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WHITE CHRISTMAS 
 
Static  
 
In darkness, Frank Sinatra’s “Santa Claus Is Coming To Town” 
 

VOICE 
He knows when you’ve been sleeping 

He knows when you’re awake 
He knows when you’ve been bad or good  

So be good for goodness’ sake  
You better watch out 

You better not cry 
You better not pout 

Santa Claus is coming to town  
Santa Claus is coming to 

[distorts] 
to town 

 
Then a male radio announcer’s voice: 
 

ANNOUNCER 
Another great song for this holiday season! 

I can hardly get enough! 
We’ll be right back with more excellent programming 

after a word from our sponsors 
 
 Short burst of static  
 

The lights go up.  
 

Three white men are reading newspapers.  
 

Between the three of them, they are wearing one Santa costume  
(one wears the coat, one the hat, one the pants etc.) 

 
There’s something a little old fashioned about them, but they’re young.   

 
Or young enough.  

 
first  
What’s that song 
you know that song that everyone  
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well not everyone but some people love 
very very passionately and when you hear it come on  
you’re like, come on, stop pandering  
stop trying to give those people want they want to hear 
this isn’t good music 
just because there are people asking for it 
their voices rising in a collective chant 
doesn’t mean you should –  
Freebird! 
Oh right, that’s it 
Freebird  
 
For a while, I thought I was a person against Freebird 
People would scream for it you know and I’d sort of look at that person 
or group of people  
and I would look at their faces  
and I would lock their faces into in my memory 
Noted, I would think, you’re that kind of person  
I don’t even know what kind of person I thought that was 
Someone who enjoyed themselves, I guess?  
Someone who allowed themselves to relax and not think for one fucking minute  
about whether a song was very good or very bad 
Someone, in short, who was happier than me  
 
I was the type of person who in high school  
made very fucking sure you knew I listened to Radiohead 
not Dave Matthews 
It was important people knew that about me.  
Even if they didn’t seem to care at all 
I cared 
I cared a lot 
 
This might be embarrassing  
Okay confession time 
a few years ago  
I heard it in this bar 
just the first couple notes  
 
  we hear freebird for a moment 
 
and I felt my whole body start to rev up  
my brain wasn’t on yet 
it hadn’t blocked the nerve receptors 
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it hadn’t been reminded of what we liked  
and what we didn’t like  
and my half-ass shell was loose and porous 
 
instead my body decided to say 
I LOVE THIS 
and it felt the pleasure of the people around us in the bar 
and how they too felt this pleasure 
and how specific it was for all of us 
for me cigarettes and the spray tanned legs of high school girls  
pepperoni pizza and the woodsy smell of a bonfire 
 
and at the moment I realized  
perhaps I wasn’t the person I had told myself I was  
perhaps I was a stranger to myself  
someone who enjoyed,  
nay, reveled in Freebird 
the teenage boys who had known the pleasures of the song 
they were the smart ones all along 
and it was me 
I had not allowed myself to give into its pleasures 
like God 
I guess hearing that song differently made me think that maybe I could believe in God 
that maybe He just hadn’t hit me in the right way yet  
 
I was hungry for anything that made me feel in those days 
 
 

