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

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

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 shut-
ters 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
chimney 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 ped-

dler 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 bowl-
ful 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 chim-
ney 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!”

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.

Be not like Ebenezer Scrooge, with his snorting of
“Bah, Humbug,” declaring that Christmas is a fraud.
Be neither like his forlorn clerk Bob Cratchit, who is
about to be deprived of Christmas joy, no gift, no
holiday.

Should you hear all the bells in
your house ringing loudly and fear
of chains clanking while perceiv-
ing an eerie red glow, think not of
the supernatural, Marley’s – the
ghosts of Christmas Past, Christ-
mas Present and Christmas Future.

Think not of the strange voices
and sounds outside – and the bang-
ing at your door. Think not of the
winter wind howling, grating and
scratching of the boughs against your windowpanes.

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 window-
panes 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 ginger-
bread man. Their voices caroling
are the sounds outside.

Be in the best of cheer this Christ-
mas 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 perfor-
mance would otherwise bring disdain.

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 to dream.

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

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

When I was a young boy, admittedly a long time
ago, Christmastime was a time of great joy, wonder-
ment, 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 bro-
ken window before we even got
home. A stern lecture and direct or-
ders 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 Christ-
mas and a Happy New Year. For a
moment at least, there was “Peace on
Earth and Goodwill Towards Men.”

I didn’t understand political cor-
rectness back then. The only thing I
believed was that “Merry Christmas”
was the warmest possible greeting
that one person could give to an-
other. 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 understanding. I still think it’s okay to
say “Merry Christmas.”

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

The first time I saw Santa Claus
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Increase Our Recycling
After Christmas

Yes, it’s that time of year again for my
Christmas recycling letter! Please recycle
all of your Christmas paper, bags and
packaging. I urge you to remember that
there is no reason for the amount of
garbage we put out for pick up the days
after Christmas to be any more than usual.
My family creates an 18” high metal
can’s worth of garbage each week of the
year, and our Christmas week garbage
will be no different.

All of the wrapping paper that we use is
just paper; it all can and should be recycled.
Or even better, reused. All of the cardboard
gift box packaging is paper and should be
recycled. As can Christmas cards and enve-
lopes. (The card fronts can even be reused
for postcards next year!) Bring excess pack-
ing materials to the local UPS store. Re-
cycle electronic gadgets (and their parts)
that are replaced at 2019 electronic recy-
cling days. Most (I’ll admit not all) of the
plastic wrapping around gifts has the recy-
cling symbol and numbers on it, and can
and should be recycled Remember that
plastic comes from oil. Recycle our plastic
and maybe we can reduce our oil use, cost,
dependency, and carbon footprint! When
you take your Christmas tree down, there’s
no reason to wrap it in plastic baggage
before pickup – that’s only more plastic
garbage. Residents can contact me at
williamnierstedt@gmail.com if you are
uncertain as to whether or not something
can be recycled!

This year I also encourage you to re-
duce your creation of Christmas garbage
from the beginning. When someone of-
fers you a plastic bag, refuse it, and use
your reusable bags. Try to buy long last-
ing gifts rather than ones that break easily
and wind up in the garbage. Instead of
buying ‘stuff’ that friends and relatives
don’t need, try buying experiences for
them to enjoy. How much ‘stuff’ do we
all need? Donate to charities in the name
of others, or buy memberships to organi-
zations that friends/family enjoy or sup-
port. One of my favorite groups – The
National Arbor Day Foundation – will
plant trees as Christmas gifts. Buy real
Christmas trees rather than artificial. Real
trees are cut into mulch and reused, and
new trees are planted. When artificial
trees ‘die’, they are just more garbage.

In these days when we taxpayers com-
plain about high taxes, and we pay for our
garbage by weight at the incinerator, and
air and water pollution later in our health,
I urge all of us to try to remember that the
two thoughts go together. If we reduce
the amount of garbage we generate, we
pay less for it in our taxes, and we make
our earth healthier. Let’s see if we can all
increase our recycling efforts after Christ-
mas this year too.

Save a tree! Reduce air pollution! And
make it an annual habit! Merry Christmas
and Happy Holidays to all.

Bill Nierstedt,
Garwood

Below are four arcane words, each with
four definitions – only one is correct. 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.

Answers to last week’s arcane words.
1. Chitra – The Indian spotted hog deer
2. Hierodule – A Greek temple slave
3. Intertrigo – An eruption of the skin

produced by friction of adjacent parts
4. Tocsin – An alarm bell

ABACIST
1. One who casts accounts with a calculator
2. A tile or square in a mosaic pavement
3. One who destroys one’s sight by plac-
ing a red-hot basin close to the eyes
4. A skylight

TASSIE
1. A small cup
2. Armor for the thighs
3. Clay for making melting pots
4. Tea time

YACH
1. To boast or brag
2. To come up suddenly
3. An exclamation of despair or hopeless-
ness
4. Strong beer or ale

SPOLIATE
1. To wither or wilt
2. To trap; snare
3. To plunder or rob
4. To coil or wind round


