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is the day before Christmas


And all through the trees 


The fairies are working 


As busy as bees.















Every which way 


There’s mixing and stirring,


The ovens are hot, 


The cake beaters whirring. 















They stitch stockings and garlands, 


Then hang them with twine, 


And peg the clean tablecloths 


Out onto the line.    


   















But why all the fuss, 


All the baking and sewing,


All the hanging and cleaning, 


The coming and going? 















Why, this eve Mother Christmas
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