Ramsbottom’s Christmas
T’was the night before Christmas in t’Ramsbottom’s house.
Young Albert crept round in bare feet like a mouse.
Down to the front room, spied on by the cat,
Checking the stockings were still empty and flat.
The dog was all curled up asleep in its bed,
While visions of  meaty bones danced in its head.
Mrs Ramsbottom wrapped in flannelette
With hair tamed severely inside its hair net
Stirred in her sleep with a thunderous snore.
Young Albert he gasped and crouched down on the floor.
As he waited to see if his mother would rise,
A sound in the garden made him clamp shut his eyes.
Out on the lawn there arose such a clatter,
Mam shot out of bed to see what was the matter,
Tripped over Young Albert and fell with a smack,
Head over heels down the stairs on her back.
Young Albert crept down and received a great clout
Then they opened the door a crack and looked out.
The moon through the trees gave an eerie grey light,
Revealing an awesome and very odd sight.
There in the grass with his feet in the air
Lay Santa Claus trying quite hard not to swear.
Young Albert, a boy who was not all that thick.
He knew, in a moment, it must be St Nick.
He helped Santa Claus to his feet and looked round.
Nowhere was sled or reindeer to be found.
Mrs Ramsbottom, a large bump on her head
Said “You better come in but look where you tread.
That carpet’s been hoovered just this very day.
If it has to be done again someone will pay.
They sat Santa down in a chair by the fire.
Young Albert was desperately keen to enquire
Where was the sledge and the sack full of toys?
Would they be given to the girls and the boys?
Santa drank sherry, ate several mince pies,
Then leaned further back and closed both his eyes.
Young Albert was getting quite frantic with worry.
The clock said 2. 30. There must be some hurry.
At last he could stand it not one moment more.
He had to find out. He just had to be sure.
“Where are the reindeer?” he shouted out loud.
“Where is the sledge, left up high in the cloud?”
Santa sat up, scratched his beard and looked sad.
“I’m afraid so. You see, I fell out of it, lad.
And now I don’t know how I’ll get them all back,
My lovely reindeer and the sledge and the sack.
I remember the first time each one of them flew
My Eki, my Thump, my Oh Eck and How Do.”
Young Albert’s blue eyes filled with tears of dismay
“You mean there’ll be no presents at all Christmas Day?”
Just at that moment his mother appeared
She went over to Santa and tugged at his beard.
It came off in her hand and she held it up high.
“Stop fooling around. Look! You’ve made the lad cry.”
Young Albert said “That’s a swizz. I’ve been had.
‘That’s not Santa at all.  It’s nowt but my dad”
The family took themselves back up to bed.
Peace was restored in t’Ramsbottom’s homestead.
None of them heard before long on the roof
The pawing and prancing of each little hoof.
Down the chimney St Nicholas came with a bound
And filled all the stockings, not making a sound.
Back up the chimney he sprang to his sleigh.
Lots more to visit before break of day.
With a cheery  Ho! Ho! to his team gave a whistle
And away they all flew like the down of a thistle.
Still, the next morning Young Albert did speculate
About the footprint in the ash on the grate.						


 



