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Office of the Postmaster General,
North Pole Division:

NEWS

For release 10 a.m. Monday, December 25, 2008

For centuries children have written letters at Christmas-time.
Whether addressed to Santa Claus, Saint Nick, Kris Kringle, Father
Christmas, or any of a dozen other names, they were all meant for
one magical figure who lives at the North Pole. Within these letters
children poured out their hopes and dreams, their wishes and
wants, their questions and concerns. On Christmas morning they
would wake to find if these requests had been honored. And it was
the only way to know if their letters had actually been read.

Until now.

No one quite knows why it happened, or what may have made the
old man crack, but shortly after Christmas, letters began arriving
for these kids. First just one, and then a few scattered more, and
then a flood of them began appearing all across the world. For the
first time ever, Santa was writing back.

And clearly he had an awful lot to say....



Dear Santa,

I really want some pink ballet slippers so that
I can dance really good in my ballet recital.
Everyone else has new slippers and mine are
all beat up, plus they're black because fhey
are hand-me-downs from my sister. My mom
thinks I don’t need new ones, so I thought
I'd ask you for them.

I alwags do my homework. Plus, my friend
Amanda told me you didn’t exist, but I didn’t
believe her, so I am really loyal. I would like
those ballet slippers so 1/ Inﬂne you think
about all the good stuff I did this year. Say
hi to Mrs. Clause for me.

From,
Lindsay
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Dear Lindsay,

First of all, it’s dance really well—not that you’re likely to ever do
so. To dance well requires talent, not new ballet shoes. Your mother
has recognized your complete lack of ability and that’s the real rea-
son she hasn’t gotten you new slippers. I would be remiss in super-
seding her authority in this regard.

I encourage you to continue to do your homework, particularly
math, as you are destined to become a mid-level tax accountant, not
a prima ballerina with the New York City Ballet. And your friend
Amanda may know more than you think. Blind faith won’t get you
anything other than 4-5 years in a minimum security correctional fa-
cility for tax fraud when you’re 43. It will come as a result of being
“really loyal” to your boss when his accounting shell game is finally
exposed.

Ho Ho Ho

SANTA




Dear Santa,

This year, [ have been a very good girl. [ have done a
Few bad things, but I help my mommy with the dishes all
the time. And [ always say thank you, and so [ deserve
lots of presents this year!

Please bring all of these things for me this Christmas
because [ am planning on leaving you milk and cookies on
the table. [ would like all of the Harry Potter sheets,
action figures and movies. Please don’t forget to bring
a bicycle with pink ribbons and a basket too. If you can
only bring one thing, please bring a puppy—mom and
dad won't mind.

P.S. My little sister has not been very good this year
because she broke my headbands and pinched me, so if
you need extra room in your sleigh you can put my stuff
in instead of hers.

Thanks Santal

Love,

Andra
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Dear Andra,

A few bad things?! I think you seriously underestimate either your be-
havior or my intelligence. I’m used to kids trying to sell out their sib-
lings, but rarely do they sink so low as to attribute to them the
misdeeds that they themselves are guilty of. We both know that you
in fact are the one who broke your sister’s headbands and then
pinched her when she tried to tell your mother. This despicable tac-
tic may be useful for a politician, but you’re not running for anything
here other than gift recipient.

Which brings me to your wish list. I’'m sick and tired of Harry Pot-
ter, and I don’t just mean lugging the heavy things around. In case
you haven’t noticed, it’s the same damn story, book after book after
book. Who cares if the ancillary stuff is inventive when the plots
themselves suck?! The bookstores are filled with thousands of other
books, almost all of which are better written than any Harry Potter
title. Personally, I would recommend a series entitled The Extraor-
dinary Adventures of Ordinary Boy. They’re just as much fun, and
will also show you how not to be such a sucker. Try reading some of
them. Oh, wait. That’s right, they don’t come with matching sheets!!

Grow up,

<ANTA



Dear Santa,

My big sister told me that you cah see everything
that goes oh from the North Pole. That means that
you can tell whether all the boys and girls in the
whole world have been good or bad. L am writing you
this letter to remind you that L have been very good
this year. I just wanted 1o let you know in case you
missed me because L am so small. L would really like
to see your reindeer and give them some carrots,
but L know you visit when L am asleep. So I wanted
to help you out this year and tell you what L might
like. I would really like some dolls and a hew teq cup
set. L dlso like stuffed animals, cats are my
favorite. Merry Christras Santa. see you Soon.

LOVeu
Marisol qge 6

P.S.. keep an eye on my sisten she stedls cookies!!
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Dear Marisol,

You had me all the way through your letter, but then you went and
blew it at the very end by ratting out your sister. What kind of a trai-
tor are you? I know full well what your sister is capable of, but up
until now, I never suspected how small and petty you could be. It
saddens me that the lovely Wedgwood Tiny Tea Service I had set
aside for you, and the giant-size stuffed Simba we’ve been working
to complete for months will now be going to someone far more de-
serving.
Perhaps your sister.

Cheers!

<ANTA




Deav Saunta,

Remewmber whew | asked you £or a
wicvoscope—as | vecall | was pretty specific
avout the model and you sent me what
amounted to a glovified magnifying glass,
thus rendering the cool slides my sister
bought me useless? No? Well, | Do. Sewmehow,
even though | suspected that you Aidn't
exist, | clung to the velief that you would
come through for me, just once. | spent the
better part of that year being quite “nice.”
Whew Kim kempke calleAd me nawmes on the
playgroumd omd threw Aivt at me at vecess,
| just said, ‘Sticks and stomes may break my
bones but names will never huvt me.” You
oamd | both know what a brat that kKA was,
but | took it because | knew that you weve
watching.

Whew | got in trouble for taking the last
Creamsicle, even though my SISTER had
eaten it | Aldn't vat hev out because theve
is & pretty fine line whew it comes to
sticking up for yourself or being a snitch
omd yet theve | was on Chvistmas movuing
trying to be gracious when | opened that
sovvy excuse fov a micvoscope.



My sistev amd brother both gave me the
sawme look they vesevve fov our cousin. You
know, the one my Dad calls “simple.”

| was heavtoroken. What in heaven's wame
weve you thinking? Was i+ o last minute
gestuve? | vealize my last nawme is at the
end of the alphavet, but | thought a kid
would get some credit for taking it om the
chin & couple of Himes Auving the year
without complaint.

Theve weve many times | wamted to ve
naunghty, but the thought of losing out
because | gave Damny Avico a chavley hovse
was wmove thowm | could veav.

| weighed wmy options amd vealized that
nothing would get in my way when it came
to that micvoscope. Except Samta Claus
himself appavently.

well, let me e the fivst to say that while
you may hawve come through in years past, |
am no lowger your biggest suppovtev.

The word is out. People know that you ave a
Lair weather friend amd you hawve veen
wmavked lousy. once that happeus theve is
no Way you com get back om my good side.



Not even if you brought wme, say...a ovamnd
new bike. IH's too late, Santa.

[+'s not that | Aon’t believe n you, iH's that |
Aow't hawve much faith in your “powers.”

So from now ow, the gloves ave off. Naughty?
You got it; budAy.

Let's see what you Ao with that.

Youv £viend,
Paige Wavwick
A Alssatisfied customer

PS. And Kim kKempke? SHE got the Bavbie

Dveawm House AND the Covvette. Justice? |
Hhink wot.
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Dear Paige,

When did you turn into such a little bitch?

Your friend,

<ANTA




Dear Santa Clause,

L think that L have been very bad this year. Do you want o know some
things L did? oK. L1l el you anyway. First of all. L have been planning
to dominate the world. I've dohe other bad things also. That is the
worst. Nows L will name some things that you will get me (or else). I
waht q giant machine gun to blow up the world with. L want q big evil
Barbie doll. L want my own eff. If L don't get these then L will be
extremely mad. So mad that L will blow up the world ahyway. So Sahta
Clause, the world is doomed No matter what.

Hugs and Kisses,
Rianna
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Dear Rianna,

I think it’s time to see your doctor about taking you off of the Ri-
talin.

Calmly yours,

DR..SANTA




Dear father Christmas,

Do you know some kid who might 70551'\9[7 fancy 2 ligtle
5:’5(&? ﬁ17 sister is 3[1/\!975?6‘.\‘(”\5 into my stuff and
fo[[owinj me. around. 3}\& ILways {055¢5 her peds at me
2t dinner, and | worry she might throw her for{ﬁ.

She draws in the \oOOZj you gave me and 9ot my fiﬁk
water 41’7(7 TwiCe/

{ know U'm wrfoseJ to write you 3 [ist—«7ou fou me this
at HarroJ’j, rememper? S0 au 1"131"5 on my [iat is:
H1—GIVE away my sistex!!1/11111]]

3in<erd7,

q] lea

F.y.-1 know My parents will e upset but 1’“51\/&
them my fish to watch.
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Dear Giles,

This is a common request of little boys. What you don’t yet under-
stand is that boys are given sisters for a very important biological
reason, and that is to prepare them for the future torture of having
wives. Women are maddening creatures and the only way that na-
ture can make us ready for such a trial is to train us from childhood
to cope with their aggravating behavior. Girls are saddled with broth-
ers for a similar reason. Just be grateful you’re not an only child.
Marriage is often such a shock to them that they seldom survive it.

Your fellow bloke,

FATHER C_HRISTMAS

(P.S. Whatever you do, DON’T let this letter fall into the hands of
Mrs. Claus.)



Dedr Sdntd,

5antd why you dint 9et me
o litHe |drror. That iS So kind
ot sinning.

Mikey
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Dear Mikey,

Why you ain’t writing in a language I can understand? Master Eng-
lish and you’ll not only get a laptop, but you’ll also avoid a lifetime
association with the penal system.

Your homey,

FaTt SanTa
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Dear Tara,

The signs were all there, but clearly you’ve missed them. The cook-
ies weren’t eaten, and the burning fire wasn’t a problem for the sim-
ple reason that I’ve never stopped at your house—not even once. |
don’t even want to think where the “present” in your yard that you
attribute to my reindeer came from.

I’ve never visited your house because your parents buy you every-
thing you’ve ever even glanced at, all in a pathetic attempt to pur-
chase your affections—Ilittle good that it’s done them as I’ve watched
you grow into an increasingly nasty, greedy little brat. If you had
even a hint of a conscience, you’d realize that your parents receive
little at Christmas for the simple reason that they have no money left
after spending it all on you (and your cat). Frankly, it serves them
right.

