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i sit w/th/n th/s room w/nds howl and n/ght stars
breaking silences for the past days we have been
trying to capture christmas in a/I its disguises upon the page

there wIl be a t/me for evéryone here dreamers realists
roman tics listeners loners a s//ver I/ne
draws us toge ther the mag/c of chr/stmas past
w/th a chld's v/s/on

Ail fin/te th/ngs reveal infin/tude:
The moun ta/n w/th /ts singular br/ght shade
L/ke the blue shine on freshly frozen snow,
The after-l/ght upon /ce-burdened p/nes;
Odor of basswood on a mountain-siope,
A scent be/o ved of bees;
Silence of water above a sunken tree:
The pure serene of memory /n one man,-
A rlipple w/den/ng from a single stone
Wnding arounid the waters of the world.

T. Roethke

to a/I may w/nds and lîght conspire to br/ng you
tranqu/l/ty at chr/stmas from the staff and myself
best w/shes for the new year
weave tapestries from clouds and s//ver
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