'Twas four days before Christmas, when all through the state

Not a politico was stirring, because of the date;

The campaign contributions were being deposited with care,

In hopes that election day soon would be there;

The candidates were nestled all snug in their beds,

While visions of Blount Street danced in their heads;

And mamma in her 'kerchief, and I in my cap,

Had just settled down for a well-deserved nap,

When on my computer there arose such a clatter,

I sprang from my desk to see what was the matter.

Away to Youtube to watch a video in Flash,

An attack ad at Christmas seemed awfully rash.

Baseless vitriol filling the monitor’s glow

Gave the lustre of Jesse Helms to objects below

When, what to my wondering eyes should appear,

But a Perdue contributor, and eight tiny reindeer,

With a stupid old letter, so grouchy and quick,

I knew in a moment it must be a trick.

More rapid than eagles the attacks, they came,

Trumped up and untrue, they tried to name names;

"He did it, he did it, It’s all Moore’s fault!

Though it’s my supporter who took the cash from the vault!

To the top of the porch! to the top of the wall!

Don’t vote for him, don’t do it, never at all!"

As dry leaves that before the wild hurricane fly,

A whirlwind of rhetoric appeared to my eye,

So up to the web, my fingers they flew,


To find out the answers and see what to do.

And then, in a twinkling, I heard on the roof

The sound of a sprinkling snowfall of truth.

As I continued my research, and surfed all around,

Down the chimney the truth came with a bound.

It was dressed up in facts, from its head to its foot,

And Perdue’s attacks were all tarnished with ashes and soot;

A coalminer’s daughter, she’d been breaking her back ,

To contrive and twist while ignoring the facts.

The truth’s eyes -- how they twinkled! The facts simple and merry!

And the attack suddenly seemed a lot less scary!

The Perdue campaign’s mouth was zipped shut like a bow,

Zack, Mac, Fred and Saul looked as white as the snow;

There was nothing they could do but clench their teeth,

And the smoke coming from Bev’s ears looked like a wreath;

For the facts from Roanoke Rapids might have been a little smelly

But they seemed to be pointing to the Perdue campaign’s belly.

Rick Watson was a supporter and well-connected old elf,

And I laughed when I realized the connections myself;

With a wink of its eye and a twist of its head,

The Perdue campaign misdirected what’s been done and been said;

Richard Moore wasn’t worried, but went back to his work,

He laughed it all off, on his face a little smirk.

For Moore has the experience and already knows,

That nobody would care about the Perdue campaign’s throes;

He sprang from his desk, to his team gave a whistle,

And to the work of the people, they flew like the down of a thistle.

But I heard him exclaim, as he drove out of sight,

Merry Christmas to all and to all a good night.

