Christmas

(By Barry L. Lyons)

I walk the halls of my memory searching for Christmas past.

The smell of cedar and spices offer a pleasing contrast.

A ham done to perfection with pineapple slices on top,

Russian Tea seems to undo me as it simmers there in the pot.

I walk on down the hallway in the memory in my mind.

I think of those that were present and returned my love in kind.

I love to open the doors to Christmases long ago.

The season there is hallowed by family that made it so.

“Christmas is coming the old goose is getting fat,”

The first lines I learned in the church where I often sat.

I stroll through trees and stockings all hung with care.

I cherish all the treasures and memories that we bear.

Now that I am a Papa, may God help me to create

Precious memories for my little ones that they can appreciate!

I thank God for Christmas present and for all that He has done.

And for the greatest gift of all…His precious shining Son!!
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