Gloucestershire, on St. Mark’s Day, 
1792. His father was Vicar of Coin St. Aldwin’s, about three miles distant, but 

lived at Fairford in a house of his own, where he educated entirely his two sons, 
John and Thomas, up to the time of their entrance at Oxford. 

J

In 1806 John Keble won a Scholarship at Corpus Christi College, and in 1810 
a Double First Class, a distinction which up to that time had been gained by no one 
except Sir Robert Peel, In 1811 he was elected a Fellow of Oriel, a very great honour, 
especially for a boy under 19 years of age; and in 1811 he won the University Prizes 
both for the English and Latin Essays. It is somewhat remarkable that amid this 
brilliantly successful career, one competition in which the future poet was 
unsuccessful was that for English verse, in which he was defeated by Mr. Rolleston. 
After his election at Oriel, he resided in College, and engaged in private tuition. At 
the close of 1813 he was appointed Examining Master in the Schools, and was an 
exceedingly popular and efficient examiner. 

On Trinity Sunday, 1815, he was ordained Deacon, and in 1816 Priest, by the 
Bishop of Oxford, and became Curate of East Leach and Burthorpe, though he still 
continued to reside at Oxford. In 1818 he was appointed College Tutor at Oriel, 
which office he retained until 1823. On the death of his mother in the same year, he 
left Oxford, and returned to live with his father and two surviving sisters at 
Fairford. In addition to East Leach and Burthorpe, he also accepted the Curacy of 
Southrop, and the two brothers, John and Thomas, undertook the duties between 
them, at the same time helping their father at Coin. It should be added, as an 
apology for Keble thus becoming a sort of pluralist among “the inferior clergy,” that 
the population of all his little cures did not exceed 1000, nor the income £100 a year. 

In 1824 came the only offer of a dignity in the Church, and that a very 
humble one, which he ever received. The newly-appointed Bishop of Barbadoes 
(Coleridge) wished Keble to go out with him as Archdeacon, and but for his father’s 
delicate state of health, he would probably have accepted the offer. In 1825 he 
became Curate of Hursley, on the recommendation of his old pupil, Sir William 
Heathcote; but in 1826, on the death of his sister, Mary Ann, he returned to Fairford, 
feeling that he ought not to separate himself from his father and only surviving 
sister. He supplied his father’s place at Coin entirely. 1827 was memorable for the 
publication of the Christian Year, and 1828 for the election to the Provostship of 
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Oriel, which his friends, rather than himself, seem to have been anxious to secure 
for him. In 1829 the living of Hursley was offered to him by Sir William Heathcote, 
but declined on the ground that he could not leave his father. In 1830 he published 
his admirable edition of Hooker’s Works. In 1831 the Bishop of Exeter (Dr. Philpotts) 
offered him the valuable living of Paignton, but it was declined for the same reason 
that Hursley had been declined. In the same year he was also elected to the Poetry 
Professorship at Oxford. His Prælectiones in that capacity were much admired. In 
1833 he preached his famous Assize Sermon at Oxford, which is said by Dr. 
Newman to have given the first start to the Oxford Movement, Very soon after the 
publication of this sermon the Tracts for the Times began to be issued. Of these Tracts 
Keble wrote Nos. 4, 13, 40, and 89. In 1835 his father died, and Keble and his sister 
retired from Fairford to Coin. In the same year he married Miss Clarke and the 
Vicarage of Hursley, again becoming vacant, was again offered to him by Sir W 
Heathcote, and as the reason for his previous refusal of it no longer existed, he 
accepted the offer, and in 1836 settled at Hursley for the remainder of his life. That 
life was simply the life of a devoted and indefatigable parish priest, varied by 
intellectual pursuits. In 1864 his healths began to give way, and on March 29, 1866, 
he passed away, his dearly loved wife only surviving him six weeks. Both are 
buried, side by side, in Hursley churchyard.

In his country vicarage he was not idle with his pen. In 1839 he published his 
Metrical Version of the Psalms. The year before, he began to edit, in conjunction with 
Drs. Pusey and Newman, the Library of the Fathers. In 1846 he published the Lyra 
Innocentium, and in 1847 a volume 01 Academical and Occasional Sermons. Rio pen 
then seems to have rested for nearly ten years, when the agitation about the Divorce 
Bill called forth from him in 1811 an essay entitled, An Argument for not proceeding 
immediately to repeal the Laws which treat the Nuptial Bond as Indissoluble; and in the 
same year the decision of Archbishop Sumner in the Denison case elicited another 
essay, the full title of which is The Worship of Our Lord and Saviour in the Sacrament of  
the Holy Communion, but which is shortly entitled, Eucharistical Adoration. In 1863 he 
published his last work, The Life of Bishop Wilson (of Sodor and Man). This cost him 
more pains than anything he wrote, but it was essentially a labour of love.

In the popular sense of the word “hymn,” Keble can scarcely be called a 
hymn-writer at all. Very many of his verses have found their way into popular 
collections of Hymns for Public Worship, but these are mostly cantos. Often they 
are violently detached from their context in a way which seriously damages their 
significance. Two glaring instances of this occur in the Morning and Evening 
hymns. In the former the verse “Only, 0 Lord, in Thy dear love, Fit us for perfect 

Page ix



The Christmas Poems of John Keble

rest above,” loses half its meaning when the preceding verse, ending “The secret 
this of rest below,” is excised, as it generally is in collections for public worship, and 
the same may be said of that most familiar of all Keble’s lines, “Sun of my soul, 
thou Saviour dear,” which has of course especial reference to the preceding verse, 
“‘Tis gone, that bright and orbed blaze,” &c. The Lyra Innocentium has furnished but 
few verses which have been adopted into hymn collections; the Psalter has been 
more fortunate, but the translations from the Latin are almost unknown.

Taking, however, the word “hymn” in the wider sense in which Dr. Johnson 
defines it, as “a song of adoration to some superior being,” Keble stands in the very 
first rank of hymn-writers. His uneventful life was the very ideal life for such a poet 
as Keble was, but not the sort of life which would be best adapted to train a popular 
hymn-writer. The Christian Year and the Lyra Innocentium reflect in a remarkable 
degree the surroundings of the writer. They are essentially the works of a refined 
and cultured mind, and require a refined and cultured mind to enter into their 
spirit. Keble, all his life long, and never more than in the earlier portion of it, before 
he wrote, and when he was writing The Christian Year, breathed an atmosphere of 
culture and refinement. He had imbibed neither the good nor the evil which the 
training of a public, or even of a private, school brings. It was not even the ordinary 
home education which he bad received. He land been trained, up to the very time 
of his going to college, by his father, who was clearly a man of culture and 
refinement, and had been himself successively Scholar and Fellow of Corpus. When 
he went to Oxford, be can scarcely be said to have entered into the whirl of 
university life. The Corpus of those days has been admirably described by Keble’s 
own biographer, Sir John Coleridge, and by Dean Stanley in his Life of Dr. Arnold; 
and the impression which the two vivid pictures leave upon the mind is that of a 
home circle, on rather a large scale, composed of about twenty youths, all more or 
less scholarly and refined, and some of them clearly destined to become men of 
mark. When he removed across the road to Oriel, he found himself in the midst of a 
still more distinguished band. Whether at home or at college he had never come 
into contact with anything rude or coarse. And his poetry is just what one would 
expect from such a career. Exquisitely delicate and refined thoughts, expressed in 
tho most delicate and refined language, are characteristic of it all. Even the 
occasional roughnesses of versification may not be altogether unconnected with the 
absence of a public school education, when public schools laid excessive stress 
upon the form of composition, especially in verse. 

The Christian Year again bears traces of the life which the writer led, in a 
clerical atmosphere, just at the eve of a great Church Revival, “cujus pars magna 
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fuit.” “You know,” he writes to a friend, “the C. Y. (as far as I remember it) 
everywhere supposes the Church to be in a state of decay.” Still more obviously is 
this the case in regard to the Lyre Innocentium. It was being composed during the 
time when the writer was stricken by what he always seems to have regarded as the 
great sorrow of his life. Not the death of his nearest relations—and he bad several 
trials of this kind—not the greatest of his own personal troubles dealt to him so 
severe a blow as the secession of J. H. Newman to the Church of Rome. The whole 
circumstances of the fierce controversy connected with the Tract movement 
troubled and unsettled him; and one can well understand with what a sense of 
relief he turned to write, not for, but about, little children, a most important 
distinction, which has too often been unnoticed. If the Lyra had been written for 
children it would have been an almost ludicrous failure, for the obscurity which has 
been frequently complained of in The Christian Year, is still more conspicuous in the 
latter work. The title is somewhat misleading, and has caused it to be regarded as a 
suitable gift-book for the young, who are quite incapable of appreciating it. For the 
Lyra is written in a deeper tone, and expresses the more matured convictions of the 
author; and though it is a far less successful achievement as a whole, it rises in 
places to a higher strain of poetry than The Christian Year does.