But don’t worry, they’ll continue to lavish money and gifts on you
for everything from prom, to your sweet sixteen party, to your
$500,000 wedding that they’ll mortgage their house for. When your
father has a heart attack, he’ll even understand that your nail ap-
pointment took precedence over visiting him in the hospital—even
though you’ll miss your last opportunity to see him alive. There will
be nothing left for you to inherit, but that’s okay because you’ll be
married to a sucker who will work his ass off in a fruitless attempt to
try and satisfy you. Through it all you will continue to feel deprived.
By then you’ll have even stopped noticing that I’ve never paid you
a visit.

Coal is too good for you,

<ANTA



Deatr Santa,

L l\oPt ov e e ber Me Trom Wl\eﬂ L
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Dear Sarah with an H,

I’m afraid I can’t say “hi” to Rudolph for you. Rudolph doesn’t exist.
He was an invention of the Montgomery Ward company back in
1939, and I’ve never seen a dime of the revenues generated by that
red-nosed cash cow. Of course, that hasn’t stopped every kid on the
planet from writing me to ask about him.

As for your request for a Barbie doll and make-up kit, I hate to
break it to you, but neither you, nor 97% of your friends are ever
going to develop a body similar to that of a Barbie doll. And trying
to achieve that look with make-up will just leave you looking like a
hooker. Instead, I’m going to bring you a Raggedy Ann doll which
better represents your future body type. And don’t be glum. Raggedy
Ann at least ended up with a loving partner in Raggedy Andy. Bar-
bie just ended up with that dickless fag Ken.

Thinking of you!

<SANTA




Dear Santa Clanse,

How are you? bow are all your reindeer? ’m
doing great because ’ve been so good this year
| share all my toys with my little sister and |
wash behind my ears. \'ve even started helping
grandma. bake cookies especially for you! Since
Ive been so good this year | thought you might
like to have my Christmas list. For Christmas this
vear | would like:

| a new flaystation

1. N\onovoL\\j

3 S(;Ldermom

4. a trip 1o Disney World
5. rollerblades

That is all for this yeasn hope to See you Soon.
Lane
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Dear Lane,

Consider this as a bonus tip from me. When sending a letter asking
for free stuff, it pays to spell my name right—unless you really were
trying to contact Tim Allen. (Depending on the outcome of my trade-
mark infringement case against him and the Walt Disney Company,
you may not do so well going down that route.) But let me continue
on to the heart of your letter.

You truly are delusional.

I know you honestly believe that the good deeds you rattled off
represent your behavior for the entire past year, rather than the ac-
tivities that occurred during the two hours leading up to the writing
of this letter. Two hours of good behavior hardly justifies a new
Playstation, let alone a trip to Disney World!! It does justify a copy
of the Spider-man edition of Monopoly, though, which combines two
of your requests into a single crappy gift. You’ve earned it!

Your pal,

<ANTA




Dedr Sdntd,

L'm sorry. I cdn expldin.
~Your BLGGEST fan
Ndele, third 3rdc‘e
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Dear Adele,

Yes. I know you can. However, you might as well save your breath
because I’'m not buying it. And just so you know, it wasn’t the fact
that you stole the little baby Jesus figure from the nativity scene in
front of your church and replaced it with a two-liter bottle of Sprite.
I actually thought that was pretty funny. And it wasn’t even the prank
with your father’s glue gun and your mother’s diaphragm. What fin-
ished things off as far as you and I are concerned was the incident you
caused when you told the little Pakistani girl in your class that when
I come down the chimney of a house and find it occupied with non-
Christians, I systematically execute everyone I find living there. Re-
ally now. What do you think it costs me in public relations dollars to
neutralize that kind of slander? A lifetime of presents for my
BIGGEST fan doesn’t even come close to covering it...But it’s a
start.

Dare to Dream!

<ANTA




Dear Santa.

Can | have a new soccer jersey? All summer | liked
to watch the soccer players in the World Cup and |
think it would be really cool to have a jersey just
like the pros. | like Arsenal and also PSG cuz the
players can do awesome moves. | play soccer all the
time, plus now | am on the A-team at my school. and
that means |'m pretty good. Al the other guys on my
team have jerseys from real teams and | want one to
wear at practice. My coach likes it when we wear
teams from England, where he is from. He calls
soccer foothall but it's the same sport. Anyway. | bet
lots of kids want jerseys, so |'lL let you choose what
team, as long as they're not bad.

Oh and my sister wants a tea set but she broke her
arm so she can't write you a letter.

Thanks and Merry Christmas!
From,

Shamus, 9
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Dear Shamus,

Maybe you should try a little honesty. Your sister didn’t break her
arm. YOU did when you attempted a mid-air karate kick against the
Troll doll she was cradling in a bizarre attempt at nursing the thing.
Her unintentionally hilarious action in no way justifies yours.

But I would expect nothing less from someone who is fascinated
by soccer, or football, or whatever you want to call it. If there’s been
a more tedious and boring game invented, I don’t know what it is. I
travel everywhere (except to those nutcase Islamic countries) and it’s
quite clear to me that there’s a direct correlation between the popu-
larity of soccer and where that country falls on the sliding-shithole
scale. It’s no coincidence that the sport’s popularity in your country
has increased dramatically during the presidency of George W. Bush.

You can tell your sister she’ll be receiving her tea set. You, how-
ever, will be getting nothing.

Merry Christmas!

<ANTA



Dear SaNTA (Noatt Pole),

MY BiG BROTHER Tommy SAYS YoUR NoT REAL, BUT T DoN'T
BELEEVE Him. T THINK Your REAL. WE HAVE To PROVE HiM
WRONG, S0 THIS YEAR I'M SENDING You MY REAL CHRISTMAS
LIsT, AND GIVING A DIFFERENT oNE FOR MY PARENTS To GIVE
To You. THis (s VERY MPoRTANT. MiNE (s THE REAL UisT.
Ttis WAY I'LL TELL Tommy LATER AND HE WILL BE WRONG.
THANK You, T BEEN A GooD BoY THIS YEAR, HERES WHAT T
WANT.

-FUN VIDEO GAME SYSTEM € A GAME

-A NEW 0RANGE BALL

-NEW BLUE cloTHES

-BASEBALL CARDS

-COMPUTER GAMES

-A ELECTRIC INSTRUMENT

-A PET NAMED SPIKE

-MAGAzINE PRESCRIPSHUN

-AND SUPRISE PRESENTS

THANK You,
BaxTeER

PS RememBer, THis (s THe RIGHT LisT. THE LIST From
E00IE AND LAVRA STEVENS (s FAKE, so T cAN sHow Tommy
YoUR REAL.



SANTA ENTERPRISES

NORTH POLE

S 7 ;'i'ﬁ-. $ NG
LSy
1952 & '«L/jhhs‘) g!.’li

Dear Baxter,

Well, you certainly are a devious little shit. It’s too bad your “real”
list wasn’t as well thought out as your sneaky plan. I hope you enjoy
the following gifts I’1l be bringing you:

* an Atari 2600 System complete with Pong

* a pecan-crusted cheeseball from Hickory Farms

* a dozen blue girdles

* baseball cards for the starting line-up of the Scranton/Wilkes-
Barre Yankees

* Quicken Tax Pro 2000

* an electric-powered-nose hair clipper

¢ a slug (name him Spike if you like)

* a one year “prescripshun” to the National Review

* and “suprise” presents consisting of everything you put on your
fake list to your parents

Hope they don’t suck!

<SANTA



Degr Santa (North Fol),

My momy says ils taking me a reel long
bime Lo think of my Chrismas list, bul iés
cuz /| g0l a suprise thal only you no about
Santa. My momy will male this leller to you
cuz | am al skool when the post offise iz
open (fuinl hinl). | been Very good his
yeer, so | think | shud el lots of
pressents. Heer iz whal | wanl, | hope you
like momys cookees.

—grean radeo control car

~Wil Wibh games like basbal

- g new greqn sled

—new gluvs

—basbal cards

~Flshes and a see anenome

—a mountan bike

—fubbal cards

—sel/ phone

—new books

~legos and sturf

Your Friend,

Justin

S Do you bemember me Santal My name
iz Justin.
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Dear Justin,

Of course I remember you. You’ve been writing to me for fifteen
years now, and frankly, the acting like you’re a small child gig is re-
ally beginning to border on the creepy. For the first few years, I just
assumed you were an average, cute little kid just learning to write
and spell. I got increasingly concerned as the years went by, how-
ever, and began to think you must have a slight mental handicap.
That misconception was cleared up when I realized you were being
home-schooled by your mother in your Little Rock trailer home. For
the six or seven years that followed, I watched with curiosity to see
when (or if) your mother would ever teach you to spell correctly. I
was also fascinated to see just when she was finally going to stop
bathing you. And here we are nearing your twentieth birthday and
neither event has yet occurred. In that same way that even the most
humiliating clips on You Tube eventually just become boring, I think
I’ve finally seen enough. But [ would like to thank you for this little
peek at an average Arkansas family. I’m at last beginning to under-
stand how the Clintons were able to initially get themselves elected.

Keep lurning,

<ANTA




Rear Jonta,

d lave been o veruy good gl Hhid year L felped
oy little airtere leatm Rote 0BCA and I Relped
Mowany et the dimner toble evetny mightl Movmany
ond Qoddy #oy thot you only vist good froyh amd
gida po I Lave deen thying very loid to de good
4 Linke J bove done o good jolb d fope thot L am
on the mice Uist amd not on the mavghty lirt. Lf (
am on the mice Uat, 4 woldd Gle o mew doll witl
WMM@NMM,N’C%WL JL d oo oon the
mougbty lirt 4 will thy to e mohe good I phowmide.
i{yi wwt&w%ooiut,iwwﬂiu&ov
boarct mechloce ke e ome Roddy gave Mowamy. Lf
Jd am mot on the veruy good liwt, 4 willl thy to ke
oven more good d Aeally prowmide.

Do, Y 4 am on the very very good list, 4 wold
wmmﬁogﬂ#&m@@oﬁoQ&WWJM%
oting on the pond My little sibtes i too dwall
fore hoting, 4o pleate dont gore fer peated too. Jome
things ore jubt foh big girds Uke me. Jf L am mot
on the very very god Lt 4 promite 4 willl thy to
Ao good!

On Cliibtmat #ve 4 will leae you amy fovohite
catmead cookied thot Mommy lelps me make and
il thot Qoddy Lelps we pour. L Lope you lke !
Moty CRAME oA and wtoy warom Jontal

Kove,

Betl
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Dear Beth,

I understand the desperation evident in your letter. However, your
attempts to be very, very good, or “even more good” will do little to
save your parents’ marriage—just as your father’s purchase of that di-
amond-studded heart-shaped necklace did nothing to gain your
mother’s forgiveness or assuage his own guilt.

I will of course bring you the set of skates you are hoping for. The
solace they will provide during your weekend visitations with your
father, though, will be minimal. It’s hard to hear, but the truth is your
parents will be better off apart. And you really must stop blaming
your little sister for the failure of their relationship. You’ll need her
support in the years ahead.

