


What Christmas Means to Me





the holidays aren't about a tree


a dying bit of nature on life support


exquisite corpse strewn with baubles


twinkling lights, a shiny star


to be used once and thrown out


the victim of a weird lust


that only comes once a year


and can only be cured


by fruitcake and egg nog


and spending money





the holidays aren't about a jolly ghost


with a beard and a red suit


advertising beverages and department stores


"Have your picture taken


with the spirit of giving


only five dollars, cash or check


and keep the line moving


here, have a candy cane"





the holidays aren't about family


smiling politely at distant relatives


you'd rather not deal with


gathered around the table


pretending the world is perfect


if you really loved them


you'd call more than once a year


these aren't the things people remember





the true meaning is silent


the holidays are a collage


of little bits of thought and emotion


things you can't explain


the first taste of chocolate


on Christmas day, when you were a child


being awake before dawn


creeping through the silent house


without turning on any lights


just watching that mysterious blur


of presents under the tree


almost afraid to touch them


it doesn't matter who they're for


soon everyone will be awake


rushing and tearing and laughing


but for now, the moment is yours





the holidays are about finding that perfect gift


for that girl you hardly know


but love with all your heart


staying up all night wrapping it


and making the card


and giving it to her


and the smile on her face


your heart holding its breath


as the wrapping falls away


revealing her shining eyes


the most important thing in the world





sure, life isn't perfect


but it doesn't matter


this is what Christmas means to me


loving and being loved