Another marked feature of Keble’s poetry is to a great extent traceable to his 
early life, viz, the wonderful accuracy and vividness of his descriptions of natural 
scenery. The ordinary school-boy or undergraduate cares little for natural scenery. 
The country is to him a mere playing-field., But Keble’s training led him to love the 
country for its own sake. Hence, as Dean Stanley remarks, “Oxford, Bagley Wood, 
and the neighbourhood of Hursley might be traced through hundreds of lines, both 
in The Christian Year and the Lyre Innocentium.” The same writer testifies, with an 
authority which no other Englishman could claim, to “the exactness of the 
descriptions of Palestine, which he [Keble] had never visited.” And may not thus 
remarkable fact be also traced to some extent to his early training? Brought up 
under the immediate supervision of a pious father, whom he venerated and loved 
dearly, he had been encouraged to study intelligently Ins Bible in a way in which a 
boy differently educated was not likely to do. Hence, as Sir John Coleridge remarks,

“The Christian Year to so wonderfully scriptural. Keble’s mind was, by long, 
patient and affectionate study of Scripture, so imbued with it that its 
language, its train of thought, its mode of reasoning, seems to flow out into 
his poetry, almost, one should think, unconsciously to himself.”

To this may we not add that the same intimate knowledge of the Bible had 
rendered the memory of the Holy Land so familiar to hint that he was able to 
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describe it as accurately as if he hind seen it? One other early influence of Keble’s 
life upon his poetry must be noticed. Circumstances brought him into contact with 
the “Lake poets.” The near relation of one of the greatest of them had been his 
college friend, and John Coleridge introduced him to the writings not only of his 
uncle, S. T. Coleridge, but also of Wordsworth, to whom ho dedicated his 
Prælectiones, and whose poetry and personal character he admired enthusiastically. 
To the same college friend he was indebted for an introduction to Southey, whom 
he found to he “a noble amid delightful character,” and there is no doubt that the 
writings of these three great men, but especially Wordsworth, had very much to do 
with the formation of Keble’s own mind its a poet. It has bean remarked that in 
Keble’s later life his poetical genius seemed to have, to a great extent, forsaken him; 
and that the Miscellaneous Poems do not show many traces of the spirit which 
animated The Christian Year and the Lyre Innocentium. Perhaps one reason for this 
change may be found in the increased interest which Keble took in public questions 
which were not conducive to the calm, introspective state of mind so necessary to 
the production of good poetry. The poet should live in a world of his own, not in a 
world perpetually wrangling about University Reform, about Courts of Final 
Appeal, about Marriage with Deceased Wife’s Sister, and other like matters into 
which Keble, in his later years, threw himself—heart and soul.

It is not needful to say much about Keble’s other poetical works, The Psalter 
was not a success, and Keble did not expect it to be. “It was undertaken,” he tells us, 
“in the first instance with a serious apprehension, which has since grown into a full 
conviction, that the thing attempted is, strictly speaking, impossible.” At the same 
time, if Keble did not achieve what he owned to be impossible, he produced a 
version which has the rare merit of never offending against good taste; one which 
in every line reflects the mind of the cultured and elegant scholar, who had been 
used to the work of translating from other languages into English. Hymnal 
compilers have hitherto strangely neglected this volume; but it is a volume worth 
the attention of the hymn-compiler of the future. There is scarcely a verse in it 
which would do discredit to any hymn-book; while there are parts which would be 
an acquisition to any collection. His translations from the Latin have not 
commended themselves to hymnal compilers. Some of his detached hymns have 
been more popular. But it is after all as writer of The Christian Year that Keble has 
established his claim to be reckoned among the immortals. It would be hardly too 
much to say that what the Prayer Book is in prose, The Christian Year is in poetry. 
They never pall upon one; they realise Keble’s own exquisite simile
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“As for some dear familiar strain
Untired we ask, and ask again;
Ever in its melodious store
Finding a spell unheard before.”

And it would hardly be too bold to prophesy that The Christian Year will live 
as long as the Prayer Book, whose spirit Keble had so thoroughly imbibed, and 
whose “soothing influence” it was his especial object to illustrate and commend.

[Rev. J. H. Overton, D.D. (Late), Prebendary of Lincoln Cathedral, and Rector 
of Epworth]

Keble’s hymns, poetical pieces, and translations appeared in the following 
works :— 

(1.) The Christian Year: Thoughts in Verse for the Sundays and Holydays 
Throughout The Year. Oxford: John Henry Parker, 1827. Preface dated “May 30th, 
1827.” The last poem, that on the “Commination,” is dated March 9, 1827. The 
poems on the “Forms of Prayer to he used at Sea,” “Gunpowder Treason,” “King 
Charles the Martyr,” “ The Restoration of the Royal Family,” “The Accession,” and 
“Ordination,” were added to the 4th edition, 1828. The Messrs. Parker have 
published a large number of editions to date, including a fac-simile reprint of the 
first edition, and an edition with the addition of the dates of composition of each 
poem. A fac-simile of Keble’s MS. as it existed in 1822 was also lithographed in 1882, 
by Eliot Stock, but its publication was suppressed by a legal injunction, and only a 
few copies came into the hands of the public. Since the expiration of the first 
copyright other publishers have issued the work In various forms.

(2.) Contributions to the British Magazine, which were included in Lyra 
Apostolica, 1836, with the signature of “y.”

(3.) The Psalter or Psalms of David; In English Verse; By a Member of the  
University of Oxford. Adapted for the most part, to Tones in Common Use; and dedicated  
by permission to the Lord Bishop of Oxford.... Oxford, John Henry Parker: J. G. & F,  
Rivington, London, MDCCCXXXIX. Preface dated “Oxford, May 29, 1839.”

(4.) The Child’s Christian Team’: Hymns for every Sunday and Holy-Day.  
Compiled for the use of Parochial Schools. Oxford: John Henry Parker, 1841. This was 
compiled by Mrs. Yonge. Keble wrote the Preface, dated “Hursley, Nov. 5, 1841,” 
and signed it “S. K.” To it he contributed four poems.
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(5.) Lyra Innocentium: Thoughts in Verse on Christian Children, their Ways and  
their Privileges. Oxford: John Henry Parker: F. & S. Rivington, London, 1846. The 
Metrical Address (in place of Preface) “To all Friendly Readers,” is dated “Feb. 8, 
1846.”

(6.) Lays of the Sanctuary, and Other Poems, Compiled and Edited by C. Stevenson 
de H. Rutherford...London: Hamilton, Adams & Co., 1859. This was a volume of poems 
published on behalf of Mrs. Elizabeth Good. To it Keble contributed three pieces.

(7.) The Salisbury Hymn-Book, 1857. Edited by Earl Nelson. To this he 
contributed a few hymns, some translations from the Latin, and some rewritten 
forms of well-known hymns, as “Guide me, 0 Then great Jehovah,” &c.

(8.) Miscellaneous Poems by the Rev. J. Keble, MA., Vicar of Hursley. Oxford and  
London: Parker & Co., 1869, The excellent Preface to this posthumous work is dated 
“Chester, Feb. 22, 1869,” and is signed “G.M.,” i.e. by George Moberly, late Bishop 
of Salisbury. This volume contains Keble’s Ode written for the Installation of the 
Duke of Wellington as Chancellor of the University of Oxford, in 1834, his poems 
from the Lyra Apostolica, his hymns named above, his translations from the Latin, 
and other pieces not published in his works.

[Julian then lists the titles 56 hymns, mostly centos, in common use, and continues:]

The editor of Keble’s Miscellaneous Poems says concerning Nos. 53, 55, and 56
“The three hymns for Emigrants, for use at Midnight, Morning, and Evening, were 
written at the request of his friend Sir Frederic Rogers, at that time Emigration 
Commissioner. They were printed in the fist edition of the ‘Prayers for 
Emmigrants,’ which he had compiled, but were subsequently omitted, perhaps as 
hying thought not sufficiently simple for the class of people for whose use the Book 
of Prayers was chiefly intended.” Preface, p. vi.

When, to the 56 centos and hymns given above, are added those annotated 
elsewhere in this Dictionary, it is found that nearly 100 hymns (counting centos as 
such) by Keble are in common usage at the present time, and of these some rank 
with the finest and most popular in the English language.

