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Mommy | made you a rainbow.

Daddy | carved you a boat.

Sister & brother, these handkerchiefs are parachutes that float.
Grandma | wrote you a poem.
Grandpa | cut out this star.

| wanted to give you my very best.
Gifts from my very own heart.

‘Cause it’s holidays, holy days.

Candles burning bright.

Holidays, holy days.

Love will bring us light

in the heart of a winter’s night.

| don’t have much money to buy a gift.
The stores are full of crowds.

When | go inside | get so excited.

| want it all right now.

But when I’'m safe back home again,
my heart don’t beat so fast.

I’'m glad to be able to sit at this table and make you a gift that will last.
On these holidays, holy days.

Candles burning bright.

Holidays, holy days.

Love will bring us light

in the heart of a winter’s night

We are assaulted daily with images of "the good life". We are the target of millions of marketing dollars,
and lured into being consumers from an early age. We need lots of alternative images and values to help
stay in balance. Our family has sometimes agreed to have no store bought presents at holiday time, and
the creativity, love and imagination that is opened up by this has been the greatest gift of all.