With regret,

<ANTA

P.S. I can’t stand oatmeal cookies.



Drar Jolly 0ld Saint Nicle,

I'm & 24 yzar-old fathzv of Ywo writing Yo von alongsids
my kids, Joluny (25T ) and Kirsten (agz 9. We'vz all
wmalking one Clhvistmas lists for vou, and | want Yo show
Thim that tvin adults 4Tt things from Santa if thiy
ask. Kirstin is starting to wondzv abont von, whzthzv or
not You'vz vzal. | wite Yo von Iy vzav, vight?

For Chvistmas this yzav, havs's what 1A liles:
-0f coursz, world pTacs

-A good vatt vefinancing The wmortgagz

~thz hybvid Ford Escapz

~&PS navigation systim

~Homsz Drpot gt cartificats

~a mzat smolegr

-RTA Sox (TrsTv

~ATwW wovlk poots

That should just about Ao it, Santa. Thankes for
i\/im‘i’b\imﬁ—l'll sTT Yyou Chvistmas EVE aftsr The kids 40
Yo bzd, just llkz last yzav. | liles Yhoss cookiss, Yoo!

Sinczrzly,
Tvrzvor lnnshrncle
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Dear Trevor,

You certainly do write to me every year, and every year you start off
your list with the same old kiss-ass request for “world peace.” But
then you’ve always been the living embodiment of the phrase “talk
is cheap.” After all, why really do anything for the environment when
you can get your self a “hybrid” and pretend you’ve done something
without it inconveniencing you in the least. And go ahead and do all
of your shopping at Home Depot, where you can’t find any compe-
tent help to save your life. Meanwhile, the local hardware store down
the street with the knowledgeable guy who would love to help you,
will soon be out of business because his hammers cost a little bit
more than Home Depot’s. Local economies are being destroyed
across your country because morons like you keep buying cheap shit
at national chains that funnel your money out of your own commu-
nities, allowing them to wither and die. But of course that doesn’t fit
on a bumper sticker to plaster onto your hybrid.

Get bent,

<SANTA



Dear Santa Uaws,

Hi ) am Colin Sacobsen. How are you? | am Tine, \ust
Deing really good lilke always.

Santa, what do you do when its not Christmas time? |
\enow your really Busy now, dut what about in the
stmmer? Do you go on vacation? Do you stay in the
North Pole with Mes. Uaus? What about the elves? Anck
what abdout the reindeer? | Rudolph real? Do you have
o pet polar Sear? | want a pet polas deay, or o ggizely
Sear, or a lion | likke Dalloons. Do you like Salloons? Can
you malee them into shapes, lilke bilkes and giraSSes?
Why are there necles $o long? Can you do magie? How do
you readk all the letters Scom all the Kids and Wow do
you eat S0 many cookies?

Do you really give coal to Dad Kids? | am a nice doy, |
Ery not o e naughby at all | like video games. | like
\iclcDall ak recess. My mommy and daddy are nice. My
Sister Eva eries alot. | want squirt gquns Sor Christmas.
Mommy Says no guns. | also like Sasketball | need a
new Dall and a basket to shoot ok when kS warm
outside. | want a snowboard koo, Butk mommy says 'm
not ol enuSS- Daddy says mommy worries £oo much.

| want a pet turtle Sor Christmas too. | Lilke tne <hell
andk daddy showed me Wis old ninya turtle action guys,
and | lile tuctles. | Ehink Ehat's all Santa, | Wope you
can Sy everywhere and eat lots of- cooldies.

Your Seiend,

Colin
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Dear Colin,

Despite the stultifying repetitiveness of the questions I am asked, I
do, in fact, like that kids ask them. Kids should ask lots of questions
because it is, after all, the only way to get answers. If you ask ques-
tions your whole life, you’ll continue to learn new things and be-
come a wiser person. If you never ask questions you’ll grow up to be
amoron. (But don’t worry. Your country’s own recent history proves
that that’s no bar to becoming president.)

Of course, sometimes lots of questions are just the first sign of
ADD.

Get help,

<ANTA




Hi Santa,

How s the North Pole? | lve in Florida so |
never see snow and it s always warm and het.
| hope that Your reindeer can 41y here
without any snow. | will leave carrcts for
them 1o make them happy. | like carrots too
but not more than | like candy. | dont think
reindeers can eat candy.

For Christmas, | want a baseball so that |
can learn 1o throw like my big brother. Maybe
he will Play catch with me on the beach like
he does with his friends. | would like a
baseball very much. |+ would be a goed
present.

My Daddy needs a new job becaunse he lost
his old one and my Mommy needs a new car
because her old one is broken Please see
your elves can help.

| will watch for you on Christmas Eve. My
flashlight will be at the window s you can
{ind my house. |4 is the vellow one with a
white door just in case You dont see me.
Merry Christmas!

Ryan
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Dear Ryan,

You’re a good kid. So it pains me to have to be the one to tell you that
fate has dropped you into a cesspool—and I don’t just mean Florida.
The sad truth is that wonderful children are born all the time into
families who don’t deserve them, and with whom they don’t deserve
having gotten stuck. Soon enough you’ll come to realize that your ju-
venile delinquent of an older brother is only your half brother. Steer
clear of him. Meanwhile, the freeloader you both call your father
(don’t worry, he really isn’t) will be moving on right after your
mother loses her job because of having no way to get to work. Un-
fortunately, she’ll soon begin a career that she can perform from
home and additional half-siblings will be the result. Do not attach
yourself to any of them. Make the most of the baseball 1’1l be bring-
ing you this year. Your real father was the captain of the Duke Uni-
versity baseball team (enjoying a little Spring Break R&R) and
you’ve inherited his brains and his talent ten times over. Pursue
scholarships, and keep them a secret from your parasitic family.
When you’re accepted for a full ride at your father’s alma mater,
leave these soul-suckers behind and never look back.

I’m pulling for you,

SANTA



Dear Sarnra CLawd

ALL S want o CAxistmasd L8 a Nnew
Bike d hope the elyves at rhe North
Pole know how ro make a bike for
me. d want it o be blue Blue i
oy pavonire codor. Whar 14 Yyour
Loy oihe EOLOI? L AAAIR Ak 4S8 2ed
Lbedawde AAar id AL oo of Your
Su k!

Shannon Riley Murphy says rhat
Yyou are judt pretend, bur she L4

e LWaYS AHYANG A ANACR e, . WOTLR
Let it work rAis kime PLeade wirire
Pack S rhat L dan show Her you are
rea k. d believe in you Santa I
rhere 48 a bike undes rhe tree o
Christmasd Day then youw really
mwst e real.

d don'k need a helmer gor rhe bike.
Yourn friend,

Madaro
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Dear Masato,

Don’t you know that true devotion and belief don’t require any phys-
ical proof to back them up? Of course that’s exactly the kind of im-
possible-to-prove bullshit that leads people to blow themselves up
for imaginary virgins and to believe that books written by sadistic
desert nomads are the unchallengeable word of God.

In other words, good for you, Masato! If there’s any advice I could
give you it would be don’t believe the claptrap that people like Shan-
non Riley Murphy will try to force-feed you throughout your life.
Make ‘em provide the proof. Of course, you could take that to an ex-
treme. Such as a refusal to believe in the importance of, oh...say,
safety helmets. But don’t worry. Their importance will be made
abundantly clear to you about seven weeks after you receive your
beautiful new blue bike.

Enjoy it while you can!

<ANTA




Dear 2antq,

T was very good this year and now it's payback
time. Here is what yow showld bring me for
Christmas:

- 3 new PMX bike (red or orange, with 4 inch alloy
rims)

- mone Yy (at least $100, in small bills)

«snowboard (Yow Know the one T want; it's the same
one T asked for last year that yow gave to
Steve Alpher across the street by mistake)

» Puma glides (black. and silver glow strips)

. an orange hoodie (ot bright orange)

- remote control swbmarine

-« 3 guitar (can Yow also arrange lessons?)

« anything else yow can think of.

Thanks 2anta. T know yow'll deliver this year.
Tomas Mwrnz, &

P, Don't forget: We don't have a chimney, so please
wse the front door!
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Dear Tomas,

You’re a douche-bag.

Take it from me,

<ANTA




Hedls Santa,

Ao D waiting thia J ecan't febp tRinking Row dumb-
the wondd ia. UYou ecomplitedy disguioed gounaely. Xiring
in the eoldiat place dn LardR iing cliee. Tedl me, Row
el Ao you pay the mafio to eep gou guint? Agten ald,
an anagram for Santa ie Saton. Hmm. How muek
wodd you pay me to bt guiet? (ot to o you S Love
you JLL take a Evropean wtintny, pregerally Jaly J
UG RE ot well wuke e matio tad-

5:'/&4”%)

TNED Sasn ta bt avlin of the cartp (on at beaut Jealdy
3. Qd—u&d—w whs Y am.

P FPS. And ta ald the atupid carth pesple, thind albowut

coal. How do you brep Hedle girens avnning? Coal So
whs woudd Rove eoak? Saton. fnd wre gures st FREE
esal s mattin Row expenaired? Santa. JRind alout i.
O berioiaty,

Faitr, Stk Gaade

PPPS. Sarta Y b-ad efildien winet edal con be
w/dfa-/umﬂ-mu&,. MM&&WMMMW
Mﬁt&@tw&a&m¢t&%@%m%%
middicrn doblan tatatee. W mmm. J wanden, Satan waild
povan bad bide. j,ay nd up Zawguw.



SANTA ENTERPRISES
NORTH POLE

Tl
e
IS WY

Dear Faith,

You’re one of those smart people who just doesn’t realize how stu-
pid you actually are. You over-think every aspect of life to the point
where you come to believe idiotic things like the Mafia killed
Kennedy, aliens landed at Roswell, and the Iraq war wasn’t about oil
or petty revenge. You take moronic coincidences like my name being
an anagram for Satan as concrete proof that it’s true. The reason I
leave coal for bad kids is that there’s NOTHING a kid can do with
just a single rock ofit.

As less intelligent kids go on to be far more happy and successful
than you, you’ll become increasingly bitter and delusional, blaming
everyone but yourself for the crappy place your life has taken you.
So hold onto the lump of coal I’ll be bringing you this year. If you’re
not successful at selling it to someone for a million dollars, let it serve
as a reminder that the only person responsible for your life sucking
is you.

You heard it here first,

<ATAN

(oops...I mean Santa)



Plar Santa,
[ need a new pair of pants because | ripped
Them and now I in my yellow polka Lot bunny

butterfly Flower smiley face undevwear.
From,

April
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Dear April,

You only own one pair of pants? You have bigger problems than I can
help solve.

