I thought no, but then, OK, Another Christmas Story --- by Graydon G. Goss

‘Twas a week before Christmas and all through the house

There’d been cries for support from my invalid spouse.
I endeavored to meet the devoirs of my wife

‘Cause her elbow’d been recently under the knife.
(Despite the procedure she tried in her way

To do thirty-six hours of work every day.
And although I excelled in my role as appeaser
My noblest efforts did little to please her.
You cannot imagine the patience and care

I bestowed in my trials to blow-dry her hair.
But my competency she was quick to oppugn—

“You will n’er be mistaken for Vidal Sassoon.”)
We’d promised this year to forego the tradition

Of holiday excess and ablijurition—

Those lunatic antics that oft defy reason

And threaten to ruin each holiday season.

Eileen was in bed now but hardly asleep

With a pile of catalogs two meters deep,
And Addie was nestled, all cozy and warm

But alas, far away, up at Brown in her dorm.

While I, half asleep, fought to postpone retiring,

Immersed in a tangle of studio wiring.

I struggled and toiled in utter frustration
Perplexed as I labored at simplification.
I suddenly found myself jarred from my mission!
A flash with the brilliance of nuclear fission,
A radiance bright as I ever have seen,

Issued forth from the depths of my monitor screen!
Then what to my wondering eyes should appear
But Saint Nick (and his elves and his sleigh and his deer)!

Arriving, as ever, in chaos and glory
In time for my annual holiday story.

For perhaps you’ll recall, (it’s the seventh year, is it?)
That Santa has stopped in to pay me a visit.

He usually does it, (in case you were wondering)
To bail me out of some misguided blundering.

I made Santa coffee. We sat, while the elves

Played some videogames and relaxed some themselves.

The deer ate some sugar and warmed up their feet
Which were blue from exposure to snow and to sleet.
With his cheeks all aglow and a pipe in his teeth

And the smoke from it circling his head like a wreath,
He was jolly as ever with nary a frown,
But observed in a moment that my mood was down.
With his pipe in his hand as he sipped on his drink,
And his beard and his glasses, he looked like a shrink!

So I told him my worries, my fears and my woes,
Every care in the world I could ever disclose.

“Our planet’s a mess, with its terrors and schemes.
It’s a shamble that’s coming apart at the seams!

I can’t understand all the trouble and pain,
Or the evils that plague us again and again!”

He spoke not a word but arose from his seat
And assembled his team without missing a beat.
He asked me to sit by him there in his sleigh,
Then he gave them a nod and we all flew away.

The full moon was silver, a beacon of light,
And the stars shone like diamonds aglow in the night.
In a spiraling arc we proceeded to rise,
Till the earth, like a pearl, lay revealed to my eyes.
Santa was whispering into my ear,
And his words were insightful and mighty and clear.

I can’t recollect all the things that he said,
But his words planted images deep in my head…
…“There’s a cause and a reason for all that you see,
And a purpose that guides all that ever will be.”

Nothing’s for nothing, and that includes strife,

For your conflicts inspire the goodness in life.”

I saw all of humanity’s interconnections

And struggles to conquer its own  imperfections,

Triumph and failure and joy and despair,
Curses and muttering, wishes and prayer.

“The dangers we share and the storms that we weather

Are sinew and glue that unite us together.
The threats we all face and the troubles we know

Simply make us determined to prosper and grow.”

Well, I know at some point as we rode in that sleigh,
All my worries, like snow, lightly drifted away.
I smiled up at Santa, that clever old gnome,
And he smiled right back… then he drove the team home…
…Much later that night on the news I would face

All the dangers and perils that threaten our race.
There’d be homicide bombings and threats of attack

And the pundits would question invading Iraq.
But just for a moment, this cold winter night,
Could be peace here on earth… if you looked at it right,
And a limitless resource of holiday cheer
In the love that we share for the ones we hold dear.

“You can share the same joy as this jolly old elf--
If you only can take a step back from yourself.”

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

