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Diction Deception

Yes, Virginia, There Is a Santa Claus
Francis P. Church wrote the fol-

lowing editorial in response to a let-
ter written by Virginia O’Hanlon. The
letter was published in the New York
Sun in 1897.

* * * * *
Dear Editor,
I am 8 years old. Some of my little

friends say there is no Santa Claus.
Papa says, “If you see it in The Sun,
it’s so.” Please tell me the truth, is
there a Santa Claus?

Virginia O’Hanlon
* * * * *

Virginia, your little friends are
wrong. They have been affected by
the skepticism of a skeptical age.
They do not believe except they see.
They think that nothing can be which
is not comprehensible by their little
minds. All minds, Virginia, whether
they be men’s or children’s, are little.
In this great universe of ours, man is
a mere insect, an ant, in his intellect
as compared with the boundless world
about him, as measured by the intel-
ligence capable of grasping the whole
of truth and knowledge.

Yes, Virginia, there is a Santa Claus.
He exists as certainly as love and
generosity and devotion exist, and
you know that they abound and give
to your life its highest beauty and joy.
Alas! How dreary would be the world
if there were no Santa Claus! It would
be as dreary as if there were no
Virginias. There would be no child-
like faith then, no poetry, no romance
to make tolerable this existence. We
should have no enjoyment, except in
sense and sight. The external light
with which childhood fills the world
would be extinguished.

Not believe in Santa Claus! You
might as well not believe in fairies.
You might get your papa to hire men
to watch in all the chimneys on Christ-
mas eve to catch Santa Claus, but
even if you did not see Santa Claus
coming down, what would that prove?
Nobody sees Santa Claus, but that is
no sign that there is no Santa Claus.

The most real things in the world are
those that neither children nor men
can see. Did you ever see fairies danc-
ing on the lawn? Of course not, but
that’s no proof that they are not there.
Nobody can conceive or imagine all
the wonders there are unseen and
unseeable in the world.

You tear apart the baby’s rattle and
see what makes the noise inside, but
there is a veil covering the unseen
world which not the strongest man,
nor even the united strength of all the
strongest men that ever lived could
tear apart. Only faith, poetry, love,
romance, can push aside that curtain
and view and picture the supernatural
beauty and glory beyond. Is it all
real? Ah, Virginia, in all this world
there is nothing else real and abiding.

No Santa Claus! Thank God! He
lives and lives forever. A thousand
years from now, Virginia, nay 10 times
10,000 years from now, he will con-
tinue to make glad the heart of child-
hood.

’Twas the Night Before Christmas,
Account of a Visit from St. Nicholas

by Major Henry Livingston, Jr. (1748-1828)

’Twas the night before Christmas, when all through
the house, Not a creature was stirring, not even a
mouse; The stockings were hung by the chimney
with care, In hopes that St. Nicholas soon would be
there;

The children were nestled all snug in their beds,
While visions of sugar-plums danced in their heads;
And mamma in her ‘kerchief, and I in my cap, Had
just settled down for a long winter’s nap,

When out on the lawn there arose such a clatter, I
sprang from the bed to see what was the matter.
Away to the window I flew like a flash, Tore open the
shutters and threw up the sash.

The moon on the breast of the new-fallen snow
Gave the lustre of mid-day to objects below; When,
what to my wondering eyes should appear, But a
miniature sleigh, and eight tiny reindeer,

With a little old driver, so lively and quick, I knew
in a moment it must be St. Nick. More rapid than
eagles his coursers they came, And he whistled, and
shouted, and called them by name;

“Now, Dasher! now, Dancer! now, Prancer and
Vixen! On, Comet! on Cupid! on, Donder and Blitzen!
To the top of the porch! To the top of the wall! Now
dash away! Dash away! Dash away all!”

As dry leaves that before the wild hurricane fly,
When they meet with an obstacle, mount to the sky,
So up to the house-top the coursers they flew, With
the sleigh full of toys, and St. Nicholas too.

And then, in a twinkling, I heard on the roof The
prancing and pawing of each little hoof. As I drew in
my hand, and was turning around, Down the chim-
ney St. Nicholas came with a bound.

He was dressed all in fur, from his head to his foot,
And his clothes were all tarnished with ashes and
soot; A bundle of toys he had flung on his back, And
he looked like a peddler just opening his pack.

His eyes — how they twinkled! His dimples how
merry! His cheeks were like roses, his nose like a
cherry! His droll little mouth was drawn up like a
bow, And the beard of his chin was as white as the
snow;

The stump of a pipe he held tight in his teeth, And
the smoke it encircled his head like a wreath; He had
a broad face and a little round belly, That shook,
when he laughed like a bowlful of jelly.