* * *  
 
second 
The day after 
I can’t remember how long it’s been since  
time is strange now  
ever since the present annexed the future  
and the past – well  
I knew a historian once before they were all – 
that’s beside the point 
the day after it happened 
I got into a car crash  
I was on my bike  
wait no I was in the car 
I was in the car and I hit a woman  
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a young woman  
she was on her bike  
I wasn’t paying attention  
because it was one of those days where everything feels like a dream 
advertisements kept coming to life  
it was like I was walking through some big novel 
so when I hit her 
I wasn’t sure if I was imagining her or not 
and I got out of my car and I looked at her  
it was raining and she was lying on her back  
she had a yellow helmet  
and this black raincoat 
one of those cheap ones that looks like a garbage bag 
maybe it was a garbage bag 
and she was just lying there 
staring into the sky 
like she was trying to figure out if this was a dream too  
something about her eyes 
their emptiness 
I got scared  
I tried to pretend I was very very real  
realer than anyone she had met before 
I puffed out my chest and made my voice deep  
“Are you okay?” 
But I still felt like part of a movie  
I took her in my arms and put her in my backseat 
I tried to drive her to the hospital but she said she didn’t have health insurance 
she said she was fine 
I took her to my apartment  
I carried her up the stairs 
I didn’t know I had that in me 
I wasn’t that kind of person  
I felt good about what I was doing 
but also bad for feeling good  
if you know what I mean  
(there’s no way out) 
I cleaned her cuts and I made her tea 
and afterwards I fucked her 
just because it seemed that was the kind of thing you do  
after an experience like that 
I didn’t plan to  
I just did 
and she she seemed to know her part in it  
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she kissed back  
sucked my neck  
pretended to come 
I was grateful for her performance  
I think she saw I needed it  
she didn’t really speak  
but maybe she was also grateful for the movie  
we could replay it later when we were alone by ourselves 
it was the kind of sex that would get better in the retelling 
 
***  
 
third 
So what if he changes his mind? 
I change my mind  
You do 
So what if he doesn’t have any true opinions or beliefs 
Do you?  
In a way, I find it refreshing  
his corelessness 
We chose him for his particular corelessness 
he engulfs whatever we put inside of him  
like one of those ink blot tests 
we make him into whatever shape we want 
 
I will confess I was scared 
terrified 
the night of  
But the longer I go on I realize 
nothing has changed has it?  
aren’t things supposed to feel  
different?  
I look around I read the paper I watch the news 
no one seems any different than they were before  
but He feels real somehow 
doesn’t he?  
like a breath of fresh and  
pungent air  
 
Can I tell you this weird thing I’ve started to do?  
Sometimes I pretend that my mother gave birth to him.  
Because if he came out of her 
Why, that would make him my brother 
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And what do you do to brothers?  
You love them  
And after all  
aren’t we all brothers?  
Especially in this trying time 
Shouldn’t we all choose to be brothers now?  
 
I’m just saying  
doesn’t it seem 
doesn’t it really seem that we’re all going to be okay?  
doesn’t it seem that we’re all going to be fine?  
 
 

 
 
first 
years later  
 
second 
oh this is a funny story 
 
first 
I encountered someone I knew back then 
 
second 
it was a blind date of sorts 
 
third 
we had each brought along a woman dressed as a dog 
 
second 
as was the fashion those days  
 
first 
and as we let our bitches sniff each other  
we found ourselves recognizing each other  
 
third 
we couldn’t say anything out loud  
because back when we knew each other we had had  
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second  
suspect affiliations  
 
first 
our sympathies had lain with those that deserved no sympathy 
 
third 
so we had to keep our past friendship to ourselves 
 
first 
and then his bitch started to copulate with mine 
 
third 
and we found ourselves 
 
second 
turned on  
 
first 
delighted 
 
third  
transfixed  
 
second 
by both the situation and the familiarity of an old face  
 
first 
by the ways our hands grew red holding the leather of the leash 
 
third 
by how animal they all were now  
 
second 
they all had become so animal  
 
third 
once their tongues were cut out  
 
first 
their lips stitched  
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third  
their eyes widened  
 
second 
as was the custom in those old days 
 
first 
it was also around christmas   
that I remember 
everything was smelling like cedar and sweat  
 
 
***  
 
 static 
 
 we cut into the song, a female voice singing  
 
 As the song progresses, the three men start to cry 
 

VOICE 
Holy Night 
All is calm  

All is bright 
Round yon virgin  
Mother and child  

Holy infant so tender and mild  
Sleep in heavenly -  

 
static 
 
violent lights up on house  
 

ANNOUNCER 
Dug that one out of the ol’ archive 

More from the voices of the once living  
after this 

 
 blackout  


