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The month of early dark and endless snow
Had closed upon our souls and chilled our hearts;
You lit a candle and made the fire glow.

Like roses pruned and mulched, we’d sunk below,
Saving our powers, hoarding our vital parts,
That month of early dark and endless snow.

We lived alone, and thought we liked it so,
Till you, knowing what fellowship imparts,
Lit a fresh candle and made the fire glow.

Alone, we mourned our friends about to go,
Apart, grumbling at cruel time that parts,
In months of early dark and endless snow.

And then you told us what we ought to know,
Gave us a poem, and told us of our parts,
Lit a fresh candle, and made the fire glow.

In time of winter, you have helped us grow,

Knowing in coldest times the new life starts;
This month of early dark and endless snows,
Lit a fresh candle and made the fire glow.

-- Nicholas Jones



