Day 1@1
It certainly has & snuck up on us,

this last month of the year
That time of celebration,
of joy, and of cheer
But in all the hullabaloo,
in all the crazy scene
Let's take a breath and look

at what it all really means.

It's not about the presents, #
though they can certainlya\Ee nice.k {

It's not even about the
chocolate, all the sugar

and the spice. ~



It's about that
that can come |

special magic
iIn many forms.

what fills our souls with joy.
It's up to every man and woman,
every girl and boy.
It may be the parties,
all the music and the lights.
It may be some cocoa
on a snowy winter's night.
It may be an escape

on a tropical holiday

Or hitting the slopes
on a hill

not quite so far away.



So, if they try to tell you how to holiday right,
you have my permission to groan.
Remember that the magic is yours
and make the season your own.




Hours spent in preparation
What to wear? \What to wear?
Can't be overdressed nor underdressed
Just the right amount of sparkle
(0 nMmake a staterment
The winding of two -and-a-half feet of hair
around electric rollers
Highlights. color, shadow,
the obligatory crinwson lip
Glitter is overhill for this
particular occasion
The selection of a coordinating face nmaskhk
as salety still requires
Attenapting 10 be elegant in winter parka.,
boots, and hat
As said hair wraps itsellf around vour scarf
like an unruly octopus’'s tentacle
Sigh
SO mwuch for the curls!
Welcome to the return of holiday parties!



P ovg,‘B
- Yo ‘Rhg,mé or Reason

s L’( too much, i
, - this Christmas season,
¥ Mo ask for some magtc
-withou’( rhgme or reason?. .«
C?cm we e uu‘msked awat& for a. sgpell
(uhere ‘tnbulu’(tone vanish
aﬁd Ol[( S well
F} G’q,pqﬂg, Cane JLane,
_ a.Gingerbread. Inv,
A (p(ace uuhere c{reams You didnt know
. You houl cou(d begm
‘Where cmge(s n human fbmr mag)u appear,

. ‘F?ekmdlmg all lost holleiag, Cheeng
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O x * '-." |
S (Where the most monumental
def:tSton tr;) be made
s uuho will (plag}, Santa in the
_ Ghns’(mas parade.
The soul can get wearg.
’the SpPirit beaten dow,
,Leavmg one to wonder if there's
cmvé, hope to be found.
([-}U’( wa pcxve to have f‘al’(h
(.de have {o believe
"',,_i__:_ff':'f*'l®s’( hope can stil
. “'be‘retrieved.
So mczg,iii)é e blessed,
10 this Chmtmae seqson
With just @ ltt’(téhmaglc

UUl'thOU‘t rhgme o;.r reason

- - -
1
-r'.x"""'t'
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Day 4
Snow?

Snow is beautiful, yes,
gently floating through the air,
A flake to catch on your tongue.
Snow is beautiful, yes,
adding a glow, a brightness
to the darkest time.
Snow is beautiful, yes,
gazing out a window on a
Sunday afternoon
or gliding your skis along the trails.
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But snow is not so beautiful, no,
when you must get from A to B
in vehicle or on foot.

Snow is not so beautiful, no,
slipping and sliding hither and yon
or, worse, being unable to
move at all.

Snow is not so beautiful, no,
dragging carts through parking lots,
nearly blinded by the sideways
attack.

But all is well now.

The cupboards are full,
the cocoa bemarshmallowed,
the fireplace lit,

And the snow is beautiful
once again.



