
Thought for the day 
 

Monday 27 April 

Commemoration of Christina Rossetti 1830-1894, poet 

 

Today the Church of England commemorates Christina Rossetti, poet of the late 19th century. 

If you do not recognise her name you will know the carol ‘In the bleak midwinter’ – she 

wrote the words. She also wrote ‘Love came down at Christmas’. Christina was a devout 

Anglican; she remained unmarried as an act of religious commitment, refusing more than one 

offer of marriage. She was a respected poet and came close to being chosen as Poet Laureate. 

She knew much suffering, both in terms of family tragedy – her brother Dante Gabriel 

Rossetti had a breakdown and died young – and her own chronic ill health; she died of cancer 

in her 60s. In common with the culture of her time, she wrote a lot about suffering and death.  

The Victorian era is said to have been preoccupied (some would say obsessed) with death, 

and to regard sex as taboo. Some say we have reversed this picture, to be preoccupied with 

sex, and treat death as taboo. Just as unhealthy in a different way! In recent years there has 

been a spread of a phenomenon called ‘death café’ which is nowhere near as sinister as it 

may sound; it’s simply a chance to meet over coffee or beer and have a conversation about 

death and all things related to it. I ran some myself in a café bar in my last parish. It’s an 

attempt to reach a healthier attitude and to give an opportunity, permission, to talk about 

things which when unspoken may build up fear and dread. Clergy are notorious for talking 

endlessly about funerals, but it’s fascinating how once ordinary, normal, non-clerical people 

start talking about death, it just takes off and all sorts of things come up, accompanied by 

much laughter.  

Well let’s finish with a poem by Rossetti which you may not know, perhaps the last she 

published during her final illness, and perhaps reflecting some of today’s fears but holding on 

to faith in the risen Lamb of God.  

 
None other Lamb, none other Name, 

None other hope in heav’n or earth or sea, 

None other hiding-place from guilt and shame, 

  None beside Thee. 

My faith burns low, my hope burns low; 

Only my heart’s desire cries out in me 

By the deep thunder of its want and woe, 

  Cries out to Thee. 

 
Lord, Thou art Life, though I be dead; 

Love’s fire Thou art, however cold I be; 

Nor heaven have I, nor place to lay my head, 

  Nor home but Thee. 

 

 


