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This is a day of goodwill to all men, and the giving and receiving of presents which nobody particularly wants, a time for planned gaiety, determined sentiment and irrelevant expenses; a religious festival without religion; a commercialized orgy of love without a heart. Ah me! I fear I am becoming cynical, but how lovely would it be if it were an ordinary day when I could get on with my work and read and play.


—NOËL COWARD
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BEFORE YOU GO ANY farther, you need to understand that this book will be your constant companion this holiday season and all that follow. Christmas music starts the day after Halloween, and if you can’t snark, you can’t survive.


I know. I’ve lumped together all the religions in this book. Not only that, but I’m including a smattering of Thanksgiving. One-stop shopping.


The title came to me in a dream.
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Introduction


BAH! HUMBUG!


Has there ever been a time MORE suited to tapping into your inner snark?


No. Bar none, the number one, numero uno, absolute top spot for all things snark . . . belongs to the holidays.


Talk about your mixed emotions . . . the holidays—be they Christian, Jewish, African, or what have you—are truly the best and worst of times.1


This is a time of year when every single emotion you have in your body comes into play, when every last nerve is touched, fondled, and made to cry “Uncle.” You will be stressed, stretched to the limit, distressed, disgusted, depressed, dejected, unhappy, unappreciated, and overwhelmed. There will be tears, sweat, and, occasionally, blood. It will be the constant juxtapositioning of pleasure and pain. This had to be the Marquis de Sade’s favorite time of the year.


Up until that moment when it all changes and you look around at your gathered loved ones, shout whatever sobriquet fits the occasion, hug and kiss each other, and smile profusely, all the while thinking to yourself, “Never again. I will not do this next year.” But you will.


How to survive? Snark is the answer. Snark is the key. Snark is the way. In my other books, I told you, “Snark will set you free.” Not so much here.


No, here, snark is a coping mechanism. A way to retain your sanity. A way to keep the wolves at bay (or at least out on the porch). A way to deal with relatives, shopping, rudeness, unleashed vitriolic bile that’s been saved up for a year, wrapping, cooking, cleaning, decorating, shopping some more, writing out cards, making those myriad phone calls, sending out invitations, shopping yet again.


This is protection. This is a shield, like Superman’s Fortress of Solitude. This is self-defense. This will stand up in court.


And while it is little consolation, you can take comfort in knowing that you’re not alone. In one way or another, the entire world is going through the same thing.


Do you hear what I hear?
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1 Gonna be a lot of Dickens. Deal with it.




Merriment


(MARKETING)


IN WHICH THE AUTHOR INTRODUCES THE CRASS COMMERCIALIZATION OF THE HOLIDAYS—SHOWS THAT EVERY RELIGION EXPLOITS THEM IN A DIFFERENT WAY—INTRODUCES SOME REDOUBTABLE CHARACTERS WITH WHOM THE READER IS ALREADY ACQUAINTED—AND DEMONSTRATES HOW SAID RELIGIONS CAN LAY THEIR WORTHY HEADS TOGETHER
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SO, WHAT’S IT ALL about, Alfie? Is it to celebrate THE birth? To bask in the miracle of a day’s supply of oil that burned for eight? Is it to revel in the heritage of a continent, or start the year off with a clean slate?


Nah.


It’s about sellin’ stuff. It’s about going so deep into debt so covertly you don’t even know what you spent until tax time in April.


It’s about MARKETING . . . and yes, I said it in all caps.


Food. Booze. More food. More booze. Toys. Clothes. Useless stuff. A little more useless stuff. A little MORE useless stuff. It’s all about the “get.”


“I don’t know what to get for––––––––[fill in the blank],” which basically means, “What is he/she going to get me? How much do I have to spend back? What if they spent more? Will I feel bad? Hey, I deserve it. I was good this year.”2 Screw ’em. Last year I spent a lot, and all I got was an automated spaghetti twirler fork and a Scarface snow globe (which was actually a little cool, but all the snow had gone up Tony Montana’s nose by the third shake, so . . .)


Anyway . . . shopping can be fun. In February. Wait until then.


In the meantime, it’s here. Happy holidays. Noel. Peace on earth. Goodwill to whomever. Buckets of joy. Whatever.
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All those presents, ingenious devices for taking money off you for things other people don’t want in return for things you don’t want yourself, in fact you often don’t just not want them, you find them positively offensive. “So that’s the kind of book/tie/bottle of booze/gadget they think I’d appreciate,” you mutter aggrievedly.


—KINGSLEY AMIS
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Christmas is the Disneyfication of Christianity.


—DON CUPITT
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Christmas is a race to see which gives out first—your money or your feet.


—ANONYMOUS
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A Christmas shopper’s complaint is one of long-standing.


—JAY LENO
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For those of you out there who are thinking about the Hanukkah-versus-Christmas thing, let me tell you this: Quite honestly—and this comes from an experiment with a two-and-a-half-year-old—Christmas blows the doors off of Hanukkah.


—JON STEWART
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Hanukkah Books You’ll Never See


[image: image] The Schmuck Who Stole Hanukkah: The story of a moron that tries to enter the village of Schvantzville to steal all the toys, but can’t seem to pick the “big” night.


[image: image] Good Night, Moon-orah: A very short book, it follows a child on each night as she says good night to her presents. Chapter 1: “Good Night, Dreidel.” End of chapter. Chapter 2: "Good Night, Chocolate Gelt in a Mesh Bag.” End of chapter. And so on.


[image: image] The Runaway Dreidel: A dreidel wants to run away because everyone thinks he’s just a cheap little top with writing on it.


[image: image] The Giving Tree (But Just a Little): A children’s book that is instructional for parents, it tells the story of a little Jewish boy who befriends a tree and is institutionalized for it.


[image: image] The Big Book of Mackabee Pop-ups: Oy, too many swords. You’ll put your eye out.
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Oh look, yet another Christmas TV special! How touching to have the meaning of Christmas brought to us by cola, fast food, and beer . . . Who’d have ever guessed that product consumption, popular entertainment, and spirituality would mix so harmoniously?


—BILL WATTERSON
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Anyone who believes that men are the equal of women has never seen a man trying to wrap a Christmas present.


—ANONYMOUS
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There is nothing sadder in this world than to wake Christmas morning and not be a child.


—ERMA BOMBECK
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The three wise men sound very generous, but what you’ve got to remember is that those gifts were joint Christmas and birthday presents.


—JIMMY CARR
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Really Bad Holiday Ideas


1. Christmas ads with smoking Santas


2. Xmas cards with naked pics of you and family


3. Gifting a mausoleum for Christmas (just $10,000!)


4. Musical holly/wreaths/poinsettias


5. Mistletoe belt
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I was so poor growing up if I hadn’t been born a boy, I would have had nothing to play with on Christmas Day.


—RODNEY DANGERFIELD
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Nothing’s as mean as giving a small child something useful for Christmas.


—KIN HUBBARD


[image: image]


[image: image]


Probably the worst thing about being Jewish during Christmastime is shopping, because the lines are so long. They should have a Jewish express line. “Look, I’m a Jew. It’s not a gift. It’s just paper towels!”


—SUE KOLINSKY
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The moment you stop believing in Santa Claus is the moment you start getting clothes for Christmas.


—ANONYMOUS
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I’m giving everyone framed underwear for Christmas.


—ANDY WARHOL
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Christmas: A day set apart and consecrated to gluttony, drunkenness, maudlin sentiment, gift-taking, public dullness and domestic behavior.
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