[John Julian, D.D.]
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Source:

John Julian, Dictionary of Hymnology. 1892, Rev. 1907, pp. 610-613. Reprinted by 
Dover Publications., 2 Vol., 1957.

A copy of The Christian Year is available at Project Gutenberg. The Introduction 
by “H. M.” contains additional biographical information about Rev. Keble. 

Many of Rev. Keble's writings can be found at Project Canterbury
http://anglicanhistory.org/keble/index.html; accessed February 8, 2007
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Editor's Note

A number of Rev. Keble's poems honor feast days that occur during the 
Christmas-tide, as for example St. Stephen. At the website, there are other poems 
and hymns relating to these feast days. Where such pages exist, they are indicated 
by a note that points to that page: “See: Notes to Saint Stephen.”

I have attempted to faithfully reproduce the spelling and punctuation as 
found in the sources. 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 (http://www.hymnsandcarolsofchristmas.com)

Douglas D. Anderson
Tigard, Oregon, USA
May 7, 2007

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

Feast Days During The Christmas-tide

St. Stephen, December 26

St. John The Evangelist, December 27

The Holy Innocents, December 28
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Part 1: 
The Christian Year: Thoughts in Verse for the Sundays and  

Holydays throughout the Year, 1827.

Advent Sunday

Now it is high time to awake out of sleep: for now is our salvation nearer than when we 
believed.--Romans xiii 11.

Awake--again the Gospel-trump is blown -

From year to year it swells with louder tone,

    From year to year the signs of wrath

    Are gathering round the Judge's path,

Strange words fulfilled, and mighty works achieved,

And truth in all the world both hated and believed.

Awake! why linger in the gorgeous town,

Sworn liegemen of the Cross and thorny crown?

    Up from your beds of sloth for shame,

    Speed to the eastern mount like flame,

Nor wonder, should ye find your King in tears,

E'en with the loud Hosanna ringing in His ears.
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Alas! no need to rouse them: long ago

They are gone forth to swell Messiah's show:

    With glittering robes and garlands sweet

    They strew the ground beneath His feet:

All but your hearts are there--O doomed to prove

The arrows winged in Heaven for Faith that will not love!

Meanwhile He passes through th' adoring crowd,

Calm as the march of some majestic cloud,

    That o'er wild scenes of ocean-war

    Holds its still course in Heaven afar:

E'en so, heart-searching Lord, as years roll on,

Thou keepest silent watch from Thy triumphal throne:

E'en so, the world is thronging round to gaze

On the dread vision of the latter days,

    Constrained to own Thee, but in heart

    Prepared to take Barabbas' part:

"Hosanna" now, to-morrow "Crucify,"

The changeful burden still of their rude lawless cry.

Yet in that throng of selfish hearts untrue

Thy sad eye rests upon Thy faithful few,

    Children and childlike souls are there,

    Blind Bartimeus' humble prayer,

And Lazarus wakened from his four days' sleep,

Enduring life again, that Passover to keep.
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And fast beside the olive-bordered way

Stands the blessed home where Jesus deigned to stay,

    The peaceful home, to Zeal sincere

    And heavenly Contemplation dear,

Where Martha loved to wait with reverence meet,

And wiser Mary lingered at Thy sacred feet.

Still through decaying ages as they glide,

Thou lov'st Thy chosen remnant to divide;

    Sprinkled along the waste of years

    Full many a soft green isle appears:

Pause where we may upon the desert road,

Some shelter is in sight, some sacred safe abode.

When withering blasts of error swept the sky,

And Love's last flower seemed fain to droop and die,

    How sweet, how lone the ray benign

    On sheltered nooks of Palestine!

Then to his early home did Love repair,

And cheered his sickening heart with his own native air.

Years roll away: again the tide of crime

Has swept Thy footsteps from the favoured clime

    Where shall the holy Cross find rest?

    On a crowned monarch's mailed breast:

Like some bright angel o'er the darkling scene,

Through court and camp he holds his heavenward course serene.
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A fouler vision yet; an age of light,

Light without love, glares on the aching sight:

    Oh, who can tell how calm and sweet,

    Meek Walton, shows thy green retreat,

When wearied with the tale thy times disclose,

The eye first finds thee out in thy secure repose?

Thus bad and good their several warnings give

Of His approach, whom none may see and live:

    Faith's ear, with awful still delight,

    Counts them like minute-bells at night.

Keeping the heart awake till dawn of morn,

While to her funeral pile this aged world is borne.

But what are Heaven's alarms to hearts that cower

In wilful slumber, deepening every hour,

    That draw their curtains closer round,

    The nearer swells the trumpet's sound?

Lord, ere our trembling lamps sink down and die,

Touch us with chastening hand, and make us feel Thee nigh.
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Second Sunday In Advent

From The Christian Year: Thoughts in Verse for the Sundays and Holydays throughout the  
Year, 1827

And when these things begin to pass, then look up, and lift up your heads; for your 
redemption draweth night. St. Luke xxi. 28.

Not till the freezing blast is still,

Till freely leaps the sparkling rill,

And gales sweep soft from summer skies,

As o'er a sleeping infant's eyes

A mother's kiss; ere calls like these,

No sunny gleam awakes the trees,

Nor dare the tender flowerets show

Their bosoms to th' uncertain glow.

Why then, in sad and wintry time,

Her heavens all dark with doubt and crime,

Why lifts the Church her drooping head,

As though her evil hour were fled?

Is she less wise than leaves of spring,

Or birds that cower with folded wing?

What sees she in this lowering sky

To tempt her meditative eye?
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She has a charm, a word of fire,

A pledge of love that cannot tire;

By tempests, earthquakes, and by wars,

By rushing waves and falling stars,

By every sign her Lord foretold,

She sees the world is waxing old,

And through that last and direst storm

Descries by faith her Saviour's form.

Not surer does each tender gem,

Set in the fig-tree's polish'd stem,

Foreshow the summer season bland,

Than these dread signs Thy mighty hand:

But, oh, frail hearts, and spirits dark!

The season's flight unwarn'd we mark,

But miss the Judge behind the door,

For all the light of sacred lore:

Yet is He there; beneath our eaves

Each sound His wakeful ear receives:

Hush, idle words, and thoughts of ill,

Your Lord is listening: peace, be still.

Christ watches by a Christian's hearth,

Be silent, "vain deluding mirth,"

Till in thine alter'd voice be known

Somewhat of Resignation's tone.
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But chiefly ye should lift your gaze

Above the world's uncertain haze,

And look with calm unwavering eye

On the bright fields beyond the sky,

Ye, who your Lord's commission bear

His way of mercy to prepare:

Angels He calls ye: be your strife

To lead on earth an Angel's life.

Think not of rest; though dreams be sweet,

Start up, and ply your heavenward feet.

Is not God's oath upon your head,

Ne'er to sink back on slothful bed,

Never again your loans untie,

Nor let your torches waste and die,

Till, when the shadows thickest fall,

Ye hear your Master's midnight call?
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The Third Sunday In Advent

From The Christian Year: Thoughts in Verse for the Sundays and Holydays throughout the  
Year, 1827

What went ye out into the wilderness to see? A reed shaken with the wind? . . . But what 
went ye out for to see? A prophet? yea, I say unto you, and more than a prophet. St. 

Matthew xi. 7, 9.

    What went ye out to see

    O'er the rude sandy lea,

Where stately Jordan flows by many a palm,

    Or where Gennesaret's wave

    Delights the flowers to lave,

That o'er her western slope breathe airs of balm.

    All through the summer night,

    Those blossoms red and bright

Spread their soft breasts, unheeding, to the breeze,

    Like hermits watching still

    Around the sacred hill,

Where erst our Saviour watched upon His knees.

    The Paschal moon above

    Seems like a saint to rove,

Left shining in the world with Christ alone;

    Below, the lake's still face

    Sleeps sweetly in th' embrace
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Of mountains terrac'd high with mossy stone.

    Here may we sit, and dream

    Over the heavenly theme,

Till to our soul the former days return;

    Till on the grassy bed,

    Where thousands once He fed,

The world's incarnate Maker we discern.

    O cross no more the main,

    Wandering so will and vain,

To count the reeds that tremble in the wind,

    On listless dalliance bound,

    Like children gazing round,

Who on God's works no seal of Godhead find.

    Bask not in courtly bower,

    Or sun-bright hall of power,

Pass Babel quick, and seek the holy land -

    From robes of Tyrian dye

    Turn with undazzled eye

To Bethlehem's glade, or Carmel's haunted strand.