He was chubby and plump, a right jolly old elf,
And I laughed when I saw him, in spite of myself; A
wink of his eye and a twist of his head, Soon gave me
to know I had nothing to dread;

He spoke not a word, but went straight to his work,
And filled all the stockings; then turned with a jerk,
And laying his finger aside of his nose, And giving
a nod, up the chimney he rose;

He sprang to his sleigh, to his team gave a
whistle, And away they all flew like the down of
a thistle. But I heard him exclaim, ere he drove out
of sight, “Happy Christmas to all, and to all a
good-night!”

Bah, Humbug! Ebenezer Scrooge;
It’s Not the Ghosts of Christmas

Be not like Ebenezer Scrooge, with his snort-
ing of “Bah, Humbug,” declaring that Christmas
is a fraud. Be neither like his forlorn clerk Bob
Cratchit, who is about to be deprived of Christ-
mas joy, no gift, no holiday. Should you hear all
the bells in your house ringing loudly and fear of
chains clanking while perceiving an eerie red
glow, think not of the supernatural, Marley’s –
the ghosts of Christmas Past, Christmas Present
and Christmas Future.

Think not of the strange voices and sounds
outside – and the banging at your door. Think
not of the winter wind howling, grating and
scratching of the boughs against your window-
panes. Think not of the chilling draft sweeping
from your chimney. Think not of the darkness or
the gusting snow.

Think instead of your friends and family, the
joy of the season and the anticipation of ‘ol St.
Nick – he’ll plug the draft in his descent. For the
chains clanking are likely the harnesses jingling
of the reindeer on your roof, and the eerie red
glow is Rudolph and his nose – his presence

made possible by the warmth of the wintry
snow. The boughs against your windowpanes
are really from the inside, boughs of holly, as
part of the wonderment embodied in symbolism
of your Christmas tree.

The bells ringing at your door do not foretell
of the three ghosts; they are a harbinger of your
neighbors calling with good cheer, laden with
all the fixings for holiday eggnog to dip your
gingerbread man. Their voices caroling are the
sounds outside.

Be in the best of cheer this Christmas season.
Leave cookies and milk for Santa. And if you
know of a Bob Cratchit, then you know of a soul
in need of a thoughtful gift. Lend your voice to
the carolers’ refrain, even though out of practice,
your performance would otherwise bring dis-
dain.

Build a snowman; find the coal for his eyes, a
top hat and carrot for his nose. Join the children
on the block – they’ll show you how.

Be not of fear, be of good cheer. Tis the season
to be jolly.

g
When I was a young boy, admittedly a long time ago,

Christmastime was a time of great joy, wonderment,
warmth and merriment. True, Santa Claus was on my
mind. I thought I’d been good most of the year and that
Santa would be good to me.

He’d understand that when I broke Mr. Jones’ window
with the foul ball that it was an accident. I was sure Santa
would also understand that when we heard the shattering
glass, there was a moment of panic. Yes, we all ran and
even thought we’d get away with it – undiscovered.

Our mothers knew about that broken window before we
even got home. A stern lecture and direct orders to go over
to Mr. Jones and confess that I did it – that’s what I got. Mr.
Jones tried to be very stern and asked if I’d rake and weed
his garden to help pay for it. I did. He then thanked me for
owning up and asked that I be more careful next time. I
think he even smiled, now that I look back on it.

It must have been the right thing to do because Santa did
get me the Lionel train that I had so longed for. And next
year I got the red Western Flyer bicycle.

Christmas then was also such a happy time of the year
– everyone smiled and wished all a Merry Christmas and
a Happy New Year. For a moment at least, there was
“Peace on Earth and Goodwill Towards Men.”

I didn’t understand political correctness back then. The
only thing I believed was that “Merry Christmas” was the
warmest possible greeting that one person could give to
another. It was only pure good in the intent.

Well, after all those years, I might have broken a few
other windows since – but I always owned up. I tried to be
careful, Mr. Jones. And thank you Santa for understand-
ing. I still think it’s okay to say “Merry Christmas.”

In the warmest sense, Merry Christmas everyone – and
Happy New Year!

I Tried to be Careful, Mr. Jones;
Thank You Santa for Understanding

Twas the night before Christmas and no presents were there. Despondent
and upset I sat in the chair. Then there was a clatter and I knew what to hear.
It’s Santa Claus! He is here. Merry Christmas. Mickey, mickey@mouse.com

May all you boys and girls be will good and leave me cookies and milk
Christmas eve. Santa, Claus, jolly@northpole.com

I agree with all that Santa says and I will be making a lot of egg nog.,Mrs
Santa,Claus,mrs@northpole.com

We’re all working hard making your present. Merry Christmas to all and to
all a good night!, Santa’s, Elves, sales@goleader.com

Merry Christmas to the Westfield community from the students and teachers
at Delbarton School in Morristown!, Jessica, Fiddes, jfiddes@delbarton.org

At Fellowship Village Senior Living our family of staff and residents wishes
all a blessed holiday season and coming year., Nina, Updegrove,
nupdegrove@fellowshipvillage.org

