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A message from the editor


A letter to Santa holds a child’s dearest, most longed-for wish, committed to paper after copious thought with careful handwriting that screams ‘nice’, sealed in an envelope and sent to the end of the world with … hope: hope that the letter will make it; hope that it will be read by an elf who doesn’t need specs; hope that the yearned-for present may be delivered by a reindeer who isn’t in sick bay. Hope that not having a chimney is okay.


Grown-up wishes go un-wished, the letters never written. Until now!


I asked Australia’s most notorious and best-loved notables to write to Santa as an adult, in the name of cancer vanquishment. None of them were paid for their work, so that more profits from the sale of this book can be spent on cancer research. Their goodwill epitomises the spirit of Christmas, and to each author, thank you. Truly.


Dear Santa is just for fun, but it is also to help fulfil my most longed-for wish … a cure for cancer.


Samuel Johnson OAM
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Dear Santa


This probably isn’t the type of letter you usually receive, because rather than ask for a present this year, I’d like to give you a gift. You do such an amazing job of making sure everyone else is happy that I wanted to do something to make your life a little more joyful.


The problem is, I didn’t know what to give you. It seems to me that if you live in the world’s biggest toy factory, you can probably make yourself whatever you need. So I’m offering you a night off.


This Christmas, I’ve assembled a task force of mates to help deliver presents for you. Aaron will take care of Africa, Nathan is in charge of North America, Steph is doing South America, and Euan is all over Europe. (You may have noticed that I chose people whose first initials match the continent they are serving. It’s the only way I could keep the whole thing in my head.)


Unfortunately, Asia and Australia also start with A, and I now can’t remember which one is the domain of Alice and myself. In fact, I’m now unsure that Aaron has Africa after all. My point is, you can have a night off while I take care of it all. Maybe watch the Carols by Candlelight with Mrs Claus. Or is that a bit of a busman’s holiday?


I just have one question: do you mind if I borrow the reindeer for the night? I promise to be careful, fly slowly and not dent them. I’ll even have them cleaned before I return them. (I assume there’s a drive-thru deer wash you use?)


Please let me know if all this sounds good to you, and I’ll lock in Aaron, Nathan, Steph, Euan and Alice.


All the best, and if it’s not too early to say this – Merry Christmas.


Adam x x x


Adam Hills: comedian, TV host and inventor of the drive-thru deer wash




Dear Santa


Look, frankly all I want is a sleep-in and a restful day, okay, but I know how this is going to roll: I’ll be woken up at about 4.10 am by the children insisting they have to open their presents immediately; it’ll be 37 degrees in Queensland by about 11 am and everyone’s tempers will be fraying in the heat; and by about 4 pm, I’ll hate myself for eating and drinking too much.


In lieu of the lie-in I could ask for world peace, but I figure somebody else will do that and the way things are in world politics at the moment, fat chance.


So instead, I’m going to ask for some huge things, and I know you’re not God so these are big requests, but if you could do your best to deliver the following, I’d be much obliged:


My friend Julie has oesophageal cancer. She’s only just retired, her husband Mick is pretty close to joining her and they just want a chance to enjoy some years together after working hard all their lives and raising four kids. If you could get her through this, that would be great.


Also, my friend Grace was diagnosed with Stage 3 breast cancer in her early twenties. She’s had the all-clear now for a couple of years. Can we keep that going, please? Into late old age?


And since we’re in this space now, why don’t we just get rid of cancer full stop? Then, next year I can just ask for a Prada handbag with complete impunity.


Yours sincerely,


Leigh


Leigh Sales: Head of Accountability, ABC
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Dear Santa


My name is Grant and I think you’re cool. I like to race cars and reckon it’s amazing you can get around the whole world in one night.


Do you ever have to use the toilet in my house when you bring presents? Because you can. As long as you put the toilet seat down because my mum comes to stay and she hates that.


