Christmas Magic

Christmas is over Santa made it safely back to the North pole.
As I unwind, I notice a bag of nothing but coal.
I just sat down to my favorite Mrs. Claus homemade casserole.
But I stood and pondered with a grin on my face, while  listening to rock and roll.

I quietly whispered that this was for Kimmer.
This was her wish because she didn't feel like a winner.
But she believed towards the end as she began to shiver.
Because now hope was in her heart and more than just a shimmer.

As she began to forgive, oh how it felt good in her soul.
Living with PTSD has taken its toll.
She trusted in herself as she began to take control.
As she stepped out of her comfort zone, you know, her cubbyhole.

She took a deep breath to calm her nerves.
This is something that she deserves.
It was a Christmas miracle that I observed.
It's a good thing that I keep on the sleigh a bag of reserves.

But she's not the only one that I made the switch.
There were others who felt life had become a bitch.
So, I stepped in and threw a soft little pitch.
And I gave them all a wonderful gift.

It's up to them to choose.
And some of them may be a little confused.
But I know these Soldiers have paid more than their dues.
It's a full lived life; that I want you to pursue

Take it from Santa, this you can do!
You all have your own Healing Avenue.
I know at times that you hadn't had a clue.
But it's there waiting for you to make your debut.

I will keep an eye on you throughout the year.
That is me and my faithful Reindeer.
Yes, there are times you'll feel the fear.
Believe in yourself, the magic will reappear.

As I sit back down in my easy chair.
I want you to address your life's affairs.
I want you to no longer feel despair.
Because about you, many do care.

Merry Christmas to you all.
Love,
Santa