    Or choose thee out a cell

    In Kedron's storied dell,

Beside the springs of Love, that never die;

    Among the olives kneel

    The chill night-blast to feel,

And watch the Moon that saw thy Master's agony.
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    Then rise at dawn of day,

    And wind thy thoughtful way,

Where rested once the Temple's stately shade,

    With due feet tracing round

    The city's northern bound,

To th' other holy garden, where the Lord was laid.

    Who thus alternate see

    His death and victory,

Rising and falling as on angel wings,

    They, while they seem to roam,

    Draw daily nearer home,

Their heart untravell'd still adores the King of kings.

    Or, if at home they stay,

    Yet are they, day by day,

In spirit journeying through the glorious land,

    Not for light Fancy's reed,

    Nor Honour's purple meed,

Nor gifted Prophet's lore, nor Science' wondrous wand.

    But more than Prophet, more

    Than Angels can adore

With face unveiled, is He they go to seek:

    Blessed be God, Whose grace

    Shows Him in every place

To homeliest hearts of pilgrims pure and meek.
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Fourth Sunday In Advent

From The Christian Year: Thoughts in Verse for the Sundays and Holydays throughout the  
Year, 1827

The eyes of them that see shall not be dim, and the ears of them that hear shall hearken. 
Isaiah xxxii. 3

Of the bright things in earth and air

    How little can the heart embrace!

Soft shades and gleaming lights are there -

    I know it well, but cannot trace.

Mine eye unworthy seems to read

    One page of Nature's beauteous book;

It lies before me, fair outspread -

    I only cast a wishful look.

I cannot paint to Memory's eye

    The scene, the glance, I dearest love -

Unchanged themselves, in me they die,

    Or faint or false their shadows prove.

In vain, with dull and tuneless ear,

    I linger by soft Music's cell,

And in my heart of hearts would hear

    What to her own she deigns to tell.
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'Tis misty all, both sight and sound -

    I only know 'tis fair and sweet -

'Tis wandering on enchanted ground

    With dizzy brow and tottering feet.

But patience! there may come a time

    When these dull ears shall scan aright

Strains that outring Earth's drowsy chime,

    As Heaven outshines the taper's light.

These eyes, that dazzled now and weak,

    At glancing motes in sunshine wink.

Shall see the Kings full glory break,

    Nor from the blissful vision shrink:

In fearless love and hope uncloyed

    For ever on that ocean bright

Empowered to gaze; and undestroyed,

    Deeper and deeper plunge in light.

Though scarcely now their laggard glance

    Reach to an arrow's flight, that day

They shall behold, and not in trance,

    The region "very far away."

If Memory sometimes at our spell

    Refuse to speak, or speak amiss,

We shall not need her where we dwell

    Ever in sight of all our bliss.
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Meanwhile, if over sea or sky

    Some tender lights unnoticed fleet,

Or on loved features dawn and die,

    Unread, to us, their lesson sweet;

Yet are there saddening sights around,

    Which Heaven, in mercy, spares us too,

And we see far in holy ground,

    If duly purged our mental view.

The distant landscape draws not nigh

    For all our gazing; but the soul,

That upward looks, may still descry

    Nearer, each day, the brightening goal.

And thou, too curious ear, that fain

    Wouldst thread the maze of Harmony,

Content thee with one simple strain,

    The lowlier, sure, the worthier thee;

Till thou art duly trained, and taught

    The concord sweet of Love divine:

Then, with that inward Music fraught,

    For ever rise, and sing, and shine.
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Christmas Day

From The Christian Year: Thoughts in Verse for the Sundays and Holydays throughout the  
Year, 1827

And suddenly there was with the Angel a multitude of the heavenly host, praising God. 
St. Luke ii. 13.

        What sudden blaze of song

            Spreads o'er th' expanse of Heaven?

    In waves of light it thrills along,

            Th' angelic signal given -

    "Glory to God!" from yonder central fire

Flows out the echoing lay beyond the starry choir;

        Like circles widening round

            Upon a clear blue river,

    Orb after orb, the wondrous sound

            Is echoed on for ever:

    "Glory to God on high, on earth be peace,

And love towards men of love--salvation and release."

        Yet stay, before thou dare

            To join that festal throng;

    Listen and mark what gentle air

            First stirred the tide of song;

    'Tis not, "the Saviour born in David's home,

To Whom for power and health obedient worlds should come:" -
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        'Tis not, "the Christ the Lord:"

            With fixed adoring look

    The choir of Angels caught the word,

            Nor yet their silence broke:

    But when they heard the sign where Christ should be,

In sudden light they shone and heavenly harmony.

        Wrapped in His swaddling bands,

            And in His manger laid,

    The Hope and Glory of all lands

            Is come to the world's aid:

    No peaceful home upon his cradle smiled,

Guests rudely went and came, where slept the royal Child.

        But where Thou dwellest, Lord,

            No other thought should be,

    Once duly welcomed and adored,

            How should I part with Thee?

    Bethlehem must lose Thee soon, but Thou wilt grace

The single heart to be Thy sure abiding-place.

        Thee, on the bosom laid

            Of a pure virgin mind,

    In quiet ever, and in shade,

            Shepherd and sage may find;

    They, who have bowed untaught to Nature's sway,

And they, who follow Truth along her star-paved way.
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        The pastoral spirits first

            Approach Thee, Babe divine,

    For they in lowly thoughts are nursed,

            Meet for Thy lowly shrine:

    Sooner than they should miss where Thou dost dwell,

Angela from Heaven will stoop to guide them to Thy cell.

        Still, as the day comes round

            For Thee to be revealed,

    By wakeful shepherds Thou art found,

            Abiding in the field.

    All through the wintry heaven and chill night air,

In music and in light Thou dawnest on their prayer.

        O faint not ye for fear -

            What though your wandering sheep,

    Reckless of what they see and hear,

            Lie lost in wilful sleep?

    High Heaven in mercy to your sad annoy

Still greets you with glad tidings of immortal joy.

        Think on th' eternal home,

            The Saviour left for you;

    Think on the Lord most holy, come

            To dwell with hearts untrue:

    So shall ye tread untired His pastoral ways,

And in the darkness sing your carol of high praise.
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St. Stephen's Day

From The Christian Year: Thoughts in Verse for the Sundays and Holydays throughout the  
Year, 1827

He, being full of the Holy Ghost, looked up steadfastly into heaven, and saw the glory of 
God, and Jesus standing on the right hand of God. Acts vii. 55

As rays around the source of light

Stream upward ere he glow in sight,

And watching by his future flight

    Set the clear heavens on fire;

So on the King of Martyrs wait

Three chosen bands, in royal state,

And all earth owns, of good and great,

    Is gather'd in that choir.

One presses on, and welcomes death:

One calmly yields his willing breath,

Nor slow, nor hurrying, but in faith

    Content to die or live:

And some, the darlings of their Lord,

Play smiling with the flame and sword,

And, ere they speak, to His sure word

    Unconscious witness give.
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Foremost and nearest to His throne,

By perfect robes of triumph known,

And likest Him in look and tone,

    The holy Stephen kneels,

With stedfast gaze, as when the sky

Flew open to his fainting eye,

Which, like a fading lamp, flash'd high,

    Seeing what death conceals.

Well might you guess what vision bright

Was present to his raptured sight,

E'en as reflected streams of light

    Their solar source betray -

The glory which our God surrounds,

The Son of Man, the atoning wounds -

He sees them all; and earth's dull bounds

    Are melting fast away.

He sees them all--no other view

Could stamp the Saviour's likeness true,

Or with His love so deep embrue

    Man's sullen heart and gross -

"Jesus, do Thou my soul receive:

Jesu, do Thou my foes forgive;"

He who would learn that prayer must live

    Under the holy Cross.
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He, though he seem on earth to move,

Must glide in air like gentle dove,

From yon unclouded depths above

    Must draw his purer breath;

Till men behold his angel face

All radiant with celestial grace,

Martyr all o'er, and meet to trace

    The lines of Jesus' death.

Note: The Feast of St. Stephen is celebrated December 26.

See: Hymns to St Stephen at The Hymns and Carols of Christmas, 
http://www.hymnsandcarolsofchristmas.com/Hymns_and_Carols/Notes_On_Carols/hym
ns_to_st_stephen.htm 
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St. John's Day

From The Christian Year: Thoughts in Verse for the Sundays and Holydays throughout the  
Year, 1827

Peter seeing him, saith to Jesus, Lord, and what shall this man do? Jesus saith unto him, If 
I will that he tarry till I come, what is that to thee? follow thou Me. St. John xxi. 21, 22.

