The Twelve Days of Christmas

By Marilynn Reeves
From Marilynn Reeves
To Mr. “True Love” – Whomever He May Be 

I have never used Facebook before, but I’ve heard it is the best way to reach the greatest number of people, so I am posting this notice in an attempt to contact the person who has been sending me things under the name of my “True Love”. Well, I’m flattered, but I’m quite sure it is an unfortunate case of mistaken identity.

While I currently have a few gentlemen friends, I know none of them consider me to be their “True Love” – nor are any of them so wealthy as to be able to afford all those expen​sive gifts that you’ve been sending. And sending. And SENDING!
You obviously have no idea how much distress and aggravation having to deal with all those birds!, all those people! arriving at my door step day after day has caused me. Where to put them all? I live in a small apartment, not a zoo! 
After much thought, I finally decided to get in touch with the manager of Neverland. No, not Peter Pan. I mean the person now over​seeing Michael Jackson’s estate. It’s the only place I could think of that might accom​modate the ever-growing menagerie that was camped at my doorstep. 

And the logistics of transportation! Imagine trying to ship twelve partridges plus twelve pear trees, plus enough feed for their journey! (No, partridges don’t eat pears. They eat nuts and grubs and berries and such.) And do you think those partridges would share a compart​ment with all that other fowl? No way. Each species demanded separate accommo​dations – so there was one rail car filled with 22 turtle doves, another with 30 French hens, and still another with – count ’em! – 36 calling birds!
Luckily the 42 geese a-laying and the 42 swans a-swimming were content to ride together, although the poor swans had no place for swimming, since ponds are not trans​port​able by rail. Just imagine all the squawking and honking coming from that compartment! And they ended up next to the car filled with 12 drummers drumming, so the cacophony could be heard all the way from here to California.
Now to the people. Fortunately, the 36 ladies dancing got off at Las Vegas, to work the floor shows. The 40 maids missed their cows, so they went back home to their milking. And the lords – all 30 of them – opted to go back to Merry Old England to enjoy a rousing game of leapfrog at a family reunion. Who knew lords leapt, anyway? 
The 22 pipers sat in the caboose, piping all the way to the tryouts of America’s Got Talent. Good luck to them.

But I had to sell the 40 gold rings just to make a down-payment on the shipping costs, and am hoping, Mr. “True Love”, that you will pay the balance due if I can ever get ahold of you. I’m past the age of gold rings anyway, but if I ever track you down, a dinner out would be nice. Just, please – no more gifts! Thanks, anyway. 
