The Spirit Of Christmas

As Christmas blew in on the wings of a prayer

A freshly fallen blanket of snowflakes was there.

White candles in the windows called to one and all

A reverence for that holy day in that season after fall.

Fireplaces were crackling with coals as red as cheeks

Of carolers who braved the cold with melodies that speak.

A paltry breeze was flirting with animals of the night

Rushing to and fro gathering acorns buried out of sight.

The tallest trees gently swaying as if waving at the sky

To welcome gentle spirits lifted there on high.

The waters frozen surface reflected silent grace

With intermittent cracking as ice expands its face.

Children were all a rush with thoughts of Santa Claus

Dashing roof to roof by reindeer with magic in their paws.

Every mom and dad wrapping presents - the gifts of love

Given one another celebrating that Holy Spirit from above.

On a dark and lonely sidewalk in a city beneath that sky

A homeless wretch sought shelter in a dumpster nearby,

But as he lay his head on a pillow of seamy trash

A beam of silvery light gently covered him like a sash.

He managed one eye open on that warmth that bundled him

‘adazed at that brightest light now completely below the rim.

Then he realized that embracing radiant of the night

Was his own essence gone over to spirit light.

And as he was raised to the heights on heaven high

He took a last survey of the world on Christmas nigh  -

The carolers, the busy squirrels, the children in their bed

The glimmering ice and trees waving goodbye to spirits led.
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