A
dark

green giant

is standing, silent

as a deserted forest,

in the corner of my lounge.

A hundred 
brightly coloured 
baubles like sparkling 
fruit hang from spiky branches. 
And tinsel, like a great golden snake, 
wraps and curls itself around its body.

But

best

of all

are the presents

piled around its
burnished base.
R
ed
and

yellow

flame

glow

!
The   candle
stands   like

a tall  guard,

waiting     to

conquer   the

darkness with

its   flickering 
bright   flame. 


            

eye                   cry.

       