"Lord, and what shall this man do?"

    Ask'st thou, Christian, for thy friend?

If his love for Christ be true,

    Christ hath told thee of his end:

This is he whom God approves,

This is he whom Jesus loves.

Ask not of him more than this,

    Leave it in his Saviour's breast,

Whether, early called to bliss,

    He in youth shall find his rest,

Or armed in his station wait

Till his Lord be at the gate:

Whether in his lonely course

    (Lonely, not forlorn) he stay,

Or with Love's supporting force

    Cheat the toil, and cheer the way:

Leave it all in His high hand,

Who doth hearts as streams command.
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Gales from Heaven, if so He will,

    Sweeter melodies can wake

On the lonely mountain rill

    Than the meeting waters make.

Who hath the Father and the Son,

May be left, but not alone.

Sick or healthful, slave or free,

    Wealthy, or despised and poor -

What is that to him or thee,

    So his love to Christ endure?

When the shore is won at last,

Who will count the billows past?

Only, since our souls will shrink

    At the touch of natural grief,

When our earthly loved ones sink,

    Lend us, Lord, Thy sure relief;

Patient hearts, their pain to see,

And Thy grace, to follow Thee.

Note: The Feast of St. John is celebrated December 27.

See: Hymns To St. John The Evangelist at The Hymns and Carols of Christmas, 
http://www.hymnsandcarolsofchristmas.com/Hymns_and_Carols/Notes_On_Carols/hym
ns_to_st_john_the_evangelist.htm 
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The Holy Innocents

From The Christian Year: Thoughts in Verse for the Sundays and Holydays throughout the  
Year, 1827

These were redeemed from among men, being the firstfruits unto God and to the Lamb. 
Rev. xiv. 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?
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    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.
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    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.

Note: The Feast of the Holy Innocents is celebrated December 28.

See: The Hymns Of The Holy Innocents at The Hymns and Carols of Christmas, 
http://www.hymnsandcarolsofchristmas.com/Hymns_and_Carols/Notes_On_Carols/hym
ns_of_the_holy_innocents.htm 
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First Sunday After Christmas

From The Christian Year: Thoughts in Verse for the Sundays and Holydays throughout the  
Year, 1827

So the sun returned ten degrees, by which degrees it was gone down. 
Isaiah xxxviii. 8; compare Josh. x. 13.

    'Tis true, of old the unchanging sun

    His daily course refused to run,

        The pale moon hurrying to the west

    Paused at a mortal's call, to aid

    The avenging storm of war, that laid

Seven guilty realms at once on earth's defiled breast.

    But can it be, one suppliant tear

    Should stay the ever-moving sphere?

        A sick man's lowly-breathed sigh,

    When from the world he turns away,

    And hides his weary eyes to pray,

Should change your mystic dance, ye wanderers of the sky?

    We too, O Lord, would fain command,

    As then, Thy wonder-working hand,

        And backward force the waves of Time,

    That now so swift and silent bear

    Our restless bark from year to year;

Help us to pause and mourn to Thee our tale of crime.
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    Bright hopes, that erst the bosom warmed,

    And vows, too pure to be performed,

        And prayers blown wide by gales of care; -

    These, and such faint half-waking dreams,

    Like stormy lights on mountain streams,

Wavering and broken all, athwart the conscience glare.

    How shall we 'scape the o'erwhelming Past?

    Can spirits broken, joys o'ercast,

        And eyes that never more may smile: -

    Can these th' avenging bolt delay,

    Or win us back one little day

The bitterness of death to soften and beguile?

    Father and Lover of our souls!

    Though darkly round Thine anger rolls,

        Thy sunshine smiles beneath the gloom,

    Thou seek'st to warn us, not confound,

    Thy showers would pierce the hardened ground

And win it to give out its brightness and perfume.

    Thou smil'st on us in wrath, and we,

    E'en in remorse, would smile on Thee,

        The tears that bathe our offered hearts,

    We would not have them stained and dim,

    But dropped from wings of seraphim,

All glowing with the light accepted love imparts.
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    Time's waters will not ebb, nor stay;

    Power cannot change them, but Love may;

        What cannot be, Love counts it done.

    Deep in the heart, her searching view

    Can read where Faith is fixed and true,

Through shades of setting life can see Heaven's work begun.

    O Thou, who keep'st the Key of Love,

    Open Thy fount, eternal Dove,

        And overflow this heart of mine,

    Enlarging as it fills with Thee,

    Till in one blaze of charity

Care and remorse are lost, like motes in light divine;

    Till as each moment wafts us higher,

    By every gush of pure desire,

        And high-breathed hope of joys above,

    By every secret sigh we heave,

    Whole years of folly we outlive,

In His unerring sight, who measures Life by Love.
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The Circumcision of Christ

From The Christian Year: Thoughts in Verse for the Sundays and Holydays throughout the  
Year, 1827

In whom also ye are circumcised with the circumcision made without hands. Coloss. ii. 11.

    The year begins with Thee,

    And Thou beginn'st with woe,

To let the world of sinners see

    That blood for sin must flow.

    Thine infant cries, O Lord,

    Thy tears upon the breast,

Are not enough--the legal sword

    Must do its stern behest.

    Like sacrificial wine

    Poured on a victim's head

Are those few precious drops of Thine,

    Now first to offering led.

    They are the pledge and seal

    Of Christ's unswerving faith

Given to His Sire, our souls to heal,

    Although it cost His death.
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    They to His Church of old,

    To each true Jewish heart,

In Gospel graces manifold

    Communion blest impart.

    Now of Thy love we deem

    As of an ocean vast,

Mounting in tides against the stream

    Of ages gone and past.

    Both theirs and ours Thou art,

    As we and they are Thine;

Kings, Prophets, Patriarchs--all have part

    Along the sacred line.

    By blood and water too

    God's mark is set on Thee,

That in Thee every faithful view

    Both covenants might see.

    O bond of union, dear

    And strong as is Thy grace!

Saints, parted by a thousand year,

    May thus in heart embrace.

    Is there a mourner true,

    Who fallen on faithless days,

Sighs for the heart-consoling view

    Of those Heaven deigned to praise?
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    In spirit may'st thou meet

    With faithful Abraham here,

Whom soon in Eden thou shalt greet

    A nursing Father dear.

    Would'st thou a poet be?

    And would thy dull heart fain

Borrow of Israel's minstrelsy

    One high enraptured strain?

    Come here thy soul to tune,

    Here set thy feeble chant,

Here, if at all beneath the moon,

    Is holy David's haunt.

    Art thou a child of tears,

    Cradled in care and woe?

And seems it hard, thy vernal years

    Few vernal joys can show?

    And fall the sounds of mirth

    Sad on thy lonely heart,

From all the hopes and charms of earth

    Untimely called to part?

    Look here, and hold thy peace:

    The Giver of all good

E'en from the womb takes no release

    From suffering, tears, and blood.
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    If thou would'st reap in love,

    First sow in holy fear:

So life a winter's morn may prove

    To a bright endless year.

Note: The Feast of the Circumcision of Christ is celebrated January 1.
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Second Sunday After Christmas

From The Christian Year: Thoughts in Verse for the Sundays and Holydays throughout the  
Year, 1827

When the poor and needy seek water, and there is none, and their tongue faileth for thirst, 
I the Lord will hear them, I the God of Israel will not forsake them. Isaiah, xli. 17.

And wilt thou hear the fevered heart

    To Thee in silence cry?

And as th' inconstant wildfires dart

    Out of the restless eye,

Wilt thou forgive the wayward though

By kindly woes yet half untaught

A Saviours right, so dearly bought,

    That Hope should never die?

Thou wilt: for many a languid prayer

    Has reached Thee from the wild,

Since the lorn mother, wandering there,

    Cast down her fainting child,

Then stole apart to weep and die,

Nor knew an angel form was nigh,

To show soft waters gushing by,

    And dewy shadows mild.
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Thou wilt--for Thou art Israel's God,

    And Thine unwearied arm

Is ready yet with Moses' rod,

    The hidden rill to charm

Out of the dry unfathomed deep

Of sands, that lie in lifeless sleep,

Save when the scorching whirlwinds heap

    Their waves in rude alarm.

These moments of wild wrath are Thine -

    Thine, too, the drearier hour

When o'er th' horizon's silent line

    Fond hopeless fancies cower,

And on the traveller's listless way

Rises and sets th' unchanging day,

No cloud in heaven to slake its ray,

    On earth no sheltering bower.

