The Christmas Story, (Part XII)—The Epic Continues 
By Graydon G. Goss
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T’was the day before Christmas and all through the house

Lay a blizzard of post-it notes left by my spouse,

Each of them citing a problem or chore

I had hoped to avoid or at least to ignore.
My stockings were strewn in a heap by the bed

In a pile of laundry I’d reason to dread.

The sight of it led me to groan and to mutter

Aghast at the mountain of untended clutter.

From the roof of the attic to depths of the cellar

The complete disarray left me one gloomy feller,

(And one that was clearly quite out of his mind

For allowing himself to get so far behind).

Eileen was out shopping with holiday passion

While I trudged around looking sullen and ashen.

She loves all the bustle, the crowds at the mall

And invites me to join her—but I always stall.

The stores drive me crazy, the parking’s horrendous.

They’re loud and chaotic and lines are stupendous.

Each purchase takes eons, (each minute bizarre),

Then you have to lug bags several miles to your car…..

….I thought of our Addie, way out in Wyoming

Where people are few and the buffalo are roaming,

I envied her, camped on some lone mountaintop

Where there’s no parking problems and no place to shop….

I turned from my musings, got back to the mess,

To the frustrating sources of Christmas distress,

And laboriously finished each task in our home

Then at last faced the toughest, and started this poem.

Then struggling with meter and tricky false rhyme,
I endeavored to write for the 12th awful time.
Each Christmas I dread it like anaphylaxis,
A lingering torment like death or like taxes.
(The hours of poetry always induce,
A state where I act a bit like Dr. Seuss.

For several days afterwards patients get terse
When I can’t help but treat them in consonant verse.)
I toiled for hours on every refrain,
Extruding new amphibrachs out of my brain,
Then finally, exhausted and barely awake
I admitted defeat and shut down for a break.

Thus tired and depleted I knew what to do

So I logged on with friends and played Everquest II
(When in need of a rest and renewing myself

I enjoy spending time with my favorite elf).

Engrossed in a quest and hopped up on caffeine,
I at first didn’t notice a spot on the screen.
A tiny red pixel that rapidly grew
And emerged as St. Nick and his whole retinue!

While humming a tune from a beautiful carol

He sprang from the sleigh in his crimson apparel.
In the sooty red suit full of soft, downy stuffin’

He was cuddly and warm as an Icelandic puffin.

(For over a decade now Santa’s been kind,
And has come to assist me when I’m in a bind.
His Christmas Eve visits bring wisdom and cheer

That I try to employ in the forthcoming year.)

While the reindeer and elves shot some pool in the den
Old St. Nick ate some chili I’d spiked with Cayenne.
(He likes his ‘red’ hot with the beans on the side
‘Cause it warms up the chill from his wintery ride.)
Then later, we sat by the firelight’s glow
And he shared a few stories and gentle bon mots.

Then he puffed on his pipe and he lent me his ear.
And I told him of all I’d experienced this year.

“I felt healthy in Iceland when hiking with Addie

I let her take charge and take care of her Daddy.

And I managed to find peace in Tuscany, too, but then when I got back there was too much to do! 

“There have been some good times but I’m working too much,
And I’m bogged down with tedious details and such.
I finally took some vacations this year, 
But my stresses just grew on returning, I fear.”
He spoke not a word but he bid me to rise,
And with swiftness quite rare for a Saint of his size

Santa called to his team and with me at his side
Took the reigns of the sleigh for our annual ride.
The moon on the snow was a glitter of light

As the reindeer flew higher up into the night.
Still onward and upward his coursers they flew
‘Till the glaciers of Iceland approached into view.

Then I heard Santa whispering into my ear,
In a voice that was tender, empathic and clear:
“You found wisdom down there you didn’t bring home
But you need it to guide you wherever you roam…

…it’s a balance you seek, between working and play
That you tend to lose sight of unless you’re away.

Let go for a moment,” he said with a smile,
“And give others the reigns every once in a while.
It’s a gift to your loved ones to ask for assistance-
A critical key for a peaceful existence.
You work hard enough!” said that kindly old elf,
“So believe you deserve to take care of yourself!”

And so, as before, as we rode through the night,
His words brought a straightforward truth into light.
I smiled up at Santa, that wily old gnome,
Then he gave me a wink…and he drove the team home…
…And now, while I’m writing this, I’m still behind
In my mountain of chores, but I don’t really mind
I have faith that together, we’ll make it alright…
Merry Christmas to all and to all a good night!
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Merry Christmas and Happy Holidays to all of our Family and Friends!

Eileen, Graydon and Adeline
2008


