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’Tis the season to put aside petty differences, like restraining orders and outstanding warrants, in favor of the time-honored tradition of sending and receiving Christmas letters that truly reflect the spirit of the season.

Spanning the generations, it’s easy to imagine our founding fathers taking time to pen a report on the accomplishments of, say, their livestock, with a Jefferson Family News Roundup. Certainly, what better way than amateur journalism to chronicle in detail the big summer vacation RV excursion through thirty-eight states, who in the extended family has taken up tap dancing, got that all-important promotion to waste-treatment-plant supervisor, or is heroically battling a bladder condition?

More than just a braggarts’ trip to bountiful, where even middle schoolers are touched by greatness at the science fair, only Christmas letters can serve readers a steaming, savory holiday blend of family news, holiday cheer, stretched truth, and alleged humor that can depict all of the pulse-pounding excitement of day-to-day life in North Dakota, or the indomitable spirit of a distant relative’s neighbor who recently conquered shingles. These Yuletide epistles ask us to look deep within ourselves, and take inventory of our lives. Often, the result is some boldly crafted, hard-charging, if highly fictitious, alter egos printed on red or green paper.

What follows is a collection of the best of the best collection of do-gooders and go-getters of the past, present, and future. So, sit back, relax, and ask yourself, “What if my Christmas tree were home to killer bees?” or “What if dear old Saint Nick presided over a multinational corporation?” or “What if bin Laden had been a high-school exchange student in Minnesota?” or “I wonder what Global Warming has been up to?” Indeed, “What if Thoreau wrote a holiday blog from Walden Pond?” or “What if a child’s letter to Santa crossed paths with that of a Nigerian scam artist?” And, while you’re at it, “What if the family dog used the Christmas letter as a platform to discuss his recent neutering?” And, of course, “What if Satan kept everyone abreast of his latest goings-on?”

I’m not saying none of these events actually happened, although the killer-bee scenario grows ever more likely. No one can say for sure. I’m just saying, “What if?”

 

Merry Chrisnukwanzaakah!
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Christmas Letters FROM HELL
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Letter from Santa

ANNUAL REPORT TO SHARE HOLDERS
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MANY OF YOU HAVE WRITTEN to express consternation following the most recent INS raid on the North Pole. You small children should not fret so at seeing Rudolph on the evening news, being tazered and put in a squad car. Believe you me and Mrs. Claus, if it were possible to find American elves still willing to work for snowflakes and gumdrops, well, we most certainly would have looked into it by now. After the recent quintuple bypass on Santa’s ol’ ticker (the cargo containers of sugar cookies I received were a wonderful if ironic gesture), I certainly don’t have time or the heart to clean the reindeer stables, shovel snow, de-ice walk-ways, or make those wonderful snow angels by hand that are especially H-E-double-L on old Santa’s sciatica. Valued friends like Jorge, Ernesto, Lupe, and my personal favorite, Manny, did lots to ease Santa’s burden and were truly almost like family. We are sorry indeed to see them heading back to Ecuador. Not to worry, Santa is still on the job—it takes more than bureaucratic bah humbug to spoil the Christmas spirit.

Effective immediately, we will be outsourcing production to the Yan Yuanzhang Ming Twang Province of China. By jiggers, that’s a mouthful! As you’ll soon see, on the fanciful candy cane flowchart I’ll be leaving under your yuletide tree, the cost-benefit advantage is manifold. By gosh, for one thing, China keeps its currency, the yuan, fixed at a set rate against the dollar, and undervalued by as much as 40 percent. That’s sure good news for manufacturers like us, who can produce goods like those toys you love so inexpensively in China and ship them on time via the new global leader in shipping, Polemerica Industries. (“Trust the bearded men in red and white for all your packing needs and you’ll go ho-ho-ho!”)