Thou wilt be there, and not forsake,

    To turn the bitter pool

Into a bright and breezy lake,

    This throbbing brow to cool:

Till loft awhile with Thee alone

The wilful heart be fain to own

That He, by whom our bright hours shone,

    Our darkness best may rule.
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The scent of water far away

    Upon the breeze is flung;

The desert pelican to-day

    Securely leaves her young,

Reproving thankless man, who fears

To journey on a few lone years,

Where on the sand Thy step appears,

    Thy crown in sight is hung.

Thou, who did sit on Jacob's well

    The weary hour of noon,

The languid pulses Thou canst tell,

    The nerveless spirit tune.

Thou from Whose cross in anguish burst

The cry that owned Thy dying thirst,

To Thee we turn, our Last and First,

    Our Sun and soothing Moon.

From darkness, here, and dreariness

    We ask not full repose,

Only be Thou at hand, to bless

    Our trial hour of woes.

Is not the pilgrim's toil o'erpaid

By the clear rill and palmy shade?

And see we not, up Earth's dark glade,

The gate of Heaven unclose?
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The Epiphany

From The Christian Year: Thoughts in Verse for the Sundays and Holydays throughout the  
Year, 1827

And lo, the star, which they saw in the east, went before them, till it came and stood over 
where the young Child was. When they saw the star, they rejoiced with exceeding great 

joy. St. Matthew ii. 9, 10.

Star of the East, how sweet art Thou,

    Seen in life's early morning sky,

Ere yet a cloud has dimmed the brow,

    While yet we gaze with childish eye;

When father, mother, nursing friend,

    Most dearly loved, and loving best,

First bid us from their arms ascend,

    Pointing to Thee, in Thy sure rest.

Too soon the glare of earthly day

    Buries, to us, Thy brightness keen,

And we are left to find our way

    By faith and hope in Thee unseen.

What matter? if the waymarks sure

    On every side are round us set,

Soon overleaped, but not obscure?

    'Tis ours to mark them or forget.
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What matter? if in calm old age

    Our childhood's star again arise,

Crowning our lonely pilgrimage

    With all that cheers a wanderer's eyes?

Ne'er may we lose it from our sight,

    Till all our hopes and thoughts are led

To where it stays its lucid flight

    Over our Saviour's lowly bed.

There, swathed in humblest poverty,

    On Chastity's meek lap enshrined,

With breathless Reverence waiting by,

    When we our Sovereign Master find,

Will not the long-forgotten glow

    Of mingled joy and awe return,

When stars above or flowers below

    First made our infant spirits burn?

Look on us, Lord, and take our parts

    E'en on Thy throne of purity!

From these our proud yet grovelling hearts

    Hide not Thy mild forgiving eye.

Did not the Gentile Church find grace,

    Our mother dear, this favoured day?

With gold and myrrh she sought Thy face;

    Nor didst Thou turn Thy face away.
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She too, in earlier, purer days,

    Had watched thee gleaming faint and far -

But wandering in self-chosen ways

    She lost Thee quite, Thou lovely star.

Yet had her Father's finger turned

    To Thee her first inquiring glance:

The deeper shame within her burned,

    When wakened from her wilful trance.

Behold, her wisest throng Thy gate,

    Their richest, sweetest, purest store,

(Yet owned too worthless and too late,)

    They lavish on Thy cottage-floor.

They give their best--O tenfold shame

    On us their fallen progeny,

Who sacrifice the blind and lame -

    Who will not wake or fast with Thee!

Note: The Feast of the Epiphany is celebrated January 6.
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Part 2:
Lyra Innocentium: Thoughts in Verse on Christian Children,  

Their Ways, and Their Privileges. 
New York: Stanford and Swords, 1850.

For Circumcision

Sickness in the Cradle

From Lyra Innocentium: Thoughts in Verse on Christian Children, Their Ways, and Their  
Privileges. New York: Stanford and Swords, 1850, pp. 62-63.

    " A CHRISTIAN child in pain ! 

        O sad amazing thought ! 

    A babe elect and born again, 

        With blood of JESUS bought, 

    That never yet knew dream of sin, 

    Nor throb of pride, nor will unclean ; 

    Yet faint with fever see him lie, 

Or in strong grasp of sinners' agony !" 

    O, mother fond and wild, 

        Stay the complaining word ! 

    What wouldst thou have ? Thy suffering child 

        Is as his Saviour Lord. 

    Or ever eight brief days have flown, 

    He, the unstain'd, must make His moan, 

    Must taste the sacrificial knife, 

Must to the Cross devote the tender life. 
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    Behold, the Virgin blest 

        Calls on her Babe to wake 

    From His sweet slumber on her breast ; 

        How should her heart not ache ? 

    From her pure bosom, where all night 

    He softly slept, that Maiden bright 

    Resigns her Well-beloved at morn 

To shed His blood ; for therefore was He born. 

    Pierc'd is her heart, yet still : 

        For why ? that Mother's love 

    Is one with His Almighty will, 

        Chang'd by the o'ershadowing Dove. 

    O freely then your treasures yield, 

    With the dread Cross so lately seal'd, 

    Yield to the chastenings of th' Unseen, 

The Saviour's Presence-tokens, sweet as keen. 

Note: The Feast of the Circumcision of Christ is celebrated January 1.
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For St. Stephen

The Saint's Infancy

From Lyra Innocentium: Thoughts in Verse on Christian Children, Their Ways, and Their  
Privileges. New York: Stanford and Swords, 1850, pp. 69-71.

" And all that sat in the council, looking steadfastly on him, saw his face as it had been the 
face of an Angel." 

WHERE is the brow to bear in mortals' sight 

    The Crown of pure angelic Light ? 

        And where the favoured eye 

Through the dim air the radiance to descry ? 

    An infant on its mother smiling, 

    Wash'd from the world and sin's defiling, 

    And to Faith's arm restored, while yet 

    With the blest dew its cheeks are wet. 

There Christ hath sworn seraphic Light shall be, 

    There eyes, the Light to see. 

He who vouchsafed to kindle that pure glow 

Will feed it day and night, we know, 

By duteous fear of sin 

Fann'd into flame the virgin heart within, 

Till once again at Angels' warning 

Heaven-gates shall part as clouds of morning, 

And the confirming Spirit pour 

His glory where young hearts adore : 
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There is Heaven's Light ; there, if true Pastors be, 

Are eyes, the Light to see. 

And what if there some favoured one should kneel, 

Whom in His time the Lord will seal, 

High in the Mount to draw 

Light uncorrupt from His pure fontal Law, 

Then 'mid his brethren bear unknowing 

The lustre keen within him glowing, 

But veil it, when he feels their gaze, 

As Moses veil'd the Sinai rays ? 

Blest, who so shines : and blest the thoughtful few, 

Who see that brightness true. 

Wouldst thou the tide of grace should higher flow, 

The angelic ray more glorious show ? 

Wait for His trial hour, 

His willing Saints in His dread day of Power. 

Ever as earth's wild war-cries heighten, 

The Cross upon the brow will brighten, 

Till on the very scorner's gaze 

Break forth the Heaven-reflecting rays, 

Strange awful charms the unwilling eye compel 

On the Saints' Light to dwell. 

Yes strive, thou world, in thy rash tyrant-mood, 

To slake that burning Cross in blood : 

It will but brighter burn, 

As martyrs' eyes near and more near discern 

Where on the Father's right hand beaming, 

Light upon Light in glory streaming, 

The Saviour, felt, not seen, in life, 

Deigns to be seen in that last strife, 
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And Angels hail, approaching to the shore, 

Rays like their own, and more. 

Who knows but maiden mild or smiling boy, 

Our own entrusted care and joy, 

By His electing grace 

May with His martyrs find their glorious place ? 

O hope, for prayer too bold and thrilling, 

O bliss, to aid its high fulfilling ! 

O woe and wrong, O tenfold shame, 

To mar or damp the angelic flame ! 

To draw His soldiers backward from the Cross ! 

Woe and eternal loss ! 

See: Hymns to St Stephen at The Hymns and Carols of Christmas, 
http://www.hymnsandcarolsofchristmas.com/Hymns_and_Carols/Notes_On_Carols/hym
ns_to_st_stephen.htm 
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Fourth Sunday in Advent

Danger of Praise

From Lyra Innocentium: Thoughts in Verse on Christian Children, Their Ways, and Their  
Privileges. New York: Stanford and Swords, 1850, pp. 104-105.

" And he confessed, and denied not ; but confessed, I am not the Christ.” 

