
Advent 3 (St Lucy’s Day) 2020 
2 Cor 10: 17-11: 2, John 1: 6-8,19-20 

 
As a child the Feast of St. Lucy or Santa Lucia 
was a really important day. Way back in the 60’s 
we were taught that it was the last saints day 
before the shortest day on the 21st and marked 
the imminent arrival of the light – the light of 
Christ! In those days it was Christmas and 
presents which were important to me. Today, it is 
the coming of Christ!  
 
In Scandinavia today is a major feast day. St 
Lucia was a young Christian girl who was 
martyred, killed for her faith, in 304. The most 
common story told about St Lucia is that she 

would secretly bring food to the persecuted Christians in Rome, who 
lived in hiding in the catacombs under the city. She would wear candles 
on her head so she had both her hands free to carry things. Lucy means 
'light' so this is a very appropriate name. 
December 13th was also the Winter Solstice, the shortest day of the 
year, in the old 'Julian' Calendar and a pagan festival of lights in Sweden 
was turned into St. Lucia's Day. The day is now celebrated by a girl 
dressing in a white dress with a red sash round her waist and a crown of 
candles on her head. 
 

A popular food eaten on St. Lucia's day are 
'Lussekatts', St Lucia's day buns flavoured 
with saffron and dotted with raisins which 
are eaten for breakfast. Similar to the ones 
we are having in church today. Later in the 
day there will be a julbord which is a buffet 
of cold fish and meats along with warm meat 

dishes and something I know as Jansen’s Temptation: ‘matchstick’ cut 
potatoes layered with cream, onions, sprats and cooked until the surface 
is golden! 
 
I understand that in some parts of Italy children will receive presents 
today and they leave sandwiches out for Santa Lucia and the donkey 
who helps carry the presents! 
 
This is the fun side of the feast but St. Lucy has a very serious side. St. 
Lucy was a martyr. Her white robe has its root in the Revelation of St. 
John the Divine. There the martyrs have washed their robes white in the 
blood of Christ. The red sash reminds us of her martyrdom. There are 
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many grisly stories concerning her martyrdom, 
but as a child it was seeing her eyes on a platter 
that always horrified me. Her eyes, displayed on 
a platter, is often how St.Lucy is depicted in 
iconography and statues. This is the reason why 
she is the patron saint for the blind. There are 
two accounts: one that she gouged her own 
eyes out to deter an over persistent suitor. The 
other account is that the governor Paschasius 
after ordering her defilement in a brothel, 
ordered her eyes to be gouged out.  
 
For many years now St. Lucy has pointed the 
way to Christ, just like John the Baptist in our 

gospel. It is that line “He himself was not the light, but he came to testify 
to the light.” Jn 1:8 It is the recognition that John’s ministry was to be the 
forerunner and he had to stand aside to make way for Jesus. Something 
that may seem quite alien to people in our day and age. 
 
How do you point to Christ? 
 
St. Lucy declared her Faith and lived it. Which brings us to our Epistle 
and it’s opening sentence “If anyone wishes to boast, let them boast of 
the Lord.” 2 Cor 10: 17. The same saying is present in 1Cor 1: 31 where it 
is introduced as a quotation from Jeremiah 9: 22-23. Admittedly Paul 
has shortened the quotation in the Old Testament what I find interesting 
is that his message changes from 1 Corinthians where he is telling the 
Corinthians to adopt this attitude. Whereas in 2 Corinthians Paul is using 
it as criteria for the true apostle. You may like to ponder the difference in 
emphasis between these three passages? 
 
Returning to our Gospel: You may wish to consider the difference 
between “a voice” and the significance of the Word? 
 

A Nocturnal on St. Lucy’s Day: John Donne 
 

'Tis the year's midnight, and it is the day's, 
Lucy's, who scarce seven hours herself unmasks; 

The sun is spent, and now his flasks 
Send forth light squibs, no constant rays; 

The world's whole sap is sunk; 
The general balm th' hydroptic earth hath drunk, 
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Whither, as to the bed's feet, life is shrunk, 
Dead and interr'd; yet all these seem to laugh, 

Compar'd with me, who am their epitaph. 
 

Study me then, you who shall lovers be 
At the next world, that is, at the next spring; 

For I am every dead thing, 
In whom Love wrought new alchemy. 

For his art did express 
A quintessence even from nothingness, 

From dull privations, and lean emptiness; 
He ruin'd me, and I am re-begot 

Of absence, darkness, death: things which are not. 
 

All others, from all things, draw all that's good, 
Life, soul, form, spirit, whence they being have; 

I, by Love's limbec, am the grave 
Of all that's nothing. Oft a flood 

Have we two wept, and so 
Drown'd the whole world, us two; oft did we grow 

To be two chaoses, when we did show 
Care to aught else; and often absences 

Withdrew our souls, and made us carcasses. 
 

But I am by her death (which word wrongs her) 
Of the first nothing the elixir grown; 

Were I a man, that I were one 
I needs must know; I should prefer, 

If I were any beast, 
Some ends, some means; yea plants, yea stones detest, 

And love; all, all some properties invest; 
If I an ordinary nothing were, 

As shadow, a light and body must be here. 
 

But I am none; nor will my sun renew. 
You lovers, for whose sake the lesser sun 

At this time to the Goat is run 
To fetch new lust, and give it you, 

Enjoy your summer all; 
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Since she enjoys her long night's festival, 
Let me prepare towards her, and let me call 
This hour her vigil, and her eve, since this 

Both the year's, and the day's deep midnight is. 
 

A Nocturnal upon St. Lucy’s Day describes the speakers depressed 
state following the death of the woman he loved. 
 
The poem begins with the speaker stating that it is the Winter Solstice, 
the shortest day, and longest night of the year. He refers to it as the 
year’s midnight. At the time at which Donne was writing the calendar put 
Saint Lucy’s Day on the same day as the solstice. He is able to make 
use of Lucy (her name meaning light) and employ the sun as 
a metaphor for love and hope (or lack thereof). 
 
He spends a great deal of time describing the poor condition the world is 
in. Everything is dead, just like his own soul and being. The speaker 
feels that he is in an even worse state than the dead, withered natural 
landscape. He is its epitaph. He goes on to describe what happened to 
him. 
 
His saga began with love transforming him into a happy, fulfilled being, 
and then changing him again into a dead, grave-like one. It is due to 
“Love” that he is the way he is. It takes a few more lines before a reader 
is informed that the speaker’s lover is dead. Together they were happy, 
and when apart they were desperate for one another. Now, the 
separation is permanent and the speaker does not see any reason to 
continue living. In fact, mentally and emotionally he feels as if he is 
already dead. 
 
The poem concludes with the speaker wishing another lover’s a happy 
spring season. He does not wish his fate on anyone and hopes that they 
will take advantage of love while they have it.  He also adds that this 
day, Saint Lucy’s Day and the Winter Solstice, is the perfect occasion to 
hold a vigil for his lost lover. It is the midnight of the year and the 
season.1 

 
1 https://poemanalysis.com/john-donne/a-nocturnal-upon-st-lucys-day/  
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