[image: image1.jpg]



CHRISTMAS JOY
by
L.D. Grubb
 

It's that time of year again; 
time to do my Christmas shopping.
Just a few days till Christmas Eve,
Gotta' get moving-no time for stopping.
 

I go get in my old, cold car,
head out towards the Mall.
But then I run into gridlock,
traffic's moving at a crawl.
 

So I sit there, just barely moving, 
stress building up, my nerves unsteady.
Where did all these people come from?
Their shopping should be done already.
 

After only four hours of driving
I finally make the parking lot..
Surprise!  I can't believe my eyes!
Right there!  A parking spot!
 

At last, I think I've got it made;
I'm so happy; man oh man!
But then it's stolen by a blue haired lady
in a Chrysler minivan.
 

So I just continue my  trek
through the parking lot some more.
Till I finally find a parking space
just a mile from Wal Mart's door.
 

Luck's with me- I'm finally inside;
got the last square-wheeled shopping cart.
It seems everybody in this town
are all here in this Wal Mart.
 

I walk the aisles and check my list.
Is there anyone I've forgot?
And just seven short hours later
I head back to the parking lot.
 

As I push the cart up and down the rows
I don't feel too bad, so far.
But a worrisome thought enters my mind..
just where did I leave my car?
 

Forty minutes later I find it;
soon all the gifts are packed inside.
And I settle back in comfort
as I start my homeward ride.
 

But my task is not yet over;
there's wrapping to be done.
Paper and tape, ribbons and bows;
at last I've finished every one.
 

Too soon Christmas Day is here
and we all gather round the tree,
And the look of joy on every face
Is a blessed sight to see.
 

Now Christmas Season's over;
we had joy and we had cheer.
And I feel joy in knowing this
won't happen again for another year.
 

But a dreadful feeling comes over me
as I wave goodbyes from my front yard.
January's coming, and then I'll get
the bill from my Master Card.
 