Gosh golly, some of this news is bound to upset the tummies of those of you used to the way we did things in those bygone days. It sure took Ol’ Santa some adjusting, too. Sadly, intense competition from megaretailers like Store-Mart and Bullseye of Bargains forced us to consider cold, hard, miserly realities of the global marketplace. Following the IPO of 2005, the acquisition of the Foot Bond Medicated Powder Company and subsequent merger with Hyundai in 2006, and the restructuring in the second quarter (Donner has decided to devote more time to family and we sure wish him well in his future endeavors), we’re tickled to report that the North Pole is no longer a humble private enterprise solely devoted to bringing smiles to children around the world. (Santa says to tell Mom and Dad to please consider the newly formed subsidiary Polecare for all their pharmaceutical and health insurance needs!) By gosh, it doesn’t take an abominable snowman to realize that, by outsourcing to China, we can anticipate substantial projected operating cost reductions of 30 percent over previous per unit expenditures. Further, we anticipate improved or equivalent product quality substantial reduction in operating costs.

As I told you wee ones, these changes may take a bit of getting used to. But, rest assured, even if the name’s a little different, we’re still the same North Pole you grew up with—although, beginning next quarter, the North Pole will be referred to as the People’s Republic of China Manufacturing and Processing Center of Yan Yuanzhang Ming Twang Province and elves shall be called Workers of the People’s Manufacturing Collective.

That should bring us up to speed. Ho ho ho!


MERRY CHRISTMAS, EVERYBODY!


*<I;-)


YOUR FRIEND,
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Santa Claus

 




HOLIDAY Attack Ad

THEY SAY YOU’RE SUPPOSED to love everyone this holiday season, but here are some things you might not know about Grandma and Grandpa Jenkins.

Grandpa Jenkins claims to love feeding squirrels in the park. But, look closely, and you’ll discover what he actually loves is napping on a park bench, then eating the peanuts himself on the walk home.

And what about Grandma Jenkins? She promises you home-baked cookies in the shape of Christmas trees and snowmen, but take a second look. Grandma Jenkins makes just one batch of cookies, then mixes them in with store-bought. Who does she think she’s fooling?

What about the time you fell and skinned your knee? Grandma Jenkins kissed the boo-boo and promised to make it better. But it wasn’t, was it? You had to apply antiseptic for three whole days.

Grandpa Jenkins says he’s a good listener, but he wears two hearing aids and can’t hear the difference between Ds, Ps, and Ts. And, even more disturbing, he says he’ll see every pass and punt of your Pee Wee Football season but, with that prostate of his, well, you can be sure of more empty promises while he’s “going long.”

What about their dog, Jingles? They claim he goes to the groomers every Friday, but who’s kidding who? He still looks like a Rastafarian and smells like wet cheese.

Empty words, broken promises, a stinky Rastafarian dog, and store-bought cookies? It’s a combination we can’t afford to trust.

The choice is clear. This December, let the Jenkins know that enough is enough. Tell your parents you vote to have Christmas with Grandma and Grandpa Lewis in Florida. We have shuffleboard and Nintendo and we bake our own cookies. And our cat La-La is odor free. We promise.

 

I’M GRANDMA LEWIS and

I APPROVE THIS MESSAGE.


PAID FOR BY THE COALITION FOR A BETTER CHRISTMAS IN FLORIDA
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Osama Bin Laden


GREETINGS, FAMILY BORNSKY!




IWAS SO DISAPPOINTED TO HEAR that the smoking pipe I sent you arrived broken. It was hand-carved from the skull of a jackal. You are so right, I should have got insurance. Believe me, post offices are all the same. It doesn’t matter whether you are in Clump Falls, Minnesota or Kabul. The service is terrible! It makes you want to stone someone to death. I am ranting here.

How is my favorite host family? Can you believe fifteen years has past since I spent my junior year abroad with you for the Radical Muslims in Your Home exchange program? I still have my band uniform around here someplace. Who made the best ambrosia at the Just Say No mixer? Mrs. Bornsky, you did!

Seriously, it feels to me like forever since we sat together in your beautiful den partaking of the Pringles and sharing a good laugh from those Designing Women. Seriously, was that one black fellow homosexual or what? One cannot be three feet from Delta Burke and not want at least one taste. It is only my opinion.

