Oh, Why Not?--- Another Christmas Story --- by Graydon G. Goss

‘Twas the night before Christmas but I and my spouse
Were nevertheless still unpacking our house.
Tho’ we’d moved in July (in the worst heat of summer)
The chaos continued—‘twas really a bummer.
Unable to deal with the hideous sight,
Addie’d gone out with some friends for the night.
As I winced at the mess, though I guess it was wrong,
I found myself wishing they’d asked me along.
Racing about me and rendering me dizzy

Eileen was engaged in a dec’rating tizzy.

The stockings, (not hung yet), were lost in the attic

(But I was, as usual, calm and phlegmatic).

As I nailed some mistletoe over the door

I thought of the poem penned by Clement Clarke Moore

It’s “Visions of sugar plums”, “‘kerchiefs” and “mice”
Compared to reality, seemed pretty nice.
The kids in his verses were snug in their beds

No PlayStation earphones stuck into their heads.
His world was so ordered, so peaceful and quiet

My life was, compared, a tumultuous riot.
The dad in the poem seemed a fortunate chap,

With his ducks in a row and some time for a nap.

In perfect surroundings, with ideal weather,
Environment mastered, his act all together.
My life in comparison clunks and it clatters.
I struggle with tedious and frustrating matters.
My world so alarming and teeming with strife

That I find myself yearning a simpler life.

So, Later that night after lumbering to bed

With a long list of chores churning round in my head,
My life in a tangle, my clothes in a heap,
I lay there, unable to drift off to sleep.
When up from my den came a curious noise

Like the din that erupts when a convoy deploys.

I arose from my bed and descended the stair

To greet the intruders I thought might be there.
And what did I spy as I crept to the den
But my old buddy Santa and all of his “men”.
Emerging as usual onto the scene

In a flurry of snow from my monitor screen.
For Santa, et. Al., I am proud to recite
Have visited yearly on each Christmas night.

Each outing inspiring a poem or a psalm.

(You can find them all featured at GGoss.com)

While the elves fed the reindeer and warmed by the fire
I sat there with Santa and spoke of my ire.
I shared my misgivings, my doubts and my fear

And the anger still lingering from earlier this year.
He listened intently to my discontented
Concerns and the angst and the worries I vented.
Then guiding me carefully into his sleigh,
He assembled his team and we all flew away.

The full moon was rising, the stars all alight
As we circled the globe in the cold winter’s night.
We flew to such distance with so great a pace,
That we gained great perspective on all time and space.

Billions of people lay sleeping below

In tropical forests, in deserts, in snow

In riches and poverty; pleasure and pain

In health and in illness; in drought and in rain.

Endlessly changing, the whole world was moving,
In good times and bad it was always improving.
And seeing it all from our sleigh up above

I perceived that the world’s only constant--is love.
In the bonds between parents and children and friends

And brothers and sisters, the love never ends.

No evil on earth can undo all the caring

The giving, the holding, the warmth or the sharing.

Then I glimpsed far beneath, as we magically rode,
The light from one beautiful snowbound abode,
And with joy that I seldom, if ever, have known
I discovered the truth--that the house was my own.
Later on, after Santa had bid me adieu

I discovered new feelings about my milieu.
The mess and confusion that once had meant strife

Now clearly announced instead:  “Here there is LIFE!” 

Yes, Santa made sense of that awful September
With lessons I hope I will always remember.
And I heard him exclaim as he drove out of sight,
“Let Peace Reign on Earth! And to All a Good Night!”
Merry Christmas to all of our Family and Friends

Eileen, Graydon and Adeline

