The Christmas Story, (Part XIII)—The Epic Continues 
By Graydon G. Goss
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T'was the night before Christmas and all through the house

Not a creature was stirring, especially a mouse

that had driven my wife, by residing within it

To demand I evict it, tho I was a'gin it.

The cuddly thing had established it's home

Where I "step on no pets", (it's a weak palindrome),

In my studio closet inside of an "Ugg"

Where it nestled as snug as a bug in a rug.

Releasing my prey to it's native outdoors

I retired to my study to finish my chores.
My Yuletide endeavors had ground to a halt

But I heaved up a sigh and renewed my assault.

Addie, out west in Wyoming, was cool,
planning life with her boyfriend and medical school.
Eileen was a whirlwind of shopping and wrapping,
While I, writer-blocked, was considering napping.
The year had been frantic, my busiest ever,
Complexity plaguing my every endeavor.
I was spent from confronting my patients' duresses,
For 2009 set a record for stresses.
My cards were unwritten, the bills were unpaid,
I had not carried out any plans I had made.
The lists I'd compiled could fill up a tome

And I still hadn't written a word of this poem...

...It was tough to depict much in holiday cheer

After helping folks through such a difficult year.
I strived to write verse that was pithy and timeless

But instead found my brain to be empty and rhymeless.
I struggled, I labored, but wrote not a word-
feeling not in the spirit, then vaguely absurd

When, confronted with failure, I swallowed my shame,
And (as usual), turned to a video game...

...Some hours later all tired and bleary,
(Killing virtual monsters all night makes one weary),
I logged out preparing to head off to bed

When I found myself somewhat distracted instead

When a vision of scarlet I seldom have seen

Came to flicker and grow on my monitor screen,
Then an image emerged till it filled the display,
Of Saint Nicholas, his reindeer, some elves, and his sleigh.
Then out of the monitor, into the room,
Materializing, dispelling the gloom,
St. Nick drove his team in it's splendor and glory

Just In time for my annual holiday story...
...For 12 years he's taken a break from his flight

Just to pay me a visit on Christmas Eve night.

The reason, it seems, (just in case you were guessin'):

To lift up my spirits and teach me a lesson.
I welcomed them into my home once again

And invited the elves to shoot pool in the den.
The reindeer relaxed by the warmth of the fire,
Where St. Nicholas dried off his crimson attire.

I warmed up some chili, St. Nick's favorite treat.
(He likes it quite spicy, enjoying the heat).

Then sipping his coffee, he gave me a frown
And he quietly asked why my mood was so down.

(I have come to believe it profoundly cathartic
Confiding each year with my friend from the arctic.

His beard and his pipe and his glasses, I think,

With his warm, kindly face, make him look like a shrink.)
While he listened intently I spoke of the fear

That had plagued me through all of this difficult year,
And the woes and the problems that weighed on my heart.
"Man, it feels like the whole world is coming apart."

"The planet is seething with trouble and strife
And conflict pervades every aspect of life.

Uncertainty looms that we all must endure
'Cause society's sick and we don't know the cure."

He spoke not a word, but he listened with care.
Then he gave me a nod and arose from his chair.

He assembled his team, took his seat in the sleigh, And with me there beside him... we all flew away!
The full moon was blazing with silvery light,
While stars shown like gems in the cold winter night,
And from there in the heavens I saw far below,
The world bathed in moonlight and glistening with snow.
Then I heard Santa whispering into my mind
With words that were gentle and loving and kind:
"Listen", he said, "In this silence, so clear
That the voices of mankind are easy to hear."
Billions of people were praying for peace
Though enslaved to their worries, they all sought release.
In voices that knew no beginnings or ends.

They prayed for their families, their loved ones, their friends.
"Though they struggle and argue, debate what is right,
All the people below us are searching for light.
Rising up from the babble, you can hear, from above,
The Voice of Humanity searching for love.
In times of distress mankind struggles to cope.
You get mired in your troubles and sometimes lose hope,
But the pain you endure and the storms that you weather
Simply strengthen the bonds that unite you together."
We listened in silence, St. Nicholas and I

As we watched the world sleep from our perch in the sky,

Then he said, "Peace be with you, this bright Christmas Eve.

It's a time to reflect, to rejoice, to believe!" 
And so, once again, as we drove through the night,
His words  pierced the darkness and blessed me with light.
I smiled up at Santa, that clever old gnome,
And he gave me a wink…then he drove the team home…
…And now, though it's late as I finish this rhyme
Aware that these words will not reach you in time,
I'm content... and I pray that your seasons be bright.  
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
2009