Thanks for writing!

<ANTA



Dec. 24, 2007

Dear Santa,

Hi I Rylie Barker! T was just wondering how do g4ou
get the presents? Do gou order them? Do you make
them? This gear for Christmas I would like a Wi,
Laptop, Webkina, and clothes. Tell the elves, Mrs.
Claws, and the reindeer I 54id hil Have a nice BREAK!
Love Alwagys,

Kylie

¥.5. How do gou get down the chimney?



SANTA ENTERPRISES
NORTH POLE

%)“!\ 9] Aty ?\\
\ :4@‘.

@T ) ‘bc ‘J '\gcz’
B U2 )
‘.\ a ‘(J/h\‘pfé!.’lts

¥/

Hi Kylie,

Honestly, don’t you think you should have written to me a little ear-
lier? A letter cobbled together on the afternoon of Christmas Eve is
hardly going to get to me on time—especially given the incompe-
tence of the US Postal Service. I once mailed a package in Manhat-
tan that was addressed to my literary agent (look for my
autobiography coming soon!) just thirty blocks away. It took TEN
DAYS to get there!!

As for how I get the presents, I have them made in China just like
everyone else. Their handwork is so tiny I’d almost swear they were
using children to do it. And I’'m not sure what they put in their paints,
but the colors are so vibrant they almost make my head spin. Best of
all, I don’t have any of the labor union issues I used to have with the
elves.

Take THAT, Toymaker’s Local Seven!

<ANTA




Deac Santa,

\-\e\) biq quy, I've been waiting all year to weite you this lettec oqain.
| Wope you know that I've been o ceally qood. boy this whole entice
year, well, except £oc the one time that | pushed. ?:n-\)an down the
staics because he punched wmy best {ciend. n the 4ace. Beyon
desecved. it, so You can't punish me too vad, | know | was vecy
weong and, | went to detention for theee weeks becouse of it
\An\)wa\), this Yeac £oe Cheistmas, | want onl\) o few things. | don't
want to be gceedy because | know thece’s o lot of othec kids out
thece that desecve moce things than | do, you should give moce to
them than me because | qot o lot of things last Year anywoy.
Stacting with the biggest thing | want, it’s this Tonka teuck thot |
saw on this commeccial once, it was big and yellow, and. | could. deive
all my £ciends acound in its well, one at o time, but still VAl the
kids in the commeccial looked. very happy, and. all year | was
imagining one of those kids being me. The next thing | want is this
ceally cool army hat | saw when | was shopping with my mom once.
It’s the coolest hat in the woeld, and, | con’t wait to get it!

The last thing | want €oc Cheistmos ace these ceally cool powee
cangec weapons that ace amozing. My £ciend. Jocy hos them, and. |
play with them all the time, | think he gets mad. | want him to
stop qetting mad at me, so | ceally hope you can £ind. them, oc make
them up ot the Nocth Cole...they ace so cool. Once you see them,
\)ou.'ll know exactly what | -

Well Santa, | know my list is shoet, but that’s all that | want this
year. | hope you'll be oble to being me everything | asked foc.
Thank Yo,

Mok
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Dear Mark,

Don’t you think you’re a little old to still be writing to me? I mean,
you’re eighteen for Chrissake! And that wasn’t a Tonka truck you
saw in that commercial recently. It was a Humvee, and the happy
guys you saw riding in it were doing an ad for the Army. That’s where
the cool hat comes in, too. And you’ll be getting both of them even
sooner than Christmas, minus the body armor of course. The Na-
tional Guard program you joined to get out of sixth period study hall
is rolling out to Iraq next month. Of course, you won’t be armed with
the Power Ranger weapons they promised you when you signed up.
I actually have them up at the North Pole ready to go. Unfortunately,
my bid to produce them for the Army was rejected, despite coming
in lower than anyone else’s. The winning bidder, Haliburton, should
have them ready for you in about ten years—assuming you last that
long.

Good luck!

<ANTA




DEAR SANTA,

T HOPE YOU LIKE MY COOKIES AND MILK CAN YOU NAME ALL
YOUR REINDEER TELL MRS. CLAUS HEY HOW ARE YOUR ELVES
DO YOV DECORATE OR DO YOU PUT UP TREE

BYE SANTA

MALL MCKEE

P5. SAY WHATSUP TO YOUR REINDEER
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Dear Mali,

Punctuation is an amazing thing. Take the following sentence:

No presents will be coming this year for Mali McKee.

The insertion of just one single comma can turn this from being
your worst Christmas ever to one of your best. What? You never paid
any attention in school when they were teaching you about commas?
Or spelling? Or basic punctuation? Well isn’t that a shame?

Better luck next year!

<ANTA



hello T am 7 and T would like 3 things

H# A book set, #2new arts and crafts, and #3
a covple webkine.

How does your sled work? Did yoo krnow that
ChristMas is My Lavorite L\olic{ag\,

Love,
Liv 7
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Dear Liv,

I’1l be curious to hear if Christmas is still your favorite holiday after
this year. As requested, I’ll be bringing you the following:

#1 The Internal Revenue Service 1991 Tax Code (all eighteen vol-
umes in the set!)

#2 The Junior Jackson Pollack Paint-By-Number Kit
#3 The carcasses of half a dozen insects I’ve carefully extracted
from the spider web that hangs in the corner of my office

At age 9 you should know how to phrase your requests more pre-
cisely.

Ask and ye shall receive!

<SANTA



Dear Sarta,

Hil T wartt a puppy for Christmas. How do your elves
make gifts? I hope I have been a good bov. I love my
paverts. Do youz Please come to my house. Do you like
puppys? 1 hope 1 can see youl

Nou friend,

Hervy Sellers
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Dear Henry,

What an unusual question. Do I love my parents? To be honest, I re-
ally hadn’t thought of them in years. Most people assume I’m an or-
phan thanks to the efforts of a publicity agency I hired back in the
1950’s. They suggested going with the whole orphan thing as a way
of mythologizing my past and creating an aura of mystery about my
origins. The truth is that I did have parents. From an early age they
trained me in the art of toy making. But did they ever let me play
with the toys I created? No. They made me give them all away. Did
it make me bitter? You bet. Did I take on the role of toymaker to the
world in an attempt to win the favor of two nasty parents who ulti-
mately would never be satisfied no matter how many toys I made
and gave away?

Now that I finally look at it that way, I see that what I’ve been
doing is merely an attempt to gain the love of parents whose love
was never attainable in the first place. There’s no point in me mak-
ing and delivering all of these toys. I see that now. Finally, I’'m free
of this onerous task. And I owe it all to you, Henry.

Free at last,

<ANTA

PS: Whenever children ask me why I no longer bring them toys, I’1l
say it’s all thanks to Henry Sellers of Evanston, Illinois.




Dear Sonto,

L would ¥e an 1Pod MP3
player 50 movies ond o
N intendo PS Lite. L olso
waht o Goarne Cute. How
do yowr rejndeer fly?

5 /.hCEr‘ely,

/ﬂel/.ho /‘- or‘l'e
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Dear Adelina,

My reindeer are able to fly because their muscles haven’t atrophied
from the inaction that comes from spending all of one’s time on one’s
ass playing video games, listening to music and watching 50 movies.
Maybe you should ask for some presents that require a little physi-
cal activity. It may do wonders in staving off the diabetes that will
strike you at fourteen, and the heart attack that will bring you down
at twenty. Laying off the donuts might help, too.

It’s never too late,

C_ohcH SANTA



Qeate Jonta,

J would Uke o Fender Hlectric butar
Koptop and Cllplone for ChAMtmat. Omd
un Ahool 4 wold Uke good gladet un
reamee + o Little amole {/eedowm ot Lome.
From,

%MM not. Famana

A Dl ﬂow{ow d roid T
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Dear Emily not Emma,

As far as | know, Fender doesn’t make an Electric Guitar Laptop, al-
though it does sound like something I would like for myself if they
do decide to produce one. Similarly, they also don’t produce a cell
phone, so I’'m afraid you’re shit-out-of-luck on those requests. If
Rudolph existed, he might tell me that you meant to put a comma
after the word Guitar, which would have given a whole new mean-
ing to your wish list. But he doesn’t exist. Sorry.

That brings us to your next request: good grades in science. Since
science is increasingly irrelevant in your country, I’m not sure why
you care. Your public schools have never exactly been on the cutting
edge of science to begin with, and since they’ve eliminated every-
thing from the curriculum that offends the various pinheads in your
community, I think the only lessons left in your science books in-
volve photosynthesis and gravity—although I suspect gravity will
soon be dropped as well. Get it? Gravity...dropped! Oh, never mind.

As for your final wish for more freedom at home, good luck with
that one. Your parents feel that keeping you a virtual prisoner will
prevent you from becoming pregnant as a teenager. Of course, if they
bothered to teach you any sex education, you’d be aware that the
neighbor boy’s attempt to give you a friendly “inoculation” against
liberalism when you’re fourteen will ultimately do nothing to actu-
ally save you from the welfare state.

Don’t know much about biology,

SANTA



DEZR 9aNT2 Clavs,

IN THE SONa “1 5aW MOMMY KisSiNG 9aNTa
clavs” Do fou Readll? Kiss MY MOM? AND
THANKS TOR EVERYTHING (35T YEaR. THIS 7EaR |
ReallY DONT care aBoUT THe PRESENTS | G4ET.
| CaRe FBOUT THE PRESENTS | diVE. BY THE WaY

HaVe 2 MERRY CHRISTM2S, aND 2 HaPPY New
YEGR

FROM,
Lcas, g aNd 2 QRTER
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Dear Lucas,

I’m often asked this question, to which I usually reply: If I only had
the time!

You’ll get that in about ten years.

In the meantime, it’s letters like yours that make me grateful that
I can see within your heart. I often get letters from calculating little
shits who feed me lines like “I only care about the presents I give”
like so many beauty pageant contestants, and if [ wasn’t able to see
the truth it would leave me in a difficult position. But I can see your
sentiments are genuine, and it does warm my heart. I’ll be bringing
you a Game Cube and Wii this year, and I hope you have a ball with
them.

And if T were to kiss anybody’s mommy it would be yours.

Rrrawr!

