
Good King Wenceslas look’d out,
    On the Feast of Stephen;
When the snow lay round about,
    Deep, and crisp, and even:
Brightly shone the moon that night,
    Though the frost was cruel,
When a poor man came in sight,
    Gath’ring winter fuel.
“Hither page and stand by me,
    If thou know’st it, telling,
Yonder peasant, who is he?
    Where and what his dwelling?”
“Sire, he lives a good league hence.
    Underneath the mountain;
Right against the forest fence,
    By Saint Agnes’ fountain.”
“Bring me flesh,and bring me wine,
    Bring me pine-logs hither:
Thouand I will see him dine,
    When we bear them thither.”
Page and monarch forth they went,
    Forth they went together;
Through the rudewind’s wild lament,
    And the bitter weather.
“Sire, the night is darker now,
    And the wind blows stronger;
Fails my heart, I know now how,
    I can go no longer.”
“Mark my footsteps, good my page;
    Tread thou in them boldly;
Thou shalt find the winter’s rage
    Freeze thy blood less coldly.”
In his master’s steps he trod,
    Where the snow lay dinted;
Heat was in the very sod
    Which the Saint had printed.
Therefore, Christian men, be sure,
    Wealth or rank possessing,
Ye who now will bless the poor,
    Shall yourselves find blessing.

Good King Wenceslas
BY JOHN MASON NEALE



I heard the bells on Christmas Day
Their old, familiar carols play,
    And wild and sweet
    The words repeat 
Of peace on earth, good-will to men!
 
And thought how, as the day had come,
The belfries of all Christendom
    Had rolled along
    The unbroken song
Of peace on earth, good-will to men!
 
Till ringing, singing on its way,
The world revolved from night to day,
    A voice, a chime,
    A chant sublime 
Of peace on earth, good-will to men!
 
Then from each black, accursed mouth
The cannon thundered in the South,
    And with the sound 
    The carols drowned
Of peace on earth, good-will to men! 
 
It was as if an earthquake rent
The hearth-stones of a continent,
    And made forlorn
    The households born
Of peace on earth, good-will to men!
 
And in despair I bowed my head;
"There is no peace on earth," I said;
    "For hate is strong,
    And mocks the song 
Of peace on earth, good-will to men!"
 
Then pealed the bells more loud and deep:
"God is not dead, nor doth He sleep;
    The Wrong shall fail,
    The Right prevail,
With peace on earth, good-will to men."

Christmas Bells
By Henry Wadsworth Longfellow



Christmas hath a 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.
 
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.

Christmas Eve
By Christina Rossetti



In a large bowl, whisk together flour, cocoa powder, salt,
and baking powder.
In a mixing bowl, cream together butter and sugar until
fluffy. Add eggs, one at a time, and then vanilla.
Slowly add flour mixture and beat just until combined.
Remove dough from bowl to waxed paper or plastic
wrap. Shape into a square, wrap tightly in plastic wrap,
and refrigerate for at least 2 hours to overnight.
Preheat oven to 350 degrees. Line baking sheet with
parchment paper.
Roll out dough to ¼ inch thickness and cut using cookie
cutter. Place on baking sheet.
Bake for 9 to 11 minutes until edges are set. Allow to cool
on baking sheet for 10 minutes before transferring to
cooling rack.
Cool completely before decorating as desired.

For cookies:
3 cups all-purpose flour
⅔ cup unsweetened cocoa powder 
½ teaspoon salt
1 teaspoon baking powder
1 cup unsalted butter, room temperature
1 ½ cup sugar
2 eggs
2 teaspoon vanilla extract
 
 

Chocolate 

Gingerbread Cookies