I am glad you received my most recent photo. Yes, it is true—I have lost weight and not from this South Beach Diet or the Jenny Craig of which you speak. The Clump Falls Beavers football team may have lost an exchange student third-string linebacker, but the basketball ones have gained a third-string forward who can be dangerous on the perimeter and also for the low post. I don’t know what is the low carbs? Actually, forced marches at altitude ten thousand feet are great cardio, my friends. (We can make the Oprah Club for sure with this diet-book winner! Am I right, my friends?)

Tell Steve, he has the styling of the beard and hair issues himself. I can take a joke about mine as well as the next militant, but it is impossible I tell you to find a Fantastic Sams or Supercuts here. So, Steve will be lucky if I do not declare the fatwa on him.

Seriously, what is that guy’s problem?

Are those truly ear piercings on little Becky? What happened to the burka I sent last year? Please tell her that, while I appreciated reading her poems “O Pregnant Sky!” And “Middle Finger, Mine!,” who, Praise Allah, taught her to read and write? Perhaps I am being too much the doting uncle, but if she is not careful I fear someone will pluck out her eyes and cut off her hands. Then where will her prospects for marriage to the Village Elder be? Seriously, what is going on with kids today?

My current living place is not really suitable for entertaining, so I have not had a true home-warming party as you so wisely suggested. My last residence you would have loved. I should have invited you there when I had the chance. That one-room mud hut was a palace! So much better than the undisclosed location of this drafty cave, high in the remote Pakistani border. Much sadly, American bombs leveled my palatial hut. I ran out into the snow shouting, “Stop! Stop! It’s me!” They didn’t listen. I found pieces of the welcome mat you sent me in 1999 two miles away. They went too far. Don’t get me started on the rant.

Not to be a downer guy, but I must be honest that it just doesn’t feel like Christmas to me. I think I have lost the holiday spirit, and not just because I incinerated my beloved collection of American presidents tree ornaments with what I believed was an aroma-therapy candle but was, sadly, in fact a pipe bomb left over from last week’s casual explosives Friday.

“Are you ready for the Christmas?” people will ask, and I smile, but deep inside I am at a loss to the answer. A Jewish friend, who I once tried to kill, told me that she has learned to respond with a cheerful “Why, yes, I am!” It is not completely fallacy, because she is as ready any day in December as she was in June. I sense that people do not really want to know if you are ready, they simply want to exclaim about how they are not.

Still, I am determined to decorate this place for the holiday season even if it is only, “Everybody stop by. I have cold cuts for dinner,” like Mrs. B used to say.

Actually, the dinner will consist of cold goat-head sandwiches with a gravy I made from my own socks. Talk about the comfort food! Mrs. B, you must surely think that I am giving you a run for your RPGs in the kitchen department! Hah!

Well, I have to go ambush some guys with a carefully prepared rocket attack, so I will close here. Whenever this letter reaches you, rest assured my thoughts will be back in Clump Falls celebrating the Hammer Time Merry Christmas Special on the CBS.

And, of course, as always, “Death to the Infidels!” *-)


YOUR PARTNER IN CRIME,


Binny









Unseasonable Greetings
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FROM YOUR FRIEND, GLOBAL WARMING
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AFEW CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS WITH PEOPLE walking around North Dakota in thongs, and you start talking about me behind my back. Don’t try to deny it. Believe me, I’ve heard the jokes. “Bad news: Florida will be under water. Good news: So will New Jersey,” or “Folks in Kansas will finally be able to buy oceanfront property.” Laugh it up—enjoy your balmy days while you can. Snow on Christmas morning may be a no-show now, but I was here for the last ice age and, let me tell you, it sure wasn’t pretty. Climate change is no joking matter. No, sirree, Bob. Pretty soon you’ll say, “It’s hot as hell” and it won’t be hyperbole, it’ll be an AccuWeather forecast.

