THE PRUITT FAMILY CHRISTMAS LETTER DONE ONE BETTER...OR
THIS YEAR’S EVENTS ARE NO WORSE WRITTEN OUT IN DOGGERAL VERSE

This year again came and went

So fast, it’s hard to tell how it was spent.
Don"t get it wrong, much occurred,

But with the speed of time, things got blurred.
The big news, at last at last:

Mother went to Paris and passed.

Second in rank is Father’s book.

The printing’'s done, you’ll all get a look.

0Of the rest, details are within.

Note it will be boring if you’re not kin.

Winter

We find there is so little snow

In Washington compared to Buffalo.
With just a little ice

They close the schools and thrown down rice.
Sorry, 1 meant to say salt,

But take my word all comes to halt.
S8ays Andre’” up in cold Syracuse,
"For these antics there’s no excuse.
In this city it"s nothing new

To have it snow a foot or two."

Anyway let me go on:

From the early crack of dawn

The Pruitt family worked away,

Away, away, and through the day

Into the night

With artificial light.

Workaholics all five are we,

To some at least we seem to be.

The author though is a lazy one:

He took a year off from college fun
(textbooks, term papers, and finals)

Mother

At her new job she’s of good repute

Especially for starting the English Institute.

The *Tute's for reducing foreign student anguish
By teaching English as a second language.

They were so happy with the new programs she started,
There was a 20% raise with which the state parted.
At this time, I should mention,

Her job only took up half her attention.

There was the always present thesis

That almost drove us all to pieces.

(Or so she believed in all her guilt.

But really! No one was kilt.)

Now that it’s over we can look back,

Wonder a little and a few jokes crack.

Sometimes she would say "I”11 fail"

With sad mouth and visage pale.

We encouraged her, because we knew









