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The Child

On Christmas Eve; I heard a voice

And softly climbed each stair,

Within my room I chanced upon

A child at prayer.

His form was all adorable.

His skin like purest milk,

On his cheek he wore a mother's kiss

On his head a cap of silk.

He was a stranger in my house

Of this I little care.

My soul rejoiced to look upon

A simple child at prayer.

The hall was draped with tinsel.

Seasonal magic to weave.

But nought was there more magical:

Than that child on Christmas Eve.
The gloom that had about me hung
This ghostly sight fast banished.
Lightly he gave his sweet Amen
And from the hard world vanished
Now when the sky is darkens
Like myself at Life's despair.
I climb in hope
To think upon
A simple child at Prayer.