<ANTA



Dear. SANTA,

How's THE NorTH Pon_s_? Is RupoLpi/s NosE sTILL
smnws._? | HEARD THAT DDANCER. HAD THE FLU AND | HoPE THE
ELVES TooK &oob cARE ofF HiM So THAT HE IS ALL BETTER
BY C_HRISTMAS £ VE.

| HoPE | AM ON ~YoUR. NICE LIST THIS YEAR. | KNow THAT |
PULLED M SISTER.S HAIR. A FEW TIMES AND ATE cANDY WHEN

Morm~y wasn'

T LookKINg 8uT | THINK sEsIDES THAT I'vE BEEN
PRETTY &oob. BEsIDES) BENTAMIN FROM MY <LASS IS
ALWAY'S PUSHING BOY'S ©ON THE PLAYS&ROUND AND EVERY
C_HRISTMAS HE GETS LOTS oF PRESENTS FROM You, so |
THINK | SHoULD &ET soME PRESENTS, msﬁ-r_?

| REALLY) REALLY) REALLY WANT A NEW PUPPY.: | KNow
THAT Mormm~y THINKS | AM NoT &oING To WALK IT ENoUGH
8uT | sweaR. | wiLL. My NEIGHBOR,) - osH) ALWAS'S PLAYS
WITH HS Do& IN HIS FRONT YARD AND | THINK IT LooKs LIKE
FUN. PLus | WALKED By THE PET STORE “YESTERDAY AND SAW
LOTS ofF PUPPIES IN THE WINDOW, AND THEN MY TEACHER Tolb
US ALL ABOUT THE Do&s IN THE PoOUND WHo NEED To BE
ADOPTED. | wouLp &IvVE THE PUPPY A &oobD HoME (l WANT A
&SoLbeN RETRIEVER, BUT A BEASLE WouLp BE oKAY Too.)
T HaNKs SANTA. L.ook oUT FoR. SOME GINGERBREAD
COOKIES AT MY HOUSE THIS YEAR.. TH-EY’FLE MY FAVORITE
so l'LL savE A FEW FoR. You.

FKOM[

| RISTAN
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Dear Tristan,

It’s really quite clever how you open your letter with some small talk,
and then subtly slip in some minor transgressions as a distraction
from the truly awful things you’ve done this year. Does “the pogo
stick incident” ring a bell? Sadly, this tendency will serve you well
when you make your entry into politics in your late twenties—much
to the misfortune of the idiots who elect you. However, the attempt
to further bolster your case by calling out the misdeeds of your class-
mates is just piling it on too thick. Benjamin’s aggression is merely
a conduit for the latent homosexual tendencies that he has yet to even
begin to understand. Not that it’s any of your business.

After preparing your case in the most manipulative way possible,
you finally reveal that what you want more than anything is a puppy.
You claim you’d be happy with a dog from the pound. Well, Il tell
you right now, you’re not going to be finding any Beagles or Golden
Retrievers at your local shelter. What you’ll find there are mutts.
They’re more loving, and definitely more intelligent than any pure-
breds, but the truth is that doesn’t really matter to you. In the super-
ficial manner that will sadly serve you well throughout your life, the
most important thing to you is appearance. The mutt that you are
going to receive this Christmas will be loving and loyal right up to
the moment three months later when your parents return it to the shel-
ter because you’ve rejected it. A week later it will be put to sleep. I
truly hope you rot in hell.

Jingle All the Way!

<ANTA




Dear Santa

How come you so
fat?

Love,

Ashton, aged 8
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Dear Ashton,

How come you so rude? Seriously, haven’t your parents taught you
any manners? Or grammar?

If you really must know, I’m fat because I love bread, potatoes,
pasta and booze. Those four things have been torture when it comes
to maintaining a svelte figure. Now, some people may say I’m an in-
credible hypocrite the way I chastise others for letting themselves
grow fat while doing nothing to maintain my own weight. It’s a fair
critique, but it’s really a matter of apples and oranges (neither of
which I like eating). You see, I’m immortal. I can eat all the un-
healthy shit I want and it’s not going to kill me. The same can’t be
said for any of the fat kids who write to me. So this really is a case
of “do as I say, not as I do.” I’m only thinking of them as I berate and
ridicule them, all the while knocking back a bottle of Dewar’s.

Life ain’t fair,

<SANTA




Dear Sounta,

Wiy does the Easter Buuusy give us candy but we have to

Leave you. cookies? That doesitt seemt fiair and. wowt says we
lave to be fair. Dad too.

Awnabel, AGE 5
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Dear Annabel,

If there’s any lesson I can impart to you it would be that life isn’t
fair. While I applaud your parents’ efforts to instill a sense of fairness
in you, it really is a lost cause. As you get older, you’ll find that the
brown-nosers in your class get good grades with little effort while
your perfect papers are only good enough for B’s. In college, your
whore-ish roommate will marry a millionaire while you date a pizza
delivery boy. When you graduate, the incompetent ass-kisser who is
hired the same day as you will ultimately become your boss. Through
all of this, you’ll whine that “it’s not fair!”

It’s not very well publicized, but the Easter Bunny is fully subsi-
dized by the American Egg Producers Association. I make and de-
liver toys to millions of children every year, free of charge. If you
don’t think it’s fair that I enjoy a few cookies for my efforts, then
SCrew you.

I hope you’re getting something good from the Easter Bunny this
year, ‘cause you’re not getting jack from me.

SANTA



Dedr Santd,
1'd like to know some ﬂ\ings. How do you fifin the chimney’s?
Aind if we don't have d chimney how do you getin.

And some of the ’(Nngs I wan' is wrestling fiqures or other

’(Hngs. Suprise me

PS: tope you \ike the cookie’s

From

Austin

Merry Christmas
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Dear Austin,

It’s never good to ask someone to surprise (as opposed to suprise)
you unless you truly would be happy with anything you get, ranging
from a West Hollywood Ken doll to a bucket of used hypodermic
needles. Based on your one stated request for “wrestling figures,”
I’m guessing that you’d be disappointed in any kind of toy that re-
quires intelligence or imagination to use. That eliminates a huge per-
centage of the toys on the market. I will try to do my best, though. My
research has shown me that of the little boys who ask for “wrestling
figures,” 45% of them are future drug-using sociopaths, and another
45% are latent homosexuals. The remaining 10% are drug-using la-
tent homosexual sociopaths.

I hope you enjoy your Ken doll AND your bucket of used hypo-
dermic needles.

Your Best Buddy,

<ANTA




i sanTa,

My sisTal is Making Me Leava OuT oaTmeal
COOkIas fOI yOU avan ThOUgh Thay ale gIoss.
YOU }ovolaalow Lika ChOCoLaTE Chip COOKIS LatTal.
ILL ¥ TO pUT sOMe Of TheM ON The pLare 100.
bLease dONT puT Ma O The bad LisT, jJusT My
sisTal.

LOOKING OUT LOF ¥OU,

Kavyin
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Dear Kevyn,

You’re absolutely correct. Oatmeal cookies are disgusting. The only
thing worse are oatmeal cookies with raisins. At first glance, they
look like oatmeal cookies with chocolate chips, and you think to
yourself, well, at least these oatmeal cookies have chocolate chips.
Then you pick one up and take a bite only to realize that they’re re-
ally RAISINS! It’s a joke of the cruelest kind. Hitler LOVED oat-
meal cookies with raisins!

Rest assured that you will not be punished for this travesty. Your
sister, however, shall pay.

Disgustedly yours,

<ANTA



Dear Santa,
It’s me again, Cafe. Last year you bought me a lof of
presents, and I just wanfed fo say thank you once
again. This year, I want a [of of things, and when I
say a lot, I mean A LOT. Mom says you won't be
gefting me everything I want, but I always fell her
she doesn’t know you like I do. For Christmas, I'll
start out with some of the little things I need. I
need a hair brush for Barbie and some new clothes
for her too. She’s getting very tired of the ones she’s
been wearing for the past three months. Also for
Barbie, she needs the new dream house and the
hice sporfs car I saw on the TV commercial, I think
you know which one I'm talking about. Also for
Barbie, she needs one [ast thing; these amazing
new heels I saw [ast week in the store, they're blue
and sparkly and they should fif her just right!!
As for me, I need a lof of things as well. I saw this
really cute doll that I fell in love with. She had blue
eyes just like me, and she also had long brown hair
Jjust like me Too. Her name was Dress-Me-Up DeeDee
and I saw her in the doll section of Toys R Us.
DeeDee is going fo need some new clothes just like
Barbie, except I hope Tlne)/ have some in a bigger
size. DeeDee s going 1o need a new pink shirf, as
wel| as some black shorts so she can match me
when we decide fo dress together. Affer DeeDee, 1
would like fo gef a friend for her fo play with, so



when she’s home alone she doesn’t get [onely. I
found her friend in the same place as DeeDee, and
her name is Julia. She looks just like DeeDee, except
she has green eyes and blonde hair. I think Julia is
going to want some new clothes too, so if you
could bring her some, any kind you like, that would
be cool.

Santa, I know this is a lot to ask for, but I believe
that you can bring me all these things without
thinking I'm greedy. I'm really not, even though my
mom tells me I'm 3p01'led all the time. For the [ast of
my presents, I would like my ears pierced. My mom
always tells my I'm too young. but 4 isn’t that
young, all my friends have their ear’s pierced

and it’s not fair! I think I should be allowed to
especially since Natalie, my best friend at school,
has two holes in each ear! Maybe you can take me
without felling my mom, and then she’ll have fo lef
me keep them once they’re in my ear! Natalie is just
like me, we almost have the same exact things.
except she has a little more than me, but ifs oka)/
because we share most of our stuff anyway.

The very last thing I want for Christmas Santa, is a
hew b/{e fo ride in the spring and summer. I want
this yellow and green bife I saw also in Toys R Us,
dad knows what it looks like so he can Teﬁ you all
about it. I can't wait to show it off to all m
friends, I've never seen an)/ﬂning like it an)/wlf\ere,



My friends will think I'm the coolest kid theyve
ever kI"IOWh.

Anyway Sanfa, I hope I get everyﬂning I ask for
because in the past, I know you've always been
faithful fo me. If you can’t get everything, then I
understand, I know you have a billion and one kids
fo get things for anyway. I love you, Santa.

Love Alwa)/s,

Cate F.



L5 . S

SANTA ENTERPRISES

NORTH POLE

Dear Cate,

You are greedy. You are spoiled. And your friend Natalie is a tramp.
Yet you’re only a tenth of the torture you’re going to be to others
when you get older.

I shudder to think,

<ANTA



Dear M. Santey

1 know ther@’s lots of other gins named kstal in the
world. 50 T think you got confused. and gove me o
porbie when T asked. foraBratz doll. Con Yyou
switch them please?

Thownks,

K1gstol
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Dear Krystal,

That was no mistake. Despite what I think of Barbie and the mes-
sage she sends to girls (and a few odd boys) it pales in comparison
to what I think of the Bratz. These nasty, repugnant dolls are nothing
less than the heralds of the end of civilization as we know it. You
know what it says when a little girl says she wants a Barbie? She’s
saying she wants to be sweet, wholesome, and impossibly slim, and
be loved by a pretty but androgynous boy. When a girl tells me she
wants a Bratz doll, it tells me she wants to grow up to be an ignorant
whore who will use sex to manipulate any man she comes in contact
with.
Mrs. Claus doesn’t need any additional support.

