The Epic Continues --- The Christmas Story, (Part 9)

by Graydon G. Goss

T’was a week before Christmas, alone in my house,

Exhausted, and feeling a bit like a louse,
(With cards not yet written and presents not bought),
I was grumpier than ever, severely distraught.

Eileen had come home and gone swiftly to bed
Where visions of Timberlands® danced in her head,
While Addie, engrossed in her questing for knowledge
Was snug in her off-campus home up at college.

I sat at my desk overwhelmed by the scores

Of the tasks I’d postponed, all those holiday chores

That creep up on me somehow this time of the year,

And tarnish my visions of holiday cheer.

I have to admit that my spouse got me hopping

With shrewdly dropped hints she was ready for shopping.
A year ago this time I’d answered her call

Just to found myself mired in the throngs at the mall.
Her threats of a recap had made me perspire,
(It’s rough when your wife’s a professional buyer),
So this year I vowed that revenge would be mine;
I would manage to do all our shopping online.
So mustering my energy, doing my best

And determined to rise to this annual test,
I started to sort, (with an audible sigh)

Through a pile of catalogs several feet high.
I hoped that such research might somehow inspire 
A purchasing fervor, some shopping desire,
But after two hours of this useless endeavor

I was forced to admit being clueless as ever.
I’d planned to be modern, efficient and frugal,
But now couldn’t even decide what to Google.
I wondered aloud if it wouldn’t seem rash

If I chucked the whole thing and gave everyone cash.
At last, in disgust, I knew just what to do
So I bagged it and booted up Everquest II.
I had just raised my Wizard to level 16

When Saint Nicholas appeared on my monitor screen!

For nearly a decade now I have been blessed
By his annual visits when I’m most depressed.
He seems to arrive when I’ve come all unglued

To attend to my spirits and brighten my mood.

He usually appears on these wintery treks

In a great burst of light and some special effects.

So I cannot confess I was really surprised 

When his whole entourage then materialized.

Like a scene from an old-time daguerreotype,
Santa blew smoke rings and drew on his pipe.
Then brushing the snow from his crimson attire

He relaxed in my chair, with his feet by the fire.
While the elves shot some pool and the deer set to grazin’

I made Santa chili—(St. Nick likes it blazin’).
Then he casually asked, while the coffee was brewing
Why I seemed so upset? About what was I stewing?

I always have found it extremely cathartic

Confiding each year with my friend from the arctic.

His face was so gentle, empathic and kind
I had no trouble sharing the things on my mind:
“When this year began I was hardly conceiving
The losses we’d face or the way we’d be grieving.
I’ve seen so much illness and sadness this year
I’m too numb to enjoy any holiday cheer.”
His concern was so loving, so warm and so caring
When I spoke of the losses we all had been sharing,
The sadness and pain that we cannot dismiss

For the loved ones that left us—the people we miss.
I tried to convey to him what I was feeling,
The worries and cares with which I had been dealing,
And when I had finished I know that he’d heard-
That he’d empathized fully with every word.
He put down his pipe and he called for his sleigh
And before I could blink we were all under weigh.
St. Nick took the reins as I sat by his side

And we rose through the night on our annual ride.

The full moon was rising, the stars were so bright
I could see the whole globe as we sped through the night;
The world fast asleep ‘neath a blanket of snow
That glistened like diamonds miles below.
Then I heard Santa speak in a voice that was clear,
With words that were loving and calm and sincere:

“It is helpful sometimes to look down from above

And to see from great height all the people you love”
“Though they all may seem scattered, you can see they’re a whole
Connected as one, as they are with your soul.
Even death cannot keep you and loved ones apart

For they live on, residing inside of your heart”
“Your memories and love for your family and friends
Are connections that have no beginnings or ends.

These bonds that connect us cannot be undone

On earth and in heaven we’ll always be one.”
And so, once again, as we rode in that sleigh,
Like snowflakes, my sorrows all drifted away.
I smiled up at Santa, that clever old gnome,
And he gave me a hug…then he drove the team home…
…But even this night as I lie in my bed

I can still sense that “oneness” inside of my head
Where I’m wishing to each of you, (hugging you tight),  
Merry Christmas to all and to all a good night!
Merry Christmas to all of our Family and Friends!
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