I need to apologise. I’m sorry I hit my teacher in the head with a golf ball when I was in Year 9. I’ve never forgotten it and I’m worried you haven’t either. I’m not a bad boy – I found the ball during an excursion to the park and I just threw it as far and as hard as I could to impress my friends. Turns out, I threw it in the same direction as my teacher Mr Heard. I didn’t know I could throw a ball 150 metres. Unluckily for Mr Heard, turns out I can.


The ball went so high into the clouds then came down and hit him right on the head. It made quite a funny noise, although it was not funny for long. When he dropped to the ground, I ran straight up to him and admitted it was me, once he regained consciousness. I hope this shows you that I took responsibility for my actions. His six stitches healed up well and I didn’t even get detention. So if it’s okay, let’s not talk about this again.


I don’t need a present this year, but if it’s possible, please bring some rain for our farmers. They grow food for all of Australia, so they’re really important people. They need help because some can’t even afford to feed themselves in this terrible drought. Everyone deserves to be able to afford to live and eat.


I have an idea! Maybe when you’re flying in your sleigh you can throw a rope around a cloud and drag it over Australia to make it rain? They are called reindeer after all. (That was a joke.)


So, thanks for reading my letter, Santa. Don’t tell Mum about the golf ball incident. Feel free to use my toilet, and thanks for being the best.


Your friend,


Grant


Grant Denyer: enthusiastic Gold-Logie-winning game show host




Dear Santa


For Christmas this year I don’t want presents. It’s 1983, I’m ten, and I’m too old now for that childish Santa business. I like pop stars like Madonna and Paul Young, and grown-up songs about sexy stuff like kissing. BUT, I’d still be stoked to get a Big M chocolate-flavoured hula hoop, or roller skates, or the new Kajagoogoo album this year, if you’ve got some spare.


Presents aside, I just want some truth from you, Santa. I’m deeply confused. Who are you, really? Why is it that you are the only stranger allowed into everyone’s house while we’re asleep? Seriously, if creepy Mr Marshall from across the road in Ash Court crawled down our chimney, Mum would call the cops, but somehow, because it’s you, it’s okay.


Mum doesn’t even mind, even though I reckon you’re a bit of a pig leaving all those half-chewed biscuits and carrots when you’re done. And further to that, how do you even get in on Christmas night? We don’t actually have a chimney. You’d think we’d hear you making a racket, especially considering all those empty beer bottles you leave behind that Dad says were for the thirsty reindeers.


I also saw someone on the TV who looked a lot like you. He had a lustrous grey beard, a twinkle in his eye and a warm singing voice with a country twang. He sang his song with a blonde woman who was round and skinny and pointy, all at the same time. They seemed very much in love. They sang about islands and streams and sailing away. I loved him, Santa. And then I realised why. He looked just like you.


Santa, my question for you is this: are you Kenny Rogers? Is that why Mum says when she sees Kenny on TV that he’d be welcome to sweep her hearth anytime, and Dad just looks annoyed and walks out to the shed and stays there for ages? So – although your face hasn’t changed as much as Kenny’s has over the years … stay real, Santa!


Love,


Myf xx


Myf Warhurst: ABC Radio, Spicks and Specks host, Eurovision, invented the lesser-known ‘Warhurst’ sausage




Dear Santa


I KNEW you were real!


I remember bursting into tears when I was seven and Claudie McLeay tried to tell me behind the tuckshop that you didn’t exist at all, and it was my parents who left the presents.


And then, some time later, I will never forget when I finally worked up the courage to ask Mum about it. I will always cherish her robust denials over what Claudie had said.


It wasn’t just that she was so outraged at the very suggestion that you were made up, it was that by this time – and I am not making this up – I was already old enough to have been sent from the field against the All Blacks for violence.


That didn’t matter to Mum.


What mattered was that the magic of Santa be preserved for me against all comers, and I have taken her word for it ever since.


So, go well, Santa.


We believe in you.


Fly. Work. Work your magic!


And Merry Christmas to you, too.


Peter


Peter FitzSimons: Rugby Union player turned journo, presenter and author, and Chair of the Australian Republic Movement
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Dear Santa


I’m really sorry my dog bit you. Again. As I mentioned in my apology letter last year, her name is Bella and she’s a rescue dog, and for reasons we don’t completely understand she has some issues with men. And people wearing hats. And people with facial hair. Also, sunglasses. Basically, if you have anything on or around your face she will lose her shit.


