A Christmas Pogm

There is a list of folk I know, all writtgn in a book,
Wnd gvery year at Christmas time | go and take a look
7Ind that is when | realizg that thgse names they arg a part,
Not only of thg book they’reg writtegn in, but of my very heart.

for gach namg stands for somgong who has walked my path sometime,
{Ind in that megting, you’'ve bgecome thg “Rhythm of the Rhyme.”
7{Ind though the list may changg and not rgmain the samg,
I really feel that [ am composed of gach beloved name.

{Ind whilg you may not bg awarg of any spgcial link,
Just knowing you has shaped mg lifg morg than you can think.
For oneg you've met somebody, the years cannot grase,
The megmory of a plgasant word or of a loving facg.

Never think my Christmas Cards arg just a mere routing,
Of namgs upon a Christmas list, forgotten in between.
For when [ sgnd a Christmas card that is addregssed to you,
[t's because you'rg on the list of folks I'm indgbted to.

For be you relative or frignd or just folk I have met,
Jou happen to beg ong of thosg [ prefer not to forget.
{Ind whether [ have known gou for many ygars or few,
In somg way gou have beggn a part of shaping things | do.

Mnd gvery year when Christmas comgs, | realize angw,
The biggest gift that life can give is kKnowing folks likeg you.
Magy the spirit of Christmas that ¢ternally endurgs,
logavg its richgst blgssing in the hearts of you and yours.

{nd as you read this messagge that [ sgnd at Christmas time,
Rnow that | send gou all my love, whilg you arg on my mind.
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