
Holiday dance



one, two, buckle my shoe
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[ background music: something instrumental ]



I was driving down the road,

listening to the radio,

the local disk jockey was saying,

the local Mall was open,

The Holiday Shopping Spree was about to start !



Are you ready to shop ?!



Is your credit card cooled down ?



On your mark !



Get set !



Goooooo !



And they are off !



There were 12 dump trucks dumping debris in the North Forty !

chugging and a chuffing their engines,

clanging those gears,

some dropping debris and flattening tires and car hoods,

along the waaay !



There were eleventy-dozen shopping carts filled,

to the brim,

and some were over flowing,

crash boom !

shopping carts acrashing on the seashore !



There were 10 realtors dancing,

on their tippy toes,

on ice skates,

with silver toes !



Nine traffic lights a-blinking,

along the shore highway,

not yet completely back in service.



Eight refrigerators a-rusting,

out in the ocean water,

have to get them out of there,

before the summer season stats.



Seven presents yet to buy,

with nary a hint as to what to get !



Six FEMA trailers in use,

thousands sitting unused in storage lots !



Fiiive bulldozers cleaning up debris !



Four geese heading south for the winter,

if they haven't already gone !



Three Christmas trees all lit up,

in a storm shelter,

or a hotel room,

or somewhere with sand.



Two songs a playing,

on the radio,

that aren't holiday songs !



[ and a distant voice whispers ]



And Peace on Earth,

could we have it,

for one whole year ?



[ exeunt ]