Stick with Barbie,

<ANTA




San‘ra,
What's does ho mean? | heard it in song and |
Thouglﬁ you,J |<now Lecause you say ET a |o‘f.

Sincerely,
Franck, 9
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Dear Franck,

I’m sorry. It’s just too easy.

<ANTA




Dear Santa,

| ‘W going to leave You some cookies my dad
90t at work and didn® want. The puppy You
ot me peed on my bed again. Try to do better
next year.

Jessica Celhlar-Morrison
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Dear Jessica,

I know your parents always tell you to be honest, but, frankly, there
is such a thing as being too truthful. People don’t respond to com-
ments like those you sent me by saying to themselves: “Oh, what an
honest little girl she is!” No, what they say is: “Do you think Jessica
is really that repulsive, or is she just too stupid to know better?” In
fact that’s exactly what I’ve asked myself, and sadly, the answer |
settled on is that Jessica really is that repulsive. So this year, instead
of toys or a puppy that doesn’t pee, I’'m going to be bringing you
something far more precious. It’s called tact. I hope you make the
most of it.

Keep the cookies,

<ANTA




Dear Santa,

Please don’t be mad but my Grandpa hit one of
your reindeer with his car last night and even
though he said it hurt his car more than his car
hurt it | don’t think it'll be good in time for
Christmas Eve. My dad said you can borrow
our dog Stinker if you need to because she’s as
big as a horse. | don’t think Stinker can fly but
she'll try her best.

Sorry.

Sam
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Dear Sam,

Don’t worry. You’re grandpa didn’t hit one of my reindeer. Unfortu-
nately, he did hit a jogger—despite his claim that it was a deer. ’'m
afraid the police will trace the incident to him by early Christmas
morning. Just as you’re all opening the gifts I’ve left for you, they’ll
arrive to arrest him for manslaughter.

Enjoy the presents!

<ANTA




Moy Santa,

This iS my first 4ime woriting to Yyou in the Soven
years tWat I've poen alive. Dad says it’s time to be
A big girl Aand writ® my owun [Rbters instead of
tolling him wat to worite.

I want to start off by saying tWat this year, &ven
thoudh it WS on® of the Wardest years for me, 1
wnS o dgood. IS So Ward to po dgood, but in the
ond, I think it’s all worth it. Me and my brother
didn’t fight tWat many times, but when w did, it
WS nothing too big. T1o fought with me onc
bocanse 1 ate e [R5t fruit voll-up. o Wit me and
then my mom ground®d him. I trid to start 2
fight with Wim onw, put then W& told my mom
and then 1 got groundod; thWat was veally the only
time 1 did anything wrond. Nothing @150 veally
Wappondd tWat was big during this year. My oldest
$istor wnt off to collwge So She Wasn't pbeon
around. I Sawu Wer 2 wRRk ago for thanksgiving, but
Mo LASN'E Around Bt much, She wAS too pusy
running Around with Wor boyfritnd. She comes home
AN in three ks for A vRally long winter
break, and to Spend Christmas with us, So I'm really
Rxcitod. She’s my favoritd Sistor in the whold
world, Aand $he Always dives me anything 1 want. 1
don’t think I could Ask for A bottor Sister

Moving onto Christmas, 1 veally hop® you can pring
Mo verything I ask for. T knows it’s 2 lot, So if



You can’t doliver @varything in ond night, then T
undorstand A little bit. The first thing 1 want are
A lot of Rarpirs. I love Rarpies. Thay/ve my favorite
doll to play with. IWwen 1 got older, I want to look
and At just like Werl Ab night, when I'm Sleeping,
all T dream about s Barbie. Everything about Wer S
porfect, and 1 want to bo just like werl

The other thing 1 would like to aAsk for are

A lot of INepbkinz. You know, thos® aAnimal intevnat-
talking pats? Theyve So cool. I think they'res the
post thing tWat Was @ver Wappontd to my Computer.
I vave, the dog, the frog, thWe pig, and the moose,
So if Yyou $&® Any other onkS tWat I don’t Wave, I
would love, theom! T rust anything You Chose for
me. 1 think T would like @ither 2 or 3 just So wmy
obher INRPKinZ Wave other frivnds to play wuithl
The other thing 1 would like to aAsk for S the
Barbie, dream car, and the Farpie, dream house.. 1
told yYou, I'm in love with Barbie. The Rarbie dream
Car S $o So So cool. It Was Automatic driving, So 1
don’t @ven Wave to do anything put be inSide of
the car, And it/S also very safe. My older Sister
von thinks it’S cool, So tWat $ayS Somthing. The
Parbie, dream house 5 for Barbie. She needs to
move bRCANSRH Sha SaY5 hor other house S gRtting
to Small, So this housd S the parfect Size for hor
Thera’s nothing 2150 veally tWat I want on

Crristmas. T wopo you can bring it to me. 1 will



£V Some Cookivs And wmilk out for you like 1
Aluys do, And if You don't @At thewm, it’S okay
pocans® maybe your raindeoyr will g4&t hungry. Tl
lRAve An xtra glass of milk out for them too.

I Wope you don’t dot too tived dolivering all the
prasonts to all the other girls and poys. Good Luck!
Love, you,
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Dear Emma,
You’re one of those talkative kids, aren’t you?

Try listening occasionally,

<ANTA




Dear Santa,

| already sent you my Christmas List, but | just
thought about something really important and
wanted to ask you a question. Can you please include
the receipts with my presents? Last year, you made a
couple of mistakes (I wanted an X-Box, and you gave
me a Nintendo instead) and it would be really
convenient If the receipts were included so | can
exchange the presents | don't like.

Thank you, Santa,

Your friend,

Jason
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Dear Jason,

I’m afraid you’ve made the fundamental mistake of assuming my
gifts are returnable and that I offer “receipts” for them. First of all,
where do you propose to return these gifts? I doubt very much that
Best Buy is going to honor a receipt from me even if I were to pro-
vide you with one. That would leave you in the position of having to
haul your ass all the way to the North Pole to make the exchange.
Practical? Not really. But if you want to give it a shot, I’ll be happy
to honor your request if you manage to survive the journey.

Dress Warmly!

<ANTA



Dear Sawta,

My MOoM dNg ddd {oLd Me I'™ spoiled ang that |
Shoulq thivk dbout the poor Kids iV INdiana
because they don't have any toys ang | should
be {havKFuL because | have {oys dng Food ang
a nice house ang they toLd me | should gve
aLL My presents {o the poor chiLdren v wdiana
but | don't thivk thal’s Fair so maype you could
Justbring me the {oys From my List ang give
those rids alL My old toys. Can you do that
santa?

SIN Ce(VY

Chris ecx
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Dear Chris,

While I agree that we should all feel sympathy for any child born in
Indiana, I believe your mother actually said India—unless she didn’t,
in which case she’s probably a moron. In any case, don’t feel bad for
the “poor” children of India. While their standard of living is still far
below that of the “developed” world, they are catching up rapidly. By
about the start of your second marriage (it will fail, too) India will
have surpassed the United States in wealth and standard of living.
You see, while all you Americans sit around complimenting your-
selves about being number one, the people of India are actually ed-
ucating themselves in real courses such as Microbiology and
Quantum Physics—as opposed to made-up subjects like Creation
Science and Hip Hop Culture. But don’t worry, even as your standard
of living slides inexorably toward the gutter, you’ll still think you’re
number one—even if you don’t know the difference between India
and Indiana.

Thanks for caring!

<ANTA



pedr santd,

Thank. you for the presents that you gave me
last year. ow many elves do you think you
hatve in your workshop? About 16,0007 | don't
Rnow. Do you know whatt people dre doing right
now? sorry for dil the bad things 1 have done.
whatt Rinds of cookjes does mrs. Claus boke? |
hope she dakres some chocolate chip cookies. |
apsolutely love them! Agdin thank you for the
presents!

Love,

Judith samantha

(P.S. 1 wiaks good This year)
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Dear Judith,

You’ve asked an interesting question. How many elves do I have in
my workshop? It may surprise you to know that the answer to that
question is: just one. Hard to believe, I know. In fact, at one time I
had well in excess of 116,000 elves. But as the centuries progressed,
they got it into their heads that they were the all-important cog in the
whole North Pole operation, and they began to make increasingly
outrageous demands. Eleven months off instead of nine, eggnog
breaks every hour as opposed to every four hours, that sort of thing.

Initially I conceded to their demands, feeling that my whole ven-
ture could collapse without them. In reality, the more I gave into
them, the shoddier their work became. If you think the toys your par-
ents describe having got when they were kids sound crappy, this is
the main reason why. The elves became drunk with power (not to
mention the eggnog) and felt that they could behave any way they
wanted, because they now perceived themselves as having the upper
hand. And for a while I assumed they did. Then I discovered China,
and [ promptly fired those lazy-ass elves—all several hundred thou-
sand of them. I believe most of them are working as garden gnomes,
which I’m sure you’ve noticed have exploded in popularity over the
past decade. Now you know why.

As I mentioned, I did keep one elf for publicity and photo pur-
poses. I affectionately call him Scab—but I doubt anyone will be
writing any songs about him.

Outsourcingly yours,

<ANTA



Dear Father Christmas,

| have been very good all year What is it
that you would like for Christmas?

Your chum,

Nigel, 10 years old
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Dear Nigel,

Why, thank you!

In all the millions of letters I’ve received over the centuries re-
questing this and demanding that, no one has ever once asked me
what I would like—until now. What I would like is a pair of knick-
ers that don’t crawl up my arse when I’'m dropping down a chimney.
I don’t want to have to see that creepy Mr. Bean ever again. | want
stupid people to stop voting. I’d like a retirement age that comes
sooner than my 750th birthday. I’d like Coca Cola to stop using my
image in adverts since I only drink Diet Pepsi. And I’d like half a
quid for every copy of The Night Before Christmas that is sold.

And since you were kind enough to ask, I’'m going to be bringing
you everything you want this Christmas—despite your lie about
being good all year.

Manners do matter,

FATHER. C HRISTMAS



Dear Satan,

Could you take back my little sister? I know I
asked for one last year, and though she
arrived after Christmas, I still think you
brought her for me. She stinks up my room
and drools on everything. Oliver down the
street has a dog that does the same thing,
so [ wondered if you could take Julia back and
get me a dog? (I already asked my parents if
this was okay and they didn‘t say anything, so
that means YES.)

Thanks!