Happy Holidays from Top Line Appliance Center! We appreciate your
business this year. The highest compliment our customers can give us is the
referral of their friends and family. Enjoy cooking for your family this holiday
using Top Line appliances!, Jen, Woolston, jennifern@toplineapl.com

Merry Christmas and a very Happy 2012 from the Law Offices of Lisa M.
Black; LLC., Lisa, Black, lmb.blacklaw@gmail.com

Happy Holidays from your friends at The Little Gyms of Cranford and
Summit!, Robert, Greenberg, tlgcranfordnj@thelittlegym.com

All of us at the Cod Almighty Chippery would like to wish our great
customers a Merry Christmas & Happy New Year! We look forward to
providing great food & friendly service in 2012!
www.CodAlmightyChippery.com, Rick, Andreola (Owner/Chef),
codalmighty@verizon.net

May the spirit of this season be with us all throughout the new year.
www.westfieldreview.com, Les Jacobsen, ljacobsen1@aol.com

My wish for my family; friends & customers is a Happy & Healthy Holiday
& New Year!, Mary Ellen, O’Boyle, maryellen.oboyle@cbmoves.com

Happy Holidays! Wishing you and your family a Happy Holiday Season.
From Dr. Timothy McCabe and Westfield Pediatric Dental Group staff,
Westfield Pediatric Dental Group, wpdg@wpdg.net

Season’s Greetings to all my clients; friends and family have a wonderful
Holiday Season and a prosperous and healthy New Year . Kathy Shea Coldwell
Banker East,Westfield, Kathy, Shea, kathyshea@aol.com

Wesley Hall School for Early Childhood wishes you and your family a
Merry Christmas and Happy New Year!, Patty Fowler, director@wesleyhall.org

Merry Christmas and Happy New Year to our “Family” of clients and friends
from Family Investors Company, Peter Chemidlin,
peterchemidlin@familyinvestors.com

Season’s Greetings

Answers to last week’s arcane words.
1. Ulotrichi – The woolly-haired

peoples
2. Experrection – Awaking from sleep
3. Deliquate – To melt or be dissolved
4. Pratti – Cymbals

Below are four arcane words, each
with four definitions – only one is cor-
rect. The others are made up. Are you
sharp enough to discern this deception of
diction?

If you can guess one correctly – good
guess. If you get two – well-read indi-
vidual. If you get three – word expert. If
you get all four – You must have a lot of
free time!

All words and correct definitions
come from the board game Diction
Deception.

PHYSETER
1. A sperm whale
2. The strawberry tomato
3. A group of siphonophores which

swim by means of air bladders; a jellyfish
4. Any animal or organ having a plant-

like apearance
BRUNION

1. One of the smaller sticks forming
the frame of a fan

2. A nectarine
3. The shattering effect of a sudden

burst of energy, as in an explosion
4. A trap, snare

TERATISM
1. A monstrosity; a malformed fetus
2. A tumor
3. The state of being worldly; mun-

dane
4. An irritation; annoyance

DECERTATION
1. A fight or contest for mastery
2. A pulling or plucking off
3. A decree or sentence of the court
4. An ending or closing statement

Mistletoe
a Christmas poem

by Walter de la Mare
Sitting under the mistletoe (Pale-green,

fairy mistletoe),
One last candle burning low, All the

sleepy dancers gone,
Just one candle burning on, Shadows

lurking everywhere:
Some one came, and kissed me there.
Tired I was; my head would go Nod-

ding under the mistletoe (Pale-green, fairy
mistletoe),

No footsteps came, no voice, but only,
Just as I sat there, sleepy, lonely,

Stooped in the still and shadowy air
Lips unseen – and kissed me there.

Christmas Spirit
By Paul Moosberg,

poemhunter.com
Put up a splash of Christmas spirit, Put

in a dash of love; Stir up the sounds ‘till
you can hear it, Sing out to those you
love;

Christmas, Christmas, you can fill me,
Up with Christmas cheer; Christmas,
Christmas, you fulfill my Spirit every
year;

Toss up a mash of extra magic, Toss in
a batch of love, Let up the lights with
random logic, Look out for sleighs above;

Santa, Santa, can I have it, Please I’ve
been so good, Santa, Santa, please I beg
you, Please oh if you would;

Get up a clash of Christmas color, Get
in a catch of love, Set up and show the
shiny decor, Shout out with Christmas
love;

Listen, listen, you can see it, Spirit
everywhere, Listen, listen, you can do it,
Spread it out and share;

Put up a splash of Christmas spirit, Put
in a dash of love, Stir up the sounds ‘till
you can hear it, Sing out to those you
love;

Christmas, Christmas, you can fill me,
Up with Christmas cheer, Christmas,
Christmas, you fulfill my, Spirit every
year


