
 

T’was The Night Before…  
an ADHD Christmas 

 
T’was the nig ht b efore Chri stma s,  when all  through th e house 

Not a creature was on tim e,  not eve n my spouse.   
The stocki ng s were half  up,  the gifts were half  wrapped,  

Cause th e sci ssor s and tape wer e bu ried ‘ neat h crap.  
 

The child re n were glue d to their  laptops,  by God, 
While vi sion s of  new apps danc ed on I Pods.  

And mam ma i n her k erc hief,  and sti ll  in pajama s 
Had just  s ettled h er bra in,  whic h was going ba nan as.  

 
Whe n out on the lawn ther e arose s uch a clutter 

Of  lawn chairs,  car part s and my rus ting gras s cutter.  
Away to the window I f lew like a f lash,  

Tore my shi n on an old box,  and ma de a deep ga sh.  
 

The moon on the brea st  of  the new fallen s now 
Mad e me th in k of  a  cow, then an old  TV show. 

Whe n what to  my wonderi ng eye s sh ould appear? 
But the me mory of  shoes I had misp laced last  year ! 

 
Also wher e I’d left  that  n ew wooden  broomstic k.  

Oh,  and look,  there ar e cows! Oh,  a nd the re’ s old Saint Nic k! 
More rapid tha n eagl es hi s cours ers  they came,  

And h e whistl ed,  and shouted,  an d called th em by nam e!  
 

Now Dasher,  and Dan cer,  now watc ha-ma- callit?  
On Com et! O n Cupid! Oops,  forgot my wallet! 
To the top of  the porch,  to the top of  the wall,  

But he rushe d without chec ki ng,  an d took a great  fall!  
 

As my thoughts that  before a wild h urrican e f ly,  
I  should do my taxes,  or at  least  I sh ould try.   

Did you see that  movie? O h,  what was I sayi ng? 
Oh,  right St  Nick a nd hi s rei nd eer were sl eighi ng!



 
And th en i n a twinkl ing,  I h eard on the roof  

Some tools I’d left  ther e,  bei ng ki ck ed by a hoof.  
As I dr ew in my h ead,  thoughts ca m e in a bun ch! 

So I miss ed Santa lan d,  I was so out to  lunch! 
 

He was dr ess ed all  in fur from his h ead to his foot,  
And h is cloth es wer e tarni sh ed with  ashe s and soot.  

The bun dle of  toys he had f lung on his s houlder,  
Looked quite a  m es s,  l ik e my bill s in f ile folders.  

 
His ey es-how th ey twinkl ed! H is di mple s how merry! 

Lik e that  guy that  I kn ew.  What’s h i s nam e? Bob? O r Larry? 
Santa’s droll  mouth was draw n up like a bow, 

Whic h re min ded me on ce mor e of  that  TV show. 
 

The wreath of  smok e from his pipe mad e him bli nk,   
But he explain ed that  ni cotin e help ed hi m to think.  
In hi s ha nd was a coffee,  and a se cond one waiti ng,  
And a joi nt  and vodka.  It ’s call ed se lf-medi cati ng.  

 
He was chu bby a nd plump, a right j olly  old chap.  

And we laugh ed whe n h e tripped on  a pile of  crap.  
He told me,  “I hav e A.D.H.D. in my head.”  

I said,  “Me too,  Santa! It’s nothi ng to dread!” 
 

He spok e not a  word,  for a  second or less,  
Then natter ed no n-stop,  piling gift s on our mess.  

And c hec ki ng the pock ets of  all  of  his clothe s,  
And givi ng a nod,  up the chi mn ey h e rose 

 
He spra ng to his sle igh,  to  his tea m gave a whistle,   

And away they all  f lew like th e down of  a  thistle.   
But I heard hi m excla im,  as h e soar ed on the b re eze,   

"Happy Christ ma s to  all!  Oh darn,  where ar e my key s?!" 
 

 
By Ric k Gree n  

Tot allyA D D. c om 
With apologies  to  Clement Clarke Moore 


