Daddy and Santa Claus 

by Bayne Grubb 

Buck Owens sang, 'Daddy looked a lot like Santa 
and Santa looked a lot like him'. 
I guess Mama didn't know which one was which, 
'cause I saw her with both of them. 

I never mistook ole Santa for Daddy, 
though I think maybe Mama did. 
I saw her sitting on Santa's lap at the store, 
saying "I don't want no more kids!" 

Daddy was out of town on business that day, 
so I knew that Santa wasn't him. 
Daddy was short and a little bit chubby, 
while this Santa was tall and slim. 

One Christmas Eve I know I'll never forget, 
stuff really hit the fan that night. 
Daddy and some guy in a Santa Claus suit 
got in a knock-down, drag-out fight. 

Daddy accused Mama of fooling around 
with this guy dressed like old Saint Nick. 
He stuffed the guy's head in a bowl of egg nog, 
then gave his butt a hard swift kick. 

Me and Mama finally got them pulled apart, 
and they promised to settle down. 
So they sat at opposite sides of the room, 
each with a smirk and a frown. 

Not a word was spoken till Daddy stood up 
and approached the "fake" Santa Claus. 
I just knew it was starting all over again, 
till Pop started to speak, then paused. 

He extended his hand to the man dressed in red, 
said, "I'm sorry about the fight. 
This is no way for two grown men to act, 
'specially on Christmas Eve Night." 

"Santa" stood up, smiled, and shook my daddy's hand, 
then placed his finger to his nose. 
""Some milk and cookies would have been fine," he said, 
as up the chimney he rose.