Your pal,

Toby
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Dear Toby,

Apparently this letter that you intended for Satan, got mailed to me
by mistake. While I’m not completely familiar with how his opera-
tion works, I do believe one of his specialties is taking people
away—or at least their souls. So while I can’t guarantee your request
will be successful, the chances are far better than they are asking me.

Good luck!

<ANTA

(And no, I don’t have Satan’s address. Try writing to Dick Cheney,
his representative here on Earth.)



Dear Mt Santa Clovs,

l’\[ﬁ A ol’l’T ca/ebWTe C!\F/ST?’/{ 25— We }\ﬂ\/e Hﬂﬂvkﬂ}\ becavSe We
are ch/s}\ PeoPle. Put m% 1 eac}\cr sajd we ol !\ﬂvc fo wrjte
fo o and m% Mo Adn't answet 1 he phorte wher The
princiPAL (he Mokes w5 wrjte  that wa;/,) colledd het; 5o now
T have to do what the feacher S,

I don't know o L See o of 4 T!\c Malls and somedimes
T See & Mentotah nedCbif. L get presents for 7 o(a%s which
Wou[d be better for }Lov so ou don't Aﬂ\/e o do [ ol of
ofle ﬂ/gb}\T. Bt L don't know i TAC Cejndect wouldl [ast.
Worlddr't  on flke #ofre fime To gret aroutal? Yord have
cookjes forr a week jnstesdt of ol on one /l/%!\T. You covfd
SAﬂh T‘\wﬂ W/Tl\ o’d\e(” Peofle 1S ifov tTrave/ frovnd.

Teﬂc}\er Sﬂ}/,S I }\ﬂ\/c 1o ml& w(or YA QTA/ﬂ%I AS'&&D( 1o stopP
I\Mﬂg» fo be Writing bvf she gof Mad

May. I P/MS& g/eT A NeW M(m(c/ ‘Fo(” ’”77, Spﬂcé}\ﬂo
cof/icﬂon? (L sajdd “Plesse”.) 1 AM?/ My spaceships from
MY oo? and TI\C}L %/OW In T}\e dack ot ﬂ/g/!\T.

Elliot says I wrote Mote T;WZ il Ae 547, af T}\c Mol con
tead, S50 L guesS L be stoPPlig now.

ﬂmﬂ'& ou

Evan M/c}\ﬂe/ o)

PS—IF my m om wejtes 1o %ov ol mad, %ov con tell Aﬁr
is Mrs. Heﬂ/ey,’s foult
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Dear Evan,

I’m sorry you’re stuck in such a crackpot school (next time you write
the word principal try spelling it my way—princiPUTZ) and I’'m
sorry that they made you abase your own religion by writing to me.
I know it can’t be easy dealing with all the glitz and glamour of
Christmas, while pretending you’re having just as good of a time
with a holiday that isn’t even remotely as much fun. But [ admire the
Jews in how they manage to profit so nicely from the hysteria of the
goyim at this time of year.

You’re obviously an intelligent kid, and have a clear eye for the re-
ality around you. This will pay off for you big time when you grow
up and start manufacturing loads of crappy Christmas product for
your gentile neighbors to waste even more of their money on.

L’chaim!

<ANTA




Dear Santa,

| want a new bike For Christmas. | don’t want a train
set, a remote control car, or a puppy. You don’t need
to bring me any toy guns, video games, or rollerblades.
| don’t need any books or savings bonds. | need a BIKE!
And if you could make it either blue, or red, or black
that would be cool. Anything but yellow!!!

Thank you, Santa. You're the best.

Bye,

Robbie McNulty

P.S. Remember, a bike!! That's alll
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Dear Robbie,

Well, those are a lot of things to remember but don’t worry, I have
them all logged into our new computerized gift system. It’s infalli-
ble! So don’t worry, this year you’ll be getting a train set, a remote
control car, a puppy, toy guns, video games, rollerblades, books and
savings bonds. Was there anything else? Nope?

Enjoy!

SANTA



Deay Santa,

f, hiow_ave you? Wy best friend \C)Q,ﬁ\foh sad that we could both write
to you anj ask for dffeent thims that we both want and then we
Could shave. | hofe thatss okay. d have to ghare w\_’c\n y sister all the
e an] ohess always the bcd\wodm\)

\. wou\cl \!Kc a scjc of Dohy Do“s, NOJL Jc\nc h‘tﬂc ones wjjc\rl {\m Huc \(16L)V,
but the ones. that look veal and cam hart. steame i | dhrog them. |
Mavked a [ age M the C\n\fb@ﬂ% Cm{q\oj 50 you Could see what Jc\ncy
ook ke but you and your clues Can Make then anf Color (real) that
You want.

Now flease vémamber that Jaffron 15 gomg Lo ask for fhese horses
too, but you meed £o get hor sm&mj dsed (Fhes the one who throws
than ot her brothers, mot me)

Jowr Jeavest TV\_mA,

[hssa.
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Dear Elyssa,

How stupid do you think I am? I know that you’re only trying to pre-
vent Saffron from getting Pony Dolls so that you can lord it over her
that you have them and she doesn’t. I also know that you don’t even
like the things (except for their ability to inflict pain), and are only
making this deceitful attempt for the sole purpose of denying them
to Saffron. Well, your nasty little plan isn’t going to work. I’ll be
bringing Saffron every item available in the Pony Dolls line, and the
first time you show up after Christmas, her brothers will throw so
many horses your way, you’ll think you’re Catherine the Great. It
would pay for you to remember that:

I know when you’ve been lying,

I know when you're a creep
—or whatever the hell the lines of that song are.

Saddle up!

<ANTA



DEAR SAVF # CLAUS,

EVER /S 5/755/ IV WERE boT' A w/e/f/n/; 70 Hou )
ASK foR dIffERENT T HinaS 7457 WE can SAIRE.
Ny bror Aers s7esl my Foys 4l FAe Fime 4w
WAL 444 WAKES TAEm give T AEm bpek 7 Aefre
bRokEN OR MESSEL UP.

TS why Tm WRTIng gou 4nd 45Kins FoR 4
Pon/y QDolls. . A’Ey don'T SREAK Wo mATTER fow
AARd 7y bROFAERS FhRow FAem.

Elysst Shid SHe would be 45king qou for 4 mor'or
CAR—ELYSSH AV d mE A bor A Ride in T 47 FAE
SANE Fime Avd my 404 cAv DAk befind vs. LWE
PROMISE Wo7~ 7o 70 A FAE Sidew sk can Hou
brin'y AR # Pink omeT Porrle is OK ool
REmEMbER, ElySS5H FE7'S TAE ctR 4vd T 27 Phe
IDOIV7 Dolls, but* WE PRoMISE Fo SAIRE. So FA# s
(IKE 757‘7‘ NG MORE PRESENT'S fRom gou WP A (£5s
LORK o YOUR PART

AV 70/'/1/7 Fo PUT TAiS (77 ER i FAe box 47 Fhe
PosT’ office And ElYSSH IS TAkING AER [E7TER 7o
TAE mall, so T foPe Hou 7Ef bor' A of FAenll!

T Atk gou!

5/}Vc£/£/2y,

YouR friEm4,

SAaggrom (wor ElyssA)
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Dear Saffron (not Elyssa),

One of the most important lessons to learn in life is how to choose
your friends. So far, you have failed this test miserably.

Try again,

<ANTA



Santa Claus,

Hi! How are you.? R emember when | told you | wanted a baby
brother or sister last year? |t was very nice of you to send me &,
but that's an awful many babies and | thought maybe some other
little girl would want one of them this year. So FEEL FREE to
take them back at least a few. Mommy said the bunk beds in my
room are an early present from you, but | didnt ask for them, but
thank you anyway. | want a bigger bed so they know it's not for
them. Do you remember them? Jennifer, Jonah. Julia, Jasmine,
Jacks, Jordan. They all have the same birthday too. My room is
too small for all of us but Daddy doesnt want to put them in the
garage and they cant go where his marital arts mats are in the
basement.

Maybe | could go in the garage? If you get me a bigger bed, we
could put it there and put the big van outside. | wouldn't mind.
Anyway. You were very nice to send so many babies but maybe
someone else wants them now?

And a doll that looks like Hannah Montana but isn't because
Mommy doesn't like her.

TY! <—that means THANK. YOU

Love,

JO(J ie JO
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Dear Jodie Jo,

Clearly, your father needs to put away his “marital” arts mats in the
basement, since he has obviously made too much use of them. Either
that or your mom’s fertility drug dosage leaned a little on the heavy
side. Or maybe you just don’t know how to spell. In any case, your
mother is right about Hannah Montana. She could be in rehab before
you reach junior high. But you should be nice to your six new sib-
lings. By the time they’re seven, they’ll have their own top-rated
cable series, The Sensational Sextuplets. The Disney Channel will
be thrilled to have finally gotten the word “sex” into the title of one
of their programs, and the ratings will be off the charts until your
siblings become passé at puberty.

It’s All Karma, Baby.

<ANTA




Santa Clavs,

| want a Vevy cool spaceship. Last Clvistmas you
broughtt wme the same one vou qave to Toby it my
class. But evervone Knows he chews on lis toys,
<0 | want ovte that he can't play with wien he
comes over. |l Take vevry qood cave of it i you do.
Mum savys the one | want is oo expenisive for vo,
but | now vour elf's wmale the tovys, vot buy them
S0 what does it cost? Nothivg.

(Sides, my mum showed my dad some necklace she
wants and | saw it on the telly and it's very wuch
money T00. Cant vou wake a cheaper ove for hev?)
Okay. Thanks for vour time, siv. | hope you have
a wice dav.

Sincerely,

lant
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Dear Ian,

What happened to the spaceship I gave you last year? Of course I
know exactly where you disposed of it, but I was hoping you’d have
the decency to make mention of it. I fail to see how the fact that Toby
chewed on his (I really do need to start looking into the lead content
on those things) has anything to do with your spaceship. You had the
opportunity to take good care of that one and failed miserably at the
task. Whatever made you even think that petrol could make a good
rocket fuel?

I also think it’s wonderful how you’re willing to sell out your
mother’s gift for the sake of your own. What a loving child you are.
Perhaps when she receives exactly what she’s hoping for, and you
receive the charred remains of last year’s spaceship, it will make you
pause and consider your behavior.

G’day mate,

<ANTA




Dear Santa,

| would like a diSSerent dad Ewis year. Mommy
qot one when | was ak camp last summer and
now Eddhie’s Were all e time. His car smells anch
he calls me "bduddy and s wmy Wair. | askec:
Mommny & we couldt get a difSerent one and she
mnade EWNis Sace andk went out of thwe room.

| Ehought maybe you could Bring M. Wade Scom
science class. Drew's big, drother has Win Sor
Diology andk says e could use a dake. V' suce
MY MO wouleh Q&W& Wm one. She met Wi ok
<ome P A thing last year anal talles about Wim
all Ene tinme. But when | agleed Wer & e couleh e
my dady she said We wasn't qoing to get masried.
| don't Yenow what that Was to do wits OJ\\,&)C\\.\T\CX
But | \anow We doesn't pak WA Neadk ancdl mess up
ny halr He's very clean ancl EWat's important,
(igiht? RIGHT?

