
‘Twas the Night Before Break… 

 
 ‘Twas the night before break, 

When all through the school 

Not a student was stirring, 

Or breaking a rule; 

 

The lockers were closed 

And the stairs were all bare, 

In hope that St. Nicholas 

Soon would be there; 

 

The children were home 

All snug in their beds, 

While visions of Ipads 

Danced in their heads; 

 

Miss Thomas in her ‘kerchief and 

Mr. Haggerty is his cap, 

Had just settled down 

For a long winter’s nap, 

 

When out on the lawn 

There arose such a clatter, 

I sprang to the window 

To see what was the matter. 

 

Away to the window 

I flew like a flash, 

Wrenched open the locks 

And threw open the sash. 

The moon on the breast 

Of the new-fallen snow 

Gave the luster of mid-day 

To Kenmore below, 

 

When, what to my wondering eyes 

Should appear, 

But an interesting man 

With lots of tech gear 

 

A  little old guy, 

So lively and quick, 

I knew in a moment  

It must be St. Nick. 

 

More respectful than ever 

He spoke quietly, 

He walked on the right of the halls, 

Moving along steadily, 

 

Not a dasher or dancer! 

Not a prancer or vixen! 

He used kind words and actions, 

Not a jumpin and a blitzen! 

 

To the top of the stairs! 

To the end of the hall! 

He followed the rules, 

To protect one and all! 

In the cafeteria, 

He was always polite 

He never texted or littered 

Or started a fight. 

 

He spoke quietly 

 and in his chair he did stay and 

When he finished his lunch, 

He returned his own tray. 

 

And then, in a twinkling, 

I heard on the roof 

The prancing and pawing 

Of a man who’s a goof!    

 

As I lifted my hand, 

And was turning around, 

Down the stairway 

The evil Grinch came with a bound. 

(Grinch enters) 

He was dressed all in fur, 

From his head to his foot, 

And his clothes were all tarnished 

With ashes and soot; 

 

A huge knapsack 

He had flung on his back, 

And he looked like a peddler 

Just opening his pack. 
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His eyes—how they crinkled! 

His dimples, how scary! 

His teeth were like fangs, 

And his nose was all hairy! 

 

He never offered to help 

Another person in need, 

He was impolite and unsafe, 

In his actions and deeds. 

 

He never had a pass 

And he littered in the hall 

And he laughed when 

He made poor old Santa Claus fall. 

 

Santa, he was chubby and plump, 

A right jolly old elf, 

But Grinch laughed when he felled him, 

In spite of himself; 

 

But a wink of Santa’s eye 

And a twist of is head, 

Soon gave me to know 

I had nothing to dread; 

 

Santa spoke not a word, 

But went straight to his work, 

He’d straighten out the Grinch 

Who was really quite a jerk! 

He took away the Grinch’s phone, 

He showed him the trash 

He spoke to him quietly 

He was not mean or brash. 

 

Santa showed the Grinch 

The polite thing to do 

And the Grinch knew 

He could now do good things too. 

 

Santa said, “It’s about what you do 

And not what you say, 

To ensure all Jaguars have  

A great day.” 

 

“Be cooperative, 

Safe, respectful and kind, 

Owning our choices are 

The expectations in mind.” 

 

And I heard Santa and 

Grinch both exclaim as 

They left the school, 

“Happy Holidays to all, and follow the 

rules!” 

 


