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The Gift

We grow and we learn,
Many memories of childhood return.

Taking pictures with Santa,
Waiting for him to come to Atlanta.

Christmas Eve all the children in their beds,
So many sweet thoughts running through their heads.

Opening presents and playing with new toys,
Playing in the snow with all the little girls and boys.

As we grow Christmas has a new meaning,
Felt like as a child we were dreaming.

Family gatherings, and giving is the best gift,
You no longer believe in the "Santa Claus" myth.

We learn that the best gifts are priceless and free,
Something as a child we were unable to see.

Love and happiness are the best gifts to give,
The greatest gifts received are the chance to dream and the chance to live.

Each year we grow and learn a difference,
But we always have a Merry Christmas.
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With sleighs, snowmen and snow covered ground,
This is when Christmas comes merrily around.
With children waiting with quiet anticipation,
Santa Claus comes to deliver every expectation.
It's the season to find and decorate a tree.
It's the time for the spirit to be full of glee.
It's a period for families to gather with care.
They exchange gifts, talk and have a bit of cheer.
Still. there is a part of Christmas many leave out.
It is the birth of Jesus Christ without a doubt.
They really enjoy to eat, drink, laugh and sing.
Yet, they forget what this momentous day did bring.
Hence, we must recall this occasion in a Holy way.
We must find time to cease for a moment and pray.
Then, every year at the Yuletide without delay,
We must place Christ into our Christmas Holiday. 

