[image: image1.png]


The Dopefish Before Christmas

T’was the night before Christmas, and all through the house,

Not a creature was stirring, but me and my mouse;

I was by my computer surfing with care,

Type “dopefish-dot-com,” and soon I’d be there.

My family was sleeping, all warm in their beds,

Whilst I had insomnia inside my head.

And so now the Internet did feature
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That incredibly stupid dumb creature.

But something had with my senses played,

For he, quite frankly, looked rather dismayed.

And so then I began to think and ponder,

“What could have made this dopefish so somber?”

Then all of a sudden, quite strange to a mortal,

Appeared a transdimentional portal.

With a hearty felt force it pulled with rage,

Until I found myself on the dopefish homepage.

And I saw dopey himself, who looked as if he would cry

And then let out a great big dopefishy sigh.

I inquired of the buck-toothed green fish:

“Please,” said I, “tell me what is amiss?”

The fish replied “I am feeling quite blue,

Because I have nothing, no nothing, to do”

I thought it a bit strange, that that was his worry

But I set out to fix it in a hurry.

The dopefish was sad, and this was his reason:

He had nothing to do this Christmas season.

Away to the portal, I flew like a flash,

And surfed through the net, avoiding the trash

Nothing important, I hoped I had missed,

Had to find somewhere this fish could assist.

Then I found a piece of info to factor:

An E-mail to Santa, from his chiropractor!

Poor old Santa had thrown out his back

While trying to heft his giant gift sack!

I took to the portal, and went to St. Nick

I had a plan, but had to do it quick.

When I arrived at the North Pole, it was dismal to see;

Everyone was sad, and there were no lights on the tree.

The elves were all crying, they had worked hard this year

But with Santa’s back, there’d be no Christmas they fear.

But I was not melancholy, for I had a plan;

I need only to see that it was okay with the big man.

I conversed with Santa, to know the deed could be done;

He gave his approval, and thought it would be fun.

He started to cheer up, and give a good wish,

And gleamed as he turned and said “use the fish.”

He called forth his elves to ready his sleigh;

Though Santa was injured, we could still have Christmas this day.

While they readied the reindeer I made my flight

Back to the dopefish, and told him Santa’s plight.

And in an instant he knew how he could help out this year,

For dopefish would guide Santa’s reindeer.

The dopefish and I traveled back to the north,
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And climbed in the sleigh to go travel forth,

And just when in my seat I had sat,

An elf had fitted the dopefish with Santa’s red hat.

With I at the reins and the fish at the helm,

We set forth to travel the whole earthly realm.

With a shake of the reins the reindeer headed on out,

And I, feeling Christmasy, let out this shout:

“Now Dasher! Now Dancer! Now, Prancer and Vixen!

On Comet! On, Cupid! On, Donner and Blitzen!”

I guided the reindeer and the fish visited homes,

And then Santa called us, on our borrowed cell-phone.

“How are you enjoying this beautiful night?

Have you missed any houses? Are the reindeer alright?”

“Oh, Santa,” I said, “You need not fear,

Not while our good friend, the dopefish, is here!”

Long, oh, long, into the night we flew,

Long, oh, long, until our job was through.

And when it was, we returned Santa’s sleigh,

And went home ourselves to enjoy Christmas day.

Throughout all the world, kids did not have a toy that they lack,

Christmas was not canceled due to Santa’s bad back.

And the dopefish, I noticed, was once again happy,

And my insomnia was gone, and I was feeling quite nappy.

And though you may not believe in the fatman who gives,
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This you should know: that the dopefish lives!

By Caleb W. Child
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