WHEN mortals praise thee, hide thine eyes, 

Nor in thy Master's wrong 

Take to thyself His crown and prize ; 

Yet more in heart than tongue. 

None holier than the Desert Priest 

Beneath the Law's dim sky, 

Yet in Heaven's kingdom with the least, 

We read, he might not vie. 

No member, yet, of Christ the Son, 

No gospel Prophet he ; 

Only a voice from out the Throne 

Of dread yet blest decree. 

If he confessed, nor dared deny, , 

Woe to that Christian's heart, 

Who in man's praise would walk on high, 

And steal his Saviour's part ! 

And ah ! to him what tenfold woe, 

Who hides so well his sin, 

Through earth he seems a saint to go, 
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Yet dies impure within ! 

Pray we our Lord, one pang to send 

Of deep remorseful fear 

For every smile of partial friend. 

Praise be our Penance here ! 
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Advent Sunday 

Autumn Buds

From Lyra Innocentium: Thoughts in Verse on Christian Children, Their Ways, and Their  
Privileges. New York: Stanford and Swords, 1850, pp. 203-204.

“The children crying in the Temple, Hosanna to the Son of David." 

How fast these autumn leaves decay ! 

But nearer view the naked spray, 

And many a bud thine eye will meet 

Prepared with ready smile to greet 

The showers and gleams of spring. 

Such buds of hope are Advent hours : 

Ere the Old Year its leaves and flowers 

Have shed, the New in promise lives ; 

Christmas afar glad token gives, 

Soft carols faintly ring. 

So when our Lord in meekness rode 

Where few save wintry hearts abode, 

Each leaf on Judah's sacred tree 

Was withered, wan, and foul to see, 

Touched by the frost-wind's wing. 

Yet lurk'd there tender gems beneath, 

Ere long to bloom in glorious wreath. 

While Priest and Scribe looked on and frowned, 

His little ones came chanting round 

Hosanna to their King. 
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Third Sunday in Advent 

The Oak

From Lyra Innocentium: Thoughts in Verse on Christian Children, Their Ways, and Their  
Privileges. New York: Stanford and Swords, 1850, pp. 205-206.

" What went ye out into the wilderness to see ? A reed shaken with the rind ?" 

COME take a woodland walk with me, 

And mark the rugged old Oak Tree, 

How steadily his arm he flings 

Where from the bank the fresh rill springs, 

And points the waters' silent way 

Down the wild maze of reed and spray. 

Two furlongs on they glide unseen, 

Known only by the livelier green. 

There stands he, in each time and tide, 

The new-born streamlet's guard and guide. 

To him spring shower and summer sun, 

Brown autumn, winter's sleet, are one. 

But firmest in the bleakest hour 

He holds his root in faith and power, 

The splinter'd bark, his girdle stern, 

His robe, grey moss and mountain fern. 

Mark's! thou in him no token true 

Of heaven's own Priests, both old and new ? 

In penitential garb austere 
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Fix'd in the wild, from year to year 

The lessons of stern love to teach, 

To penitents and children preach, 

Bold words and eager glances stay, 

And gently level JESUS' way ? 
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St. Joseph

" He called His Name JESUS." 

From Lyra Innocentium: Thoughts in Verse on Christian Children, Their Ways, and Their  
Privileges. New York: Stanford and Swords, 1850, pp. 239-242.

    THE glorious Sun at morn 

Draws round him a soft screen, 

Clear haze, of light and moisture born ; 

So are the bright forms seen, 

    His royal cradle round 

Standing in meet array, 

Clouds of all hues, not wholly drowned 

In dazzling floods of day. 

    Thou temperest, Lord, the rays 

Which in thy manger burn, 

Till Faith in that deep glory-blaze 

Dim shapes of earth discern : 

    The spotless Mother, first 

Of creatures : His mild eye, 

O favoured ! who her travail nursed, 

And Thy dread infancy. 

    Him o'er Thee lowly bent, 

Or meekly waiting nigh, 

Or on some homely task intent, 

Yet conscious who is by, 

    Or on the journey wild, 
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With duteous staff in hand, 

Guiding the Mother and the Child 

Across the sea of sand, 

    Thy Church in memory views ; 

Nor can her babes aright 

On Bethlehem or on Nazareth muse, 

But he is still in sight. 

    O balm to lonely hearts, 

Who childless or bereft, 

Yet round the cradle find their parts, 

Their place and portion left 

    In bowers of home delight : 

Yet may they draw full near, 

And in the treasure claim their right, 

Their share of smile and tear, 

    Of thrilling joys and cares. 

" Father in God :" who knows 

How near it brings us, unawares, 

To true parental throes ? 

    Mightier perchance may prove 

The lore the Font imparts 

To strangers, than all yearning love 

In heathen Mothers' hearts. 

    Whom JESUS Father owned, 1

Though childless to our eyes, 

Doubt not, his soul was higher toned 

To parents' sympathies, 

    Than sires on earth may know : 

And when His Octave came, 

1. Note from Rev. Keble: St. Luke ii. 48, 49. 
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He o'er the Lord did first below 

Speak the Most Holy Name. 

    Wherefore in chorus kind 

Of household jubilee, 

Name thou his name with willing mind, 

Who spake Christ's Name o'er thee. 

    And when at holy tide, 

Along the Church-way borne 

Thou seest how babes in triumph ride 

On arms by rude toil worn ; 

    Or mark'st, how well agree, 

Both leading and both led, 

Grey Poverty and childish Glee ; 

Leave not His lore unread : 

    Then of Saint Joseph think, 

And of his dread Nurse-Child. 

Let eyes, that day, from evil shrink, 

And hearts be undefiled. 
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Christmas Eve : Vespers

From Lyra Innocentium: Thoughts in Verse on Christian Children, Their Ways, and Their  
Privileges. New York: Stanford and Swords, 1850, pp. 311-313.

    " If it bear fruit, well : if not, then after that Thou shalt cut it down. 

THE duteous sun hath ceased to keep 

    The vigil of His wondrous birth, 

Who in few hours, while sinners sleep. 

    Shall dawn on thankless earth. 

The sun is set, the stars begin 

    Their stations in His watch on high, 

As once around that Bethlehem inn ; 

    The vesper hour is nigh. 

A little maid with eager gaze 

    Comes hurrying to the House of Prayer, 

Shaping in heart a wild green maze 

    Of woodland branches there. 

One look, a cloud comes o'er her dream : 

    No burnished leaves, so fresh and clear, 

No berries with their ripe red gleam : 

    " There is no Christmas here." 
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What if that little maiden's Lord, 

    The awful Child on Mary's knee, 

Even now take up the accusing word : 

    " No Christmas here I see. 

" Where are the fruits I yearly seek, 

    As holy seasons pass away, 

Eyes turned from ill, lips pure and meek, 

    A heart that strives to pray ? 

" Where are the glad and artless smiles. 

    Like clustering hollies, seen afar 

At eve along the o'ershaded aisles, 

    With the first twilight star ?" 

Spare, gracious Saviour, me and mine : 

    Our tardy vows in mercy hear, 

While on our watch the cold skies shine 

    Of the departing year. 

Ere we again that glimmering view, 

    Cleansed be our hearts and lowly laid ; 

The unfruitful plant do Thou renew, 

    And all beneath its shade. 

By winter frosts and summer heats, 

    By prunings sharp and waterings mild, 

Keen airs of Lent, and Easter sweets, 

    Tame Thou the sour and wild. 
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And dare we ask for one year more ? 

    Yea, there is hope : One waits on high 

To tell our contrite yearnings o'er, 

    And each adoring sigh. 

If He in Heaven repeat our vow, 

    We copying here His pure dread Will, 

O dream of joy ! the withered bough 

    May blush with fruitage still.

Note: One of the seven periods of daily prayer, Vespers is  observed in the evening; 
traditionally, it was observed at 6 pm. or at sunset.
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Christmas Eve : Compline

From Lyra Innocentium: Thoughts in Verse on Christian Children, Their Ways, and Their  
Privileges. New York: Stanford and Swords, 1850, pp. 314-317.

" Rejoice in the Lord alway." 

        REJOICE in God alway, 

            With stars in Heaven rejoice, 

        Ere dawn of Christ's own day 

            Lift up each little voice. 

        Look up with pure glad eye, 

        And count those lamps on high. 

    Nay, who may count them ? on our gaze 

They from their deeps come out in ever widening maze. 

