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  was the night before Christmas, 
and throughout Camp Lore,
Not a Soldier was stirring,
there was barely a snore.

  nd me, the 1st

Sergeant, had just
climbed into bed.
I was closing my
eyes as I lay down
my head.

  he operators and 
mechanics were snug 
in their racks,
While dreams of PM 
had them completely 
relaxed.

  he stockings were 
hung on the motor 
pool walls,
in hopes they’d
be filled by ol’ 
Santa Claus.
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 hen out in the motor pool there came a great noise,
I hopped straight out of bed, barely keeping my poise.
Over to the window I ran really fast,
And pushed it wide open so I could see what had passed.

he sodium lights spread a 
dim yellow glow,
On the snow-covered trucks 
in the lot down below.
My eyes popped wide open as 
on that winter frontier,
Flew a big red sleigh pulled 
by eight feisty reindeer.

   t the reins was a driver 
with a big square jaw,
I knew right away it must 
be Half-Mast Santa Claus!
Faster than lightning all 
his reindeer did fly,
And he shouted their 
names as they moved 
‘cross the sky!

  ow, Dudley! Now, 
Smedley! Now, 
Percy and Joe!
On, Seymour! On, 
Crusty! On Dexter 
and Moe!

 o the top of the 
motor pool,
quick as can be!
I’ve got TMs to 
deliver for these 
Soldiers to see!”
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   ith a crack of his whip and a mighty “Ho, ho!”
Half-Mast Santa up the building did go.
Up on the rooftop they arrived with a crash,
His overstuffed sleigh filled with a PM mishmash.

few
seconds

later, 
I heard 

steps up on 
top, And then, 

right behind 
me, I heard

a loud plop!
I turned around 

quickly, and what 
did I see? Why, Half-

Mast Santa Claus just 
as real as can be!

e was dressed in green camo   
  from his head to his toes,
  I was shocked when I saw him
  and immediately froze.

     e had 
a huge 
bag 
filled 
with all 
kinds of 
stuff,

   ike 
TMs and 
grease 
guns—he’d 
brought 
quite 
enough.

is glasses, they sparkled!
  His grin rather knowing,
  His cheeks were quite red;
I guess it’d been snowing.

e was a perfect picture    
  of classic Americana,

xcept his chin was clean-shaven.  
    No beard for this Santa!

   ell-mannered 
and neat, and 
polite as you 
please,
The smile on his 
face quickly 
put me at ease.

  hen dropping 
his pack to the 
floor with a 
sigh,
He stretched 
out his back 
and looked me 
in the eye.
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 ith finger to lips, and a “Shhh!”
	 as his plea, 
He dug through his pack as
	 he dropped to one knee.
Lube orders, multimeters,
	 grease guns and pliers,
When I thought he was done,
	 he pulled out some tires!

ll these gifts went in stockings or right on the floor,
  Then he went back to his pack and dug out some more!
    it took quite a while before his bag was deflated,
     But the emptier it got, the more he seemed elated!

inished at last and
   pack now quite bare,
He turned from his work
   and climbed up the stair.
Before he could vanish,
   he gave me a wink,

nd then he was   
  gone, before I  
    could blink.
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e jumped in his sleigh
 and I looked back outside,
 As they took to the sky
 like a ship at high tide.

 But I heard him call out
 as he sped through
 the night,

remember 
this 

cHristMas 
to KeEp PM

Burning 
Bright!


