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Twas the night before Christmas

Two Thousand Eleven.
Not a creature was stirring

It was quarter past seven.
I’d been shopping all day,
All that last minute stuff.
The prices were great

But the crowds…they were rough!
The stockings were hung 

By our chimney with care

And stuffed full of gift cards—

From Best Buy and elsewhere.

We could buy a few gifts
So we gave thanks for that.
But we had no more savings,
Our “cushion” was flat.

Our children were sleeping,
All tucked in their beds,
Transformers and Monster High
Danced in their heads.
It had been a long day,
So I plopped in a chair
And fast fell asleep
Right then and there….

When out on the street
There arose such a clatter,
I sprang from my chair
To see what was the matter!
I glanced at the clock. 
It was now well past ten.
I peeked out the door
And closed it again.
I couldn’t believe it. 
It seemed like a dream.
On the street there was Santa

In a stretch limousine!

Like his sleigh as of old

It was brimming toys

To fulfill all the dreams

Of good girls and boys.
He stepped out of the limo
And put all our gifts
In a cart with four wheels

And hydraulic lifts.

“I got cited by OSHA,”

He said, “No more sack.

This thing, the elves tell me,

Will help my bad back.”

As he wheeled all the items
To our house, I drew near.
I stared at the limo.
“So where are the deer?”

“The limo’s cheaper,” he said.
“And feed costs are soaring
And the sleigh, too, required

All that fixing and storing.”
“It’s a bit of a hassle,”

Said St. Nick with a sigh,

“It’s been so many years;
But I’ve still gotta try.”

So he dragged in our gifts

With a grimace and frown,
He saw our old couch there
And asked to sit down.
His mood quickly changed
When he noticed a stack
Of fresh cookies cooling
On a three-level rack.
So I went to the kitchen

And fixed him a plate

With a nice glass of milk.
He said, “This is great!”

Santa ate the whole platter

With gusto and glee,
Then he sat back in his chair.
Just a few feet from me.
But then he got quiet,
The jolly old elf.
His eyes tightly closed,
He went into himself.
It seemed like forever,
But the silence soon broke.
His eyes then got misty,
And Santa Claus spoke:

“I don’t get it,” he said

As he looked ‘round the room,
“While folks should be happy,
It’s all gloom and doom.”
“The Occupy Movement
Is camped here and there

Protesting a system 

That seems so unfair.”

“’We played by the rules,’
They loudly complain,

“And what did it get us

But big debts and pain?”

“Your national leaders 

Seem petty and greedy
Like a bunch of big toddlers.
They ignore all the needy.
“But what worries me most”

Santa then said to me,
“Is what I see here…”

And he glanced toward our tree.

“Does it look artificial?”
I asked, feeling pensive.
“We wanted a real one

But it was too expensive.”

“Is it the garland,” I asked,

“Or maybe the lights?

“Or the bobble-head Gingrich
In tutu and tights?”

Santa then shook his head.

“No, look over there.”

Then he pointed his finger
Behind an old chair.

And there in the corner

Near a toy fighter jet,

Stood an old family heirloom:

Our Nativity Set.

It was still in its box,

Like some garbage we’d tossed.
An orphan of Christmas,

Forgotten and lost.

“So often I see that,”

He said with some sadness.

“Our Jesus gets lost

In this gift-giving madness.”

“Why I heard it’s so crazy,”

He said with a start,

“That somebody used mace
At the local Wal-Mart!”

“What is Christmas?” he asked.

He then went on to say,

“It’s a time to give thanks for

God’s wonderful way.”

“Long, long ago

In a land dark and cold

Our Savior was born,

The One promised of old.”

“Emmanuel came,

A child poor and small.

He was laid in a manger—
In an animal’s stall.”

“His mother and father
Were amazed when they saw

The shepherds and magi

Approach him with awe.”

“The angels had told them,
‘God’s with you, don’t fear!’
But they’d almost forgotten

When they found themselves here.”
“The Light of the World 
Thus came to our earth
Bringing eternal life

Through a new kind of birth.”

“He reached out to sinners,

The sick and lost.

His mission was short
And his life was the cost.”

“He fed the five thousand,

He made the deaf hear,

He challenged injustice,

Oppression and fear.”
“He taught his disciples 

There’s victory through loss,

And then he showed them:

He died on a cross.”

“That wasn’t the end, though.

He rose from the grave!

The world that would kill him

Was the one Christ would save.”

“That,” Santa said

As he rose from his seat,
“Is the meaning of Christmas

The gift that’s most sweet.”

Then he reached ‘round that chair

And opened the box,

That stood there behind it

Right next to the socks.

He took out the statues, 

The straw and the stable,

And laid them all out
On our living room table.

When he finished, he paused.
Santa knelt down to pray.
Then he slowly got up 

And went on his way.

But I heard him exclaim

As he drove out of sight,
“Merry Christmas to all,

And to all a good night!”
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—John Celichowski, OFM Cap.

With apologies to Clement Clarke Moore*
*Author of the original poem, A Visit from St. Nicholas (1822)
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