        Each in his stand aloof 

            Prepares his keenest beam, 

        Upon that hovel roof, 

            In at that door, to stream, 

        Where meekly waits her time 

        The whole earth's Flower and Prime : 

    Where in few hours the Eternal One 

Will make a clear new day, rising before the sun. 
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        Rejoice in God alway, 

            With each green leaf rejoice, 

        Of berries on each spray 

            The brightest be your choice. 

        From bower and mountain lone 

        The autumnal hues are gone, 

    Yet gay shall be our Christmas wreath, 

The glistening beads above, the burnished leaves beneath. 

        Such garland grave and fair 

            His Church to-day adorns.- 

        And mark it well even there* 

            He wears His crown of thorns. 

        Should aught profane draw near, 

        Full many a guardian spear 

    Is set around, of power to go 

Deep in the reckless hand, and stay the grasping Foe. 

        Rejoice in God alway, 

            With Powers rejoice on high, 

        Who now with glad array 

            Are gathering in the sky, 

        His cradle to attend, 

        And there all lowly bend. 

But half so low as He hath bowed 

Did never highest Angel stoop from brightest cloud. 
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        Rejoice in God alway, 

            All creatures, bird and beast, 

        Rejoice, again I say, 

            His mightiest and His least ; 

        From ox and ass that wait 

        Here on His poor estate, 

    To the four living Powers, decreed 

A thousand ways at once His awful car to speed. 

        Rejoice in God alway : 

            With Saints in Paradise 

        Your midnight service say, 

            For vigil glad arise. 

        Even they in their calm bowers 

        Too tardy find the hours 

    Till He reveal the wondrous Birth : 

How must we look and long, chained here to sin and earth ! 

        Ye babes, to JESUS dear, 

            Rejoice in Him alway. 

        Ye whom He bade draw near, 

            O'er whom He loved to pray, 

        Wake and lift up the head 

        Each in his quiet bed. 

    Listen : His voice the night-wind brings : 

He in your cradles lies, He in our carols sings. 

Note: One of the seven periods of daily prayer, Compline is  the last prayer of the day; 
traditionally, it was observed at 9 pm. or at “dark.” 
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Christmas Day

From Lyra Innocentium: Thoughts in Verse on Christian Children, Their Ways, and Their  
Privileges. New York: Stanford and Swords, 1850, pp. 318-320.

(While waiting on an Infant at home.)

" Behold, I and the children which God hath given me."

    THOU, who didst choose thine awful room 

    Within the undefiled womb, 

    The bridal chamber, where our God 

    For spousals high made brief abode, 

    High spousals, evermore to bind 

    The Godhead with our fallen kind : 

    Now while the o'erarching clouds among 

    Echoes the Angels' matin song, 

        While, heart and hand, 

        In every land 

    The Saints their sacrifice prepare 

The Cradle to adore of Heaven's dread Heir, 

    Behold where in the silent shade 

Thy slumbering little ones till matin prime are laid. 
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    Soon will a thousand bells ring out, 

    A thousand roofs the choral shout 

    Prolong, where Kings with Shepherds meet 

    His manger with their gifts to greet. 

    What shall we do, mine infant dear, 

    Who may not those glad anthems hear ? 

    How shall we serve Him, thou and I, 

    Far from that glorious company ? 

        Thou smil'st in sleep : 

        Who knows how deep 

    The dream of joy that smile denotes ? 

Mild as the summer lightning, see, it floats, 

    As if, the new-born Spirit o'er, 

Came voices low from where departed babes adore. 

    Such is thy silent Liturgy, 

    But what is ours who wait on thee ? 

    We offer thee to Him, this hour, 

    Who in like slumber veil'd His power : 

    Thy cradle with its hopes and fears, 

    Thy May-day smiles and April tears, 

Whate'er thou hast, whate'er thou art, 

    Howe'er thy mother's dreaming heart 

        Shapes thy bright doom 

        In years to come ; 

    All with that offering would we blend, 

Which Saints on earth to Angel hands commend 

    To bear on high, this favoured day, 

And on the sovereign Babe's unquenched altar lay. 
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    Mysterious are these smiles of thine ; 

    But of that Face, the Godhead's shrine, 

    Those holy lips, that awful brow, 

    Nor Angel then nor Prophet now 

    Might truly deem ; none trace aright 

    Those hoverings of supernal light. 

    No more to sight, in earth or heaven, 

    Shall the Eternal Child be given, 

        But, Infant dear, 

        Unveiled and clear, 

    Thou shalt behold Him as He died,

Thine eye shall gaze upon the Crucified : 

    In mercy may He meet thy gaze, 

And all the joy fulfil of all His bright glad days ! 
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The Epiphany

From Lyra Innocentium: Thoughts in Verse on Christian Children, Their Ways, and Their  
Privileges. New York: Stanford and Swords, 1850, pp. 321-323.

" They saw the young Child with Mary His Mother, and when they had
opened their treasures, they presented unto Him gifts." 

How gaily seems the sun to rise

    On christening days and days of birth, 

Whether he smile in summer skies, 

    Or faintly warm the wintry earth ! 

Bright are the dreams he drives away, 

And bright the promise of that day. 

All charms, all gifts of Love are there, 

Love breathes in all the fragrant air. 

Oh haste we then to-day to greet 

    Him who is born our glorious King : 

Of gold and myrrh and incense sweet 

    Your treasures to His cradle bring.

The Virgin Mother waiting by 

Your offering scans with earnest eye, 

Angels and Saints with jealous heed 

Watch if you bring your best indeed. 
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And He, the Holiest, Humblest One, 

    Making as though He could not see, 

Yet is His Eye all hearts upon. 

    O may He find some good in me ! 

A poor, weak, wayward soul is mine, 

Yet own I, Lord, Thy saving sign. 

Thou seest me daily, how before 

Thy gracious footsteps I adore. 

Fain would I there my stores unfold, 

    And of the gifts Thy Love hath given 

One heart restore of virgin gold, 

    One prayer, like incense, seeking Heaven, 

One drop of penitential Love, 

Fragrant and dear to God above, 

Yet bitter in the mouth as gall, 

Fain would I bring Thee : 'tis mine all. 

O blessed, who with eyes so pure 

    Have watched Thy cradle day by day, 

Thy look may in their hearts endure, 

    Brightening their dim and weary way ! 

Blest, whom sweet thoughts of Christmas tide 

Through all the year may guard and guide, 

As on those sages journeying smiled 

In dreams the Mother and the Child. 

Note: The Feast of the Epiphany is celebrated January 6.

Page 61 of 65



What Sudden Blaze of Song

The Purification

From Lyra Innocentium: Thoughts in Verse on Christian Children, Their Ways, and Their  
Privileges. New York: Stanford and Swords, 1850, pp. 324-327.

" The time of the singing of birds is come, and the voice of the turtle is heard in our land." 

WHAT buds, what fragrant flowers are here !

Not yet are Christmas garlands sere,

The stern bleak months that lead the year

    Are frowning still,

Yet forth they come, no stay, no fear,

    And bloom at will. 

Each nodding violet spray beneath

What troops of tender nurslings breathe,

Close set as gems in bridal wreath !

    April's last day

No richer gift did e'er bequeath

    To brightening May. 

The snowdrops round the cottage door

Are twinkling gay by tens and more,

The merry children on the floor

    As gay within :

The birds tell out their vernal lore

    With joyous din. 
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As they prevent the matin prime,

So, might it seem, sweet nature's chime

Rings out, to greet the holy time.

    Heaven's softest airs

Wait on the Maid who now shall climb

    The Temple stairs. 

Pure from her undefiled throes,

Her virgin matron arms inclose

The only Gift the wide earth knows

    Not all unmeet

For the dread place where now she goes,

    His mercy-seat. 

See the Redeemer on His way

Himself to be redeemed to-day :

In humblest meekness see her lay

    Before the shrine

Such offerings as poor matrons pay,

    Want's lowly sign. 

But soon the untimely vernal gleam

Must fade away like morning dream,

And ill winds blow, and cold mists stream

    On flower and leaf :

So with the glad prophetic dream

    Come tones of grief. 
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" The sword shall pierce thy very soul.'

As on some gay glad hour might toll

The funeral knell, or thunders roll

    O'er summer night,

So did that word thy joy controul,

    Thou Virgin bright ! 

Then, poor and orphan'd though I prove,

Yet would I praise Thee, Lord, and love,

And learn of Mary's spotless Dove,

    With meanings meek,

And soft wing gliding high above,

    Thy Face to seek.

Note: The Feast of the Presentation in the Temple is celebrated February 2.

Here Ends

What Sudden Blaze Of Song
The Christmas Poems Of John Keble
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