It’s not her fault. Since the unfortunate incident last year where you shed quite a lot of blood in and around the fireplace, presumably at the location of your entrance to deliver presents, we consulted with a dog trainer, or a ‘whisperer’, as everyone who knows anything about anything, or perhaps just downloaded a PDF from the internet, is now called. His name was Graham and he told us that we needed to stop making excuses for whatever past she may have had before coming to us, and that she was just being unreasonable with the biting. And that some dogs are just nuts. He believes she is one of those dogs.


I floated my theory with Graham that perhaps she just had highly attuned facial recognition software installed in her brain, and any perceived alteration to the facial area in the form of hats, sunglasses, facial hair or a new fringe caused the software to malfunction to the point where she no longer recognised the face and decided to bite whatever body part was closest to the ground. Graham said that was bullshit. So anyway.


Once again, please accept my sincere apologies and I do hope that the delicious quinoa muffins (gf) that I left out for you to snack on helped to dull the pain. On the bright side, your suit is great camouflage for blood. So there’s that. And it was a great strategy to leave the reindeer on the roof because last week Bella ate a possum.


All the very best, and this year we will for sure try to remember to tie Bella up far away from the Christmas tree.


Mia xxxxx


Mia Freedman: founder of Mamamia, media whoopsy




Dear Santa


Thanks again for allowing me to reach out to you by mail. I sincerely appreciate how old-school you are with your communications. I can’t begin to tell you how frustrating it can be trying to hear back from the Easter Bunny through his Facebook page. No matter how many likes I give him.


Anyway, I just wanted to let you know how much I appreciate what you do. Since I was little you have always remembered to bring me something every Christmas. (That giant Superman doll you got me when I was six was incredible. He even talked!) Even when I had a little one of my own asking for things too, you never forgot about me. (That giant Batman doll you got me last year was incredible. He even talked!)


I was thinking about it all recently and it made me realise something: you dress in a red suit, fly at top speed around the world, and make sure every kid and even grown-ups are happy on Christmas Day. I guess what I’m saying is, to me, you are the real superhero.


Now, up, up and away. You’ve got deliveries to make.


Love,


Rove


PS If you don’t mind passing on my friend request to the Tooth Fairy, I’d greatly appreciate it.


Rove McManus: triple Gold Logie winner (greedy), whose real name is John




Dear Santa


Do you think you could unclusterf**k this situation I’m in right now?


If not, I’ll settle for a tabletop arcade game.


Thanks in advance,


Deb


Deborah Mailman: actor and Australian gem
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Dear Santa


What I want this Christmas is very simple. So simple, in fact, that if you could see my face right now I think you’d guess what it is straight away. The grey, hollow rings. The forgotten-about hair. Last week’s eyeliner still haunting my cheeks. A little bit of something mysterious (food? baby vomit?) encrusted on my earlobe.


It’s something I used to have in abundance. God, that’s the arrogance of youth, isn’t it: we never know how bloody grateful we should be at the time. We spend all those years complaining about chores, homework, love-life … the drama and the trauma and the ecstasy! Tumbling over and over on repeat inside our self-obsessed, sleep-drenched, maple-syrup minds.


And we take it all without thought. We steal it from our parents! We steal it from the weekend because we know that we can get it back whenever we want. We take it any which way we can, dear Santa, because we damn well can.


Now I have a toddler and a three-week-old baby. The baby won’t sleep unless she’s on me. Like, literally lying on top of me. My skin must be radiating some kind of heroin-like drug because she’ll fall asleep straight away like this. I put her down in the cot on her back and PING! She’ll open her eyes and start grunting like a constipated piglet or just outright wailing. If there’s anywhere or any position I could put her in that might allow me some sleep, it’s a no-go situation for her. Basically, Santa, she’s not happy unless I’m wide awake, deliriously fantasising about my pre-baby twenties and holding back tears while trying not to tweet about it.
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