O $0 you. talee Eddie andt Bring M. Wade | don't
now Wis SHest name. We coulel call Win Steve,
that's o nice name OW?

Then | can play with the race cars you gqave me
last year and you won't Wave to bring me any
ot\nec tO\.&S. we all win!

Thanle you Sor your time.

Aldhon
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Dear Aldon,

I’m afraid I haven’t brought another human being as a gift for some-
one since the Universal Declaration of Human Rights was ratified
back in the late 1940’s. (I’ll admit I held off for years before finally
signing it. But when it came down to just me and my ally China as
the final holdouts, I conceded the point and added my signature.)

I will give you something even better, though, and that’s a sure-fire
way to get rid of your mom’s current boyfriend. Next time you no-
tice that funny smell in Eddie’s car, just dial 911 and give his name
and license plate number to the operator. You won’t have to see him
again for a long, long time.

I’m afraid that Mr. Wade won’t make a good replacement, though.
While he would be a wonderful father for you, I’m afraid he
wouldn’t make a very good husband for your mom. He doesn’t really
like girls, if you know what I mean. But don’t worry, your mom will
find someone perfect for both of you eventually.

Assuredly yours,

<ANTA



Dearest Santa Claws,

| want a Barbie, a dollhouse not Hhe pink

one but the one with the elevator, a set of
magic tricks, a basketball, pink boots, a gift
card to the toy store, a High School Musical
sweatshirt like QY's, a dvd player, and {or
you o come back in the summer when | can
stay wp later and meet You

Thank you.

Natalie



SANTA ENTERPRISES

NORTH POLE

el &3
q‘f?'e‘ ‘J \62,
DD

‘”A!. IS

Dear Natalie,

What makes you think I have any interest in meeting you? And why
does Barbie need an elevator? The stairs are a great way for her to
keep that famous figure of hers. If you put in a little time on the stairs
you also wouldn’t need that enormous High School Musical sweat-
shirt, either. Not that I’'m one to talk in that regard, but I also don’t
have any desire to bag Zac Efron for a boyfriend.

Keep sweatin’,

<ANTA



2ant.q,

‘owpp? That means "What's wp', get it? Tt means
Youwr 3 cool dwde and T'm cool too so we can be
cool together. T bet yowr very cool in the north
pole. hahahaha!

T saw the pictuwre of the polar bear on the ice
melting and wondered if that wowld happen to
Yow? WLIl the elves float away? Where Will the y
907 Do yow Know they clwb seals sometimes?
That's not cool, bwt T want to see it happen.
Answer me abowt the ice becawse dad says it
won't bother yow and mommy sqys it WLll.

For Xmas L want 3 video game station With TWO
controllers, 9 flight game, the car stealing game,
and the one wWith the zombies in the mall. T play
Lt qt Javier's howse and his mom lets ws. T Qlso
want 9 football jersey buwt only from 3 player
Who is nice to his dog. T watch football on TV. Do
Yow wWatch football? Do yow Know why it's called 9
football? Pecawse it's a ball yow Kick with yowr
foot to make 2 goall Get Lt?

T have another joke for yow: what did one
reindeer sQy to the other reindeer? Sure does
smell arownd here! Hahahahahaha!

Pue,

Declan
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Dear Declan,

Your attempt to be gangsta would merely be tiresome if you were
actually black. The fact that you’re a pasty-faced white kid just
makes it laughable. And it’s clearly the only laugh you’ll get based
on your joke-telling ability.

You do bring up a good point about global warming, though, and
what that means for me. Your mother is right, and you father is ob-
viously a douche bag, or a Republican (or most likely, both). He
would only need to look at a map to see why I’'m concerned. There
is no LAND at the North Pole! If the ice melts, my whole operation
sinks into the Arctic Ocean. Thankfully, I’'m prepared. A fallback fa-
cility is currently under construction at the South Pole, even as we
speak. But don’t you worry. Just keep playing your car theft games
even as the water creeps up to your knees.

Hope you can swim!

<ANTA

PS: And despite all the negative accusations I can make about my
former elves, the clubbing of seals is not one of them. That would
have required effort on their part.



Dear Somta,

How ace You and. Mes. Santa and. &u.dmle\«? | have been
q00d. — well, most of the time anyway. | would like it o lot
i€ You could. come to my house on Cheistmas Eve and. ‘oring
with you o bus and an ambulance and o teuck and. a train
and. some legqos and. o Frost\) the Snowman toy and. o new
toothbeush. Wlso, can Yol ocing my beother, J oshua, o
pillowcase €illed. with money’

Thanks veey much. Il look. €oc Yol on Chcistmas Eve and.
leave you cook.ies.

Love,

PBaz (Se\oastian)
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Dear Baz,

Just how much do you think I can fit into my bag, for Chrissakes?
While I know the obvious thing would be to assume you meant a
TOY bus, ambulance, truck and train, I know that you actually expect
working, full-size vehicles. Well, that’s not going to happen. Your
brother is being far more practical in asking for a pillowcase filled
with money. Not that that’s going to happen either. I used to bring
kids cash, which I printed myself, until I fell afoul of the interna-
tional crime bureaus of any number of countries. Scotland Yard came
close to almost launching a full-scale assault on the North Pole. Well,
I learned my lesson, by gum. Now I just slip my counterfeit pounds,
euros, pesos and dollars into the world’s economy in small untrace-
able amounts. My condo in the Caymans is a perfect location for both
some much needed off-season R&R and an ideal place to infuse cap-
ital into my operation.

Of course now that I’ve told you all of this, I’'m afraid I’ll have to
eliminate you.

Ha ha! Just kidding.

<ANTA



Dear Cand T vse that term loosely) Santa,

Tt is now clear to me that yoo are a rightwing
notcracker who is not at all interested in world
peace, since T have been ASKING you Lor world
peace for almost -For\'fg years. Every single time someone
asks you to LoHill some materialistic whim, gou/ne down
that chimney in a heartbeat. For the love of God, jost
how Many iPod MNand's does this werld need? [Sut when
people ask £or the real things— an end to global
warMing, war, poverty, and in \'\u:'fic.e—you/r\e dancing on
the rool with that violinist or T don't know what.
You're nothing but a shill Lor product placement—some
company even provides your wardrobe. TL you bring me
one more gt card for a store T would rather born to
the grovnd than shop in, yo'll find it placed where not
even coal could bring £orth [ight.

Sincerely,

/\/cmc_y
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Dear Nancy,

I am neither rightwing, nor leftwing. What I am is anti-authority. For
the last eight years I have been against your country’s Republican
party, which has proven itself to be base, profligate, venal, criminal,
arrogant, evil, corrupt and yet still utterly incompetent. This previ-
ously unimaginable combination of adjectives has set a standard so
repulsively low, that it will be centuries before another administration
comes close to matching it. Sadly, as the pendulum swings toward
your Democratic party, I’ll soon be repulsed by the return to a whiny,
self-righteous, micro-managing attempt at regulating every aspect of
life.

Which brings me to your letter. Has it ever occurred to you that I
bring people iPod Nanos and not world peace because the first is
within my power and the second is not? In the fairy tale world you
see yourself inhabiting, where everybody watches solar-powered
public television and wipes their ass with leaves, I guarantee it’s only
a matter of time before you begin fighting amongst yourselves over
how to handle the exploding population of disease-ridden deer that
have now inundated your hippy-dippy vegan society.

Human civilization continues to advance because people are in-
herently dissatisfied. From dissatisfaction springs progress in science
and medicine, and every other aspect of life. Unfortunately, this same
characteristic generates greed, war and injustice. The same human
trait that strives to develop pollution-free energy also strives to
racially purify Darfur. It’s ultimately your job to encourage the pos-
itive aspect of this trait while discouraging the negative. So get off
your self-righteous ass and stop laying this one at my doorstep.

Talk is cheap,

<ANTA



Dedr Tdther Christmds,

I want just ONE thing. Each year you bring me lofs
and lofs of Leeds un??ed stuff, which I redlly am
thankful for, but then you never let my feam
actually win. This year you don't have fo bring me
vy Looﬂod\\s or shirfs or pennants or posters or
dnything with my feam’s name on . All T want this
yedr is for you fo lef Leeds United win.

S\Sned

Neville
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Dear Neville,

Honestly, I have no control over which teams actually win. If I did,
I would have made a fortune betting on them over the years, and
wouldn’t be breaking my back hauling toys around every Christmas.
Whatever power granted me the ability to see much of the future,
and to know who is naughty and nice, appears to have played a cruel
joke by not allowing me to see anything that I could potentially gam-
ble on. And frankly, the sad truth is that Leeds United is bloody awful
and will be for the foreseeable future. I don’t need a crystal ball to see
that.

On the other hand, you could consider moving to Manchester.
Keep the faith!

FATHER. C HRISTMAS



Dear Santa Clavs,

All | want for Clvistmas is wy two front teetin |
Kvow vour fake, evervone at school Knows vou've
Pale. How come vnobody ever sees you? | always try
1o stay awake, but | never seew vou. How come vou
vever eat all the cookies my mom wmakes? How come
| ever get everything | want from you? | don't
ik tiat vaindeer can fiy. Aud vou can't fit
downt wy chivaney. Haley dosent have a chimney.
Brituey Knows the tooth faivy is fake she saw
hev dad put wmovey wndev hev pillow. And Pavuny
Knows the easter by is fake becavse he's
jewisit 0w just qovua give you this stupid
letter whewn your at the wmall and vou better just
qive we Nampive Teeth or else | know for sure. |
been veally vice all year.

Noalr, 10O
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Dear Noah,

I’m not about to spill the beans about the Tooth Fairy—or the Easter
Bunny for that matter. (Although I can vouch for him that he is def-
initely not Jewish. The Jews control Valentine’s Day and have lately
been muscling in on Arbor Day, but they steer clear of Easter for ob-
vious reasons.) Regardless, I'm glad to see that you and you’re
friends are already becoming bitter and cynical at the ripe old age of
ten. Go right ahead and sap the joy and wonder out of your lives.
The sooner you become dull, unimaginative drones, the sooner you
can take your places as cogs in the dreary service economy that is
taking over your country and sucking the life-blood from your very
soul.

I agree that vampire teeth represent the perfect gift for you this
year.

You suck,

<ANTA
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