Santa Claus Lore
Flying high on Christmas Eve with rapid pace,

Their unspoiled imagination catches him.

Those magical reindeer too fast to trace

Their path at night for light is growing dim.

Excitement nil contained within the child

Of bright visions of Santa hauling rein

On Rudolph’s unrestrained delight, they smile,

As the herd bounding overtakes a plane.

Brightly wrapped packages of red and gold

Hold tight their destiny to fulfill dreams

Of giddy girls and boys promises told

“Being good to one another” Santa’s gift means.

Glowing red cheeks wrapped in flowing white beard

Adorn jolly, old Saint Nick riding high the sleigh,

While Christmas carols pierce the night air cleared

Of any traffic that might get in his way.

Each house the stop however brief Santa makes

Leaves that perfect gift for each deserving child.

On the “list of nice” the he or she that bakes

Goodies for the hungry man extra gifts are piled.

There! The morning light leaks through windowpane

Rousing all for Christmas morning’s revelations.

Angel-topped tree, hearth hung with candy cane

Announce gifts of Santa’s elves’ creations.

“Look what Santa got me!” cries of joy resound

As bow and wrap obliterate the floor.

No day but Christmas this ecstasy found

In a child’s mind creating Santa Claus lore.

By Eric Johnston

Christmas 2001