We’ve had some fun these past twelve months, haven’t we? Who could forget spring break in Utica, New York…or the outrageous bon voyage party in Vegas for the polar ice-caps? Can you believe we actually ran out of party ice? The irony was hilarious. But I guess that no year in review would be complete without including enough hurricanes and floods to ruin many of your beach vacations. Even in these days of SPF 210, it’s hard to tan in a 130 mile per hour wind. Some have accused me of partisan politics, of turning the planet into one giant wet spot just to make Republicans look bad, simply because they want to drive Hummers the size of Cleveland. I say that’s nonsense. I mean, how would you like it if your future hung in the balance and depended on Ed Begley, Jr. and Al Gore? Talk about an inconvenient truth! But speaking of greenhouse gases and irreversible thawing, you should check out my new collection of GloWa designer swimwear. It’s hot!

I know many of you are saying, “What did polar bears or the environment ever do for me? You go to the Bronx Zoo, and all they do is mope around in their enclosures. If they’re so tough, why are they going extinct? And why haven’t they logged time ultimate fighting in the Octagon? And that environment is nice and all, especially on a sunny day, but you sure as heck can’t eat it.” You raise valid points, indeed, just not from where I’m standing. I know some of you have proposed giant wind machines to blow all the bad air to Mexico. Admittedly, I don’t have a degree from Cal Tech or MIT, but I’m pretty sure that won’t work.

The rumors you’ve read on the Internet are true: Multinational corporations are banking on the earth’s demise. For example, both Sizzler and Old Country Buffet are crossbreeding people with manatees and other endangered species to increase their appetites. Judging by the lumbering backsides I see in the Make a Sundae or Fill Your Pockets with Pudding lines I say, “Long live the race of elephant-manatee people!”

For the coming new year, I have just one wish: May you continue to party like it’s 1999. That way, the planet and I can finally get some much-needed rest, until a million years from now when the next regime of hyperintelligent bacteria arrives.

But, for now, I wish you all the best and, as the song goes, “I’ll stop the world and melt with you.”

 

Warmest Unseasonable Regards,
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Merry Christmas from the Wac-a-Moles

WE SURE MISS CONEY ISLAND, but we want everyone to know that we’re doing just fine since our surprise relocation to Fallujah World Theme Park in California. I guess sometimes it takes a whack on the head to appreciate just how random this ol’ universe is. The last twelve months after the move started slow enough, but seemed to speed by before we knew it! But who’s keeping score? Of course the year wasn’t all fun and games—we’ve had our ups and downs, too. In May, grandpa nearly drowned when someone dumped a Big Gulp down his hole and fried his circuitry. He was offline for quite a while, but we’re hoping he will pop up again. The perpetrator got away, but we remain on the lookout. Why is there so much violence in the universe? Anyway, we could never afford a cabinet this nice if we lived out on the prairie. As dad always reminds us, “It’s a living,” so we should count our blessings. That became painfully clear last May when our one and only mallet was stolen, and someone put a tarp over us for a week. It was depressing, and I longed for the even the most mundane, token sounds. Before we knew it, it was back to the grindstone.

Cousin Gary is collecting workers’ comp, suffering from a repetitive stress injury, and sends his love. He doesn’t pop in as much as he used to. These days, Gary spends his time studying genealogy, trying to prove how we are related to Kevin Bacon and Gus the gopher in Caddy Shack.

Laney has been making goo-goo eyes at yet another mole from the wrong side of the arcade (for all of you who wonder what happened to Leonard and Bob before that, let’s just say, “Who’s keeping score, right?”). How many stuffed animal prizes does it take before she learns her lesson about the bad-mole types who duck responsibility?

It’s not all gloom in June. As grandma used to say, “It’s not whether you win or lose, but how you survive the game.” Somebody in high places must have noticed, because we are excited to report that Fox plans a network reality series based on our lives! “Who Wants To Be A Wac-a-Mole” premieres in March. We hope you’ll tune in!

 

To all of our friends in Wisconsin we say,

“Go, Badgers!”

 

LOVE TO ALL.

YOUR FRIENDS,
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The