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AS EACH SILVER SNOWFLAKE falls onto the pristine white sheets,

Silence fills the tiny lanes, the cobbled paths and stony streets.

People are shrouded in  thick coats, jackets and in hoods,

As the snow settles in the sprawling neighbourhoods.

The tiny shops are now closing for the day,

With every trader and customer having had their say.

Every shopkeeper content with the sales,

Which favourably tips the balance of their scales.

Cheerfully prepared in their ovens and in their workshops,

The Christmas goodies like cakes, savories and sweet tarts,

Have now found their way into people’s homes and hearts.

It’s Christmas once again and happiness abounds,

Which spreads like a wildfire from cities to towns.

There is a wisp of a snowflake here,

A wisp of a snowflake over there,

The wisps of snowflakes never stop,

But, spread from home to home and shop to shop.

They just collect over here and over there.

The tiny snowflakes collect and collect,

Creating a thicker snowy blanket.

The white sheet of snow which covers

The tops of the houses and the church steeple,

Now, cling to the shoes and boots of busy people.

The miser Mister Felix Copperhead,

Shook his skinny hand and his head,

All this snow was bad for business,

There were no footfalls in his shop,

People rushed to work and then back home again,

Rushing through the blizzard and the rain.

The forefathers of Felix Copperhead,

Mined for Copper and stole Tin,

He was now paying for their Sin.

There is a wisp of a snowflake here,

A wisp of a snowflake over there,

The wisps of snowflakes never stop,

They just collect over here and over there.

The tiny snowflakes collect and collect,

Creating a thicker snowy blanket.

“Copperhead Philatelist and Numismatist”,

Was always open for business.

It was owned by Felix Copperhead,

Who knew all about coins and Stamps,

As emblazoned on his Letterhead.

He knew the value of his shop,

He could trust no one to help him.

The last fellow, Jerome Jones he had employed,

Was now living near some garbage bin.

He was caught one day by Copperhead,

With his hand in the biscuit tin,

When he was overcome with hunger,

He had an extra nibble or two,

While he was on the job.

But, Copperhead would hear no excuse,

And he called in the local police,

To imprison Jones for as long as they would choose.

Working on his own in his shop,

Managing it from front to top,

Was what Felix enjoyed most of all,

In this way he watched his profits rise and not fall.

Felix Copperhead loved to hold his coins,

He would count them once

And then count them twice.

He loved the feel of silver, copper and gold,

He loved all the metal on his palm, so round and so cold.

He polished his coins so lovingly,

And admired them like Jason’s golden fleece,

As he watched his wealth increase.

One coin, two coins, three,

He rubbed his hands with glee.

Four coins, five coins, six,

He now had a pile of coins in the mix.

The sparkling coins would just increase his joy,

There were times when he would dance like a little boy.

The local parish Carollers had arrived at his door,

Like they unfailingly did every year.

He would open his old battered window,

While yelling at them to stop those nasty sounds,

And throw a handful of soil from his potted plant,

As he did every year, while carrying on his rant.

Yet, the next day on Christmas morning,

Felix Copperhead would find,

A Christmas Hamper filled with food and wine.

This hamper he would then take,

With no fuss or ceremony,

And throw into the deepest lake.

The stray cats and dogs would howl,

At seeing this deed most foul.

The forefathers of Felix Copperhead,

Mined for Copper and stole Tin,

He was always paying for their Sin.

He loved to watch the value of his stamp collection increase,

It made him happier and his life span did increase.

But, he loved his coins most of all,

As he grew them from a tiny stack,

To a six feet high gleaming coin wall.

People were not coming in with their coins,

Now that the snow had started to fall,

Covering every inch of every market stall.

Every day and every night it would seem,

The snow kept on falling with a wicked gleam.

The blanket of snow would become a wall,

Sometimes rising to be six feet tall.

There is a wisp of a snowflake here,

A wisp of a snowflake over there,

The wisps of snowflakes never stop,

They just collect over here and over there.

The tiny snowflakes collect and collect,

Creating a thicker snowy blanket.

The children play in the snow and rain,

Making snowmen and snow balls yet again.

In the morning the Sun rose in the blue sky,

Followed by the darkness of nightfall.

But, Felix Copperhead counted his coins,

Separating the large from the small.

Then, one night as the silver moon

Hid behind the dark shroud of clouds,

There was a strange flash of lightning,

Which lit the sky in magenta light,

Something never seen by human sight.

This was followed by a thunderous boom,

Which rocked Felix Copperhead’s room.

Then in the next instant Felix found,

That he was lying face down in the snowy ground.

As Mister Copperhead rose from the street,

He dusted his clothes off the mud and sleet.

But, how did he come out here in the snow,

When he was at his desk counting coins,

In the pale yellow light of the lamp-lit glow.

He was standing outside his shop.

He peered in through the window,

And spotted a figure huddled at his desk,

Peering at his coins with great interest.

As he looked at the person with more intent,

He was shocked, amazed and in awe,
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