White Xmas                      
I was a tree

bound for glory

chosen from acres

of Douglas Firs 

where reindeer feasted

around my trunk

and owlets nested

in my branches. 

 

I lost just six inches 

when they cut me down.

It took two draught horses

to drag me from the forest 

 

six park rangers

to lift me off the wagon    

and carry me inside

to the Blue Room.

 

Now my branches bear

crystal spheres 

gold foil angels 

and paper snowflakes

 

while under me, presents

pile up, cover the floor 

and stretch as far
as the East Room.

 

I’m a real show stopper.

Eighteen and a half feet

of fine pine greenery

and light-catching garlands.

 

Even the crystal chandelier

has been relegated to storage

since I settled into 

the White House.

 
Yet I miss the rub of antlers
the scent of living pine

the deep northern snow

where my roots are buried.      
