Christmas Jubilation

Christmas comes but once a year

A holiday of joy and cheer.

Put up the tree and trim with lights

Crowned with angel’s song of blessed nights.

On Christmas Eve the sleigh departs

Spiriting jolly, old Saint Nick to fill the hearts

With wishes and dreams on childhood plays

Our loving spirits in those innocent days.

Remember the bliss of anticipation

Of morning break with such jubilation.

The gifts placed wide from under the tree

Some for you and some for me.

The bows and brightly colored wrap

Hiding mystery within boxes tall and flat.

Bicycles and sleds and rubber balls

Adorn the room now Santa’s halls.

Mom and Dad get out of bed

To shrieks of “Oh wow!” the littlest said.

Get tired bones moving, no time to rest

It’s Christmas morning, a present fest.

Let’s organize so all can see

What Santa brought for you and me.

Open the gifts one by one

With oohs! and aahs! and lots of fun.

Get out the camera and take some shots

Of dad’s new shorts with poke-a-dots.

The kids with joy with what they found

Can’t be restrained as they dance around.

Now the last mystery to be unwrapped

As morning turns noon all strength is sapped.

Get that breakfast going and coffee on

Another Christmas morning has come and gone.

A sigh of relief our breath we catch

Selecting gifts so right our memories etched

In a Christmas poem of laughter and joy

Forever in our hearts for every girl and boy.
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