LOVE COMES DOWN AT CHRISTMAS.

Darkness drains away,
The rain is falling softly, gently,

Washing the dull, smoky pearl o f early morning sky, 
Misty through the lamplight.

My heart lifts and soars, footsteps echo and raindrops,

Trembling on the rim of the giant umbrella, fall

And explode gently in the tiny rivers running all around.                                               As I walk, I think of the joy of Christmas just past.

The tiny house, welcoming and warm, fire burning and tree lights shining, 
Sharp and bright as fragments of coloured steel.

Of meals, planned so carefully and eaten together, 
Deliberately frugal, then, oh joy, the feast of Christmas day.
The shopping, fresh air- walks and sitting quietly by the fireside. 
And everything, everything made more joyful by the chatter of a tiny grandson,
The pattering of his footsteps along the landing,

"It's daytime now,'" his voice rings out in the quiet house, Piercing the grey light of just after dawn.

“Is it Christmas Day? Can we open the presents now? Can we really?”. Scarcely daring to believe the waiting is over.

And, "Oh what can it be? Is this one for me?" 
At the sight of every brightly coloured parcel.
The questions, the chattering, the observations –

(Hearty vegetable soup rejected- “It’s all muddy!”)
Peddling his bike along the village street - so important –

This outing in the watery, winter sunlight,
To give the ponies their treat of chopped carrots.
The small, damp creatures jostle and nudge each other,

Soft, velvet noses press into my palm, and quivering lips 
Gently, so gently lifting the carrot from my taut skin,

The hair on their muddy backs swirled into little peaks by the recent rain. 
We watch the plumes of smoke from their chimneys curl into the

Evening sky, streaked with splashes of red and blue – 

The palette of a careless artist gradually eclipsed by the gathering dusk. 
And we go home for tea and some cake.

Tiny Christmas lights, bright through the rain,                                                           Shine from cottage windows and hang from the brittle twigs of winter trees              As I turn down the lane towards the Church.

Green leaves are made silver by soft lights and shining rain, 

And to the left I see a bush of bright red branches, 
Cascading over small, shiny pebbles

Like some forgotten firework, frozen in time.

Damp wooden gate, moss covered arch and then, 
The sharp pleasure, never failing delight, of the ancient yew, 
With arms spread wide, welcoming all to worship.

I walk quickly beneath its branches sweeping low over the path 
And look towards the tiny Church,

Picture book pretty, lights shining - a symmetry used on Christmas cards
Is ever there for us, viewed through the black lace of yew tree branches.

Through the glass doors and in the porch. 
Simply arranged on either side

A jar of stone, some twigs and logs, dusted over to look like snow.

I push the studded wooden door, my fingers around the ancient handle.
And it gives easily, to welcome me in - as always before.

Inside, the familiar smell of polish and flowers, light, warmth,

And the smiles of friends.
The candles are lit, the flowers - red, green and white                                                     Are bright, abundant clusters of colour against ancient, yellow stone. 
I sit amidst this warmth and yet another Christmas tree, full of light 
Bears witness to our celebration.

I sit and give thanks with a full to overflowing heart for what has gone before. 
I give thanks for the Christ child.
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