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(Lara's mother writes a short poetry to her daughter, who is far away
® studying in a distant university. But it's Christmas and Lara will come

back home eventually.)

The arrival

I v SS you %3 =
My Joved child. :

~ 1leng for your return.
Like t,he leaves from trees fall 1
I count the days§ remaining Jeft. e

It's Chrigtmas,
it's happiness,
it'§ Jove.
It's sharing beautifu] memeries
of your childheed,
of your yOMth
-~ That weo :ndro u,g time.

Pr’eS e:nt,S 1ght5 aughg
i s C_hrlgtmas
Tt's a tender reunion.

Here your home await
decor’ated of small beJl§ and stars;
of green Pine,

- ful] of gar’ a:nds and co] Ourecl Lal]s
A7 of Saint, Claug |
al’ld N&tlw’[gy. ¥

It'S your arrival,
what a hopefu] feeling.
- Which ag every year
= - comeg to our [ives

| like. the Advent.

ACRES




