The Epic Continues --- The Christmas Story, (Part 10)

by Graydon G. Goss

T’was a week before Christmas and here in my house,
I was shut in my studio, listening to Strauss.

No carols were playing, no presents were wrapped

And the halls weren’t decked, for my spirits were sapped!
Not a creature was stirring, or partridge in sight

As I shook with the chill of the cold winter’s night.

The house seemed so dreary and holiday-free,
As I’d felt no desire to put up a tree.
Eileen, in New York at some Macy’s event

Was in similar doldrums, we’d not made a dent

In the myriad chores that the holidays bring-
And I had no intention of doing a thing.
I doubted that Addie was coming to town~
(She’d been busier than ever since finishing Brown.
After biking cross country, a ride picturesque
She was now in DC at her NPR desk.)
So I sat all alone, overwhelmed with the season,
With no inspiration and nary a reason

To muster some semblance of holiday cheer.
And I wished I could make the whole month disappear.

I fiddled and dawdled with such ennui,
That I started to feel disappointed in me.
So dismal and empty with nobody home,
That at last I gave in and I started this poem.

(Nine years in a row I had put pen to paper

To write of my annual holiday caper.
But last year, depleted, and missing my dad,
I could not find my rhythm, was simply too sad).

So seeking a muse I retired to my den,
Where I hoped inspiration might find me again.

But my mood was so dark and the night was so dank

That I found myself blocking and drawing a blank.
While struggling with lines that proved malapropos
I was quite unaware it had started to snow.
But I sensed on my flatscreen that something was weird,
When some strange crimson pixels abruptly appeared.
They flashed into brilliance and soon could be seen,
A tiny red Santa that grew on my screen,
Until then, as had happened on nine nights before
He materialized for just one visit more…
(O’er the decade I’ve known him my Yuletide guest
Has arrived to console me when I’ve been distressed.)
So while elves groomed the reindeer out in my garage,
I cooked up some treats for his whole entourage.
Since Santa was famished from such a long ride,
I fixed up some chili with beans on the side.
St. Nick loves my “red”, and he’s always admiring
The fresh habaneros that get him perspiring.
Once sated, St. Nicholas retired to the den,
While the elves drifted off to shoot billiards, (again!).
Then cozy and snug in his Christmas attire
He sat puffing his pipe in a chair by the fire.
I’ve always believed that my friend from the “Pole”
Has a penchant for peering right into my soul.
He spoke not a word as he rocked in his chair,
But I knew in a moment he sensed my despair.
He gave me a wink and he rose at my side,
Then he whispered, “It’s time for our annual ride.”
He called to the team and they took to the sleigh,
And when Santa gave whistle we all flew away…. 

The moon was a beacon; the stars were a-glow,
And the countryside glistened with new-fallen snow.
The world fell away as we took to the skies
Where it gleamed like a pearl to my wondering eyes.
Still onward and upward the coursers they flew,
‘Till a myriad of galaxies came into view.
It was clear we had traveled much faster than light
When the universe shined there below in the night.
Then he grabbed from his bag in that sleigh in the sky,
An old-fashioned spyglass he held to my eye.
And I found through its lens, beyond reason or rhyme
Through the vastness of space I could see back through time…
And then what to my wondering eye should appear
But a scene from my past in a far-away year.

As a child, with my father, a long time ago,
I watched myself play with him out in the snow.
Then I heard Santa whispering into my ear,
In a voice that was loving and calming and clear:
“These times that you see- they are happening still.
They continue to live and eternally will.”
“Like waves on the ocean they swell out and never

Diminish at all! They will all last forever.
Your lives and the love that you hold in your heart

Can never be silenced or taken apart.”
“Our feelings, our love for our family and friends
Are eternal, they have no beginnings or ends.

And that which unites us cannot be undone,
On earth and in heaven we’ll always be one.”
As he gathered the reins of his marvelous sleigh,
Like a snowflake, my sadness just melted away.
I gazed at the smile on that clever old gnome,
And he gave me a hug…then he drove the team home…
…And later that night, decorating the tree,
Giving thanks for the gift that he’d given to me
I completed this wish that your seasons be bright: 
Merry Christmas to all and to all a good night!
Merry Christmas to all of our Family and Friends!
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