TWAS THENTGHT BEFORE YULETIDE

TWAS THE NTGHT BEFORE YULETIDE AND ALL THROUGH THE GLEN

NOT A CREATURE WAS STIRRING, NOT A FOX, NOT A HEN.

A MANTLE OF SNOW SHONE BRIGHTLY THAT NIGHT

ASTT LAY ON THE GROUND, REFLECTING MOONLIGHT.

THE FAERTES WERE NESTLED AL SNUG TN THETR TREES,

UNMINDFUL OF FLURRTES AND A CHILLY NORTH BREEZE

THE ELVES AND THE GNOMES WERE DOWN TN THELR BURROWS,
SLEEPING LIKE BABES TN THEIR SOFT EARTHEN FURROWS.

WHEN LOW! THE EARTH MOVED WITH A THUNDEROUS QUAKE,

CAUSTNG CHATRS TO FALL OVER AND DISHES TO BREAK

THE LTTTLE FOLK SCRAMBLED TO GET ON THEIR FEET

THEN RACED TO THE RIVER WHERE THEY USUALLY MEET

"WHAT HAPPENED” THEY WONDERED, THEY QUESTIONED, THEY PROBED,
AS THEY SHTVERED TN NTGHT CLOTHES, SOME BARE-ARMED, SOME ROBED.
"WHAT CAUSED THE EARTH'S SHUDDERT WHAT CAUSED HER TO SHIVER?”

THEY ALL SPOKE AT ONCE AS THEY STOOD BY THE RIVER.



THEN WHAT TO THETR WONDERTNG EYES SHOULD APPEAR
BUT A SHINTNG GOLD LTGHT TN THE SHAPE OF A SPHERE.
[T BLINKED AND IT TWINKLED, TT WINKED (TKE AN EYE,
THEN TV FLEW STRATGHT UP AND WAS LOST TN THE SKY.
BEFORE THEY COULD MURMUR, BEFORE THEY COULD BUSTLE
THERE EMERGED FROM THE CROWD, WITH A SWISH AND A RUSTLE,
ASTATELY OLD CRONE WITH HER HAND ON A CANE,
RESPLENDENT TN GREEN WITH A FLOWING WHITE MANE.
AS SHE PASSED BY THEM THE OLD CRONE'S PERFUME,
SMELLING OF MEADOWS AND FLOWERS ABLOOM,
MADE EACK OF THE FEY FOLK THINK OF THE SPRING
WHEN THE EARTH WAKES FROM SLUMBER AND THE BIRDS START T0 SING
“MY NAME TS GATA,” THE OLD CRONE PROCLATMED
IN A'VOICE THAT AT ONCE WAS BOTH WILD AND TAMED,
"T'VECOMETO REMIND YOU, FOR YOU SEEM TO FORGET,
THAT TULE T THE TIME OF RE-BIRTH, AND YET.."

" SEENO HEARTH FIRES, HEAR NO MUSTC, NO BELLS,

THE ATRTSN'T FILLED WITH RTCH FRAGRANT SMELLS



UF BAKING AND ROASTING, AND SIMMERTNG STEWS,

OF CLDER THAT'S MULLED OR OTHER HOT BREWS.”

“THERE AREN'T ANY CHILDREN AT PLAY TN THE SNOW,

UR HOUSES LTT UP BY CANDLES GLOW.

HAVE YOU FORGOTTEN, MY CHILDREN, THE FUN

OF CELEBRATING THE REBIRTH OF THE SUNT”

SHE LOOKED AT THE FEY FOLK, HER EYES GOING ROUND,

AS THEY SHUFFLED THETR FEET AND STARED AT THE GROUND.
THEN SHE SMILED THE SMTLE THAT BRINGS LLGHT TO THE DAY,
"LOME, MY CHILDREN," SHE SATD, “LET'S PLAY "

THEY GATHERED THE MISTLETOE, GATHERED THE HOLLY,

THREW OFF THE DRAB AND DREW ON THE JOLLY

THEY LIT A BTG BONFIRE, AND THEY DANCED AND THEY SANG.
THEY BROUGHT OUT THE BELLS AND CLAPPED WHEN THEY RANG.
THEY STRUNG LTGHTS ON THE TREES, AND BOWS, OH 50 MERRY,
[N COLORS OF CRANBERRY, BAYBERRY, CHERRY.

THEY BUTLT GTANT SNOWMEN AND ADORNED THEM WITH HATS,

THEN SURROUNDED THEM WITH SNOW BIRDS, AND SNOW CATS AND BATS.



THEN JUST BEFORE DAWN, AT THE END OF THEIR FEST,

BEFORE THEY WENT HOMEWARD TO SEEK OUT THETR REST,
THE FEY FOLK THEY GATHERED "ROUND THETR FAVORTTE DAK TREE
AND WELCOMED THE SUN "NEATH THE TREES FINERY.
THEY WERE JUST REACHING HOME WHEN TT SUDDENLY CAME,
THEGOLD LTGHT RETURNED TKE AN ARROW-SHOT FLAME

[T LTT ON THE TREE TOP WHERE THEY COULD SEE FROM AFAR
THE GOLDEN-LTKE SPHERE TURNED TNTO A STAR.
THEOLD CRONE JUST SMILED AT THE BEAUTIFUL STGHT,

"HAPPY YULETIDE, MY CHILDREN," SHE WHISPERED. "GOOD NIGHT "
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