
 Twas the Week Before Christmas

by Sludge

Twas the Week before Christmas, when all through 
the Park not a Single Pax member had signed up for 
the Q, now Santa would be very disappointed in all of 
you. The Flags were all flying by the side walk with 
care,in hopes that a Q soon would be there.

The Pax were nestled all snug in their beds,
while visions of Plank Destroyers danced in their 
heads.  And Kryptonite in his 'kerchief, and Mulligan 
in his cap, had just settled their brains for a long 
winter's nap.

When out in the gloom there arose such a clatter, 
The whole Pax sprang from their beds to see what 
was the matter. Away to the window they flew like a 
flash, tore open the shutter, and threw up the sash.

The moon on the breast of the Old-Melted snow 
gave the lustre of midday to all of the exercises 
listed below, when, what to the wondering Pax eyes 
should appear,but a long written weinke and no Q 
was there.

With the three pain stations listed, that the Pax 
would have to travel to them so quick,the Pax 
wished in that moment it would have been St. Nick. 
More rapid than Monkey Humpers, his coursers they 
came,and he whistled and shouted and called them 
by name:

"Now Pacer! Now Flounder!
Now, Red Hot and ThinMint!
On, ManHands! On, Shercon!
On, Serta and Sprinkler!
To the top of the Hill!
To the top of the wall!
Now Balls to the Wall! Balls to the Wall!
Balls to the Wall for all!"



As dry leaves that before the wild hurricane fly, 
when they meet with an obstacle, mount to the 
sky so up to the convalescent center the Pax 
they ran, with the sleigh full of coupons, for 
feet's of strength to begin.

And then, in a twinkling, the pax heard on the 
pavement the prancing and pawing of each 
little step of Tender Foot that he was making. 
As the Pax were doing exploding Lt. Dans when 
they jumped and were turning around, down 
the parking lot came Tardy with a bound.

No it was Gilmore dressed all in fur, nope just 
from his head to his neck, and his clothes were 
all tarnished well the bathrooms were locked. A 
bundle of toilet paper he had flung on his back, 
and he looked like a peddler just opening his 
pack.

Special Ed's eyes--how they twinkled! Blue Hens 
dimples, how merry!Wham O's cheeks were like 
roses, Kay's nose like a cherry! Bambi's droll 
little mouth was drawn up like a bow,
and Lucky Charm's beard on his chin was as 
white as the snow. The stump of a pipe they all 
held tight in their teeth, and the smoke it 
encircled Red Hots head like a wreath.
No one in this group had a broad face and a 
little round belly,that shook when they 
laughed, like a bowl full of jelly because they 
get up in the gloom and workout every morn.

There was however a Q standing there 
counting, in cadence of course. Then began all 
the mumble chatter.  He was said to be an 
angry little elf, and the Pax laughed when they 
saw him, in spite of theirselfs. A wink of 
Sludge's eye and a twist of his head soon gave 
the Pax to know they had everything to dread.

He spoke lot's of words, but went straight to his 
work, and led the pax through a beat down that 
wiped off all there smirks, then he turned with 
a jerk. And laying his finger aside of his 
nose,and giving a nod, up to Far Sides 
Basketball court they rose.

Sludge sprang to the center, to the Pax gave a 
whistle, And away they all did Mary like the 
down of a thistle. But I heard him exclaim, 'ere 
he moseyed out of sight, Sign Up to Q or no 
presents on Christmas Night!!!!!!

"Happy Christmas to all, and to all a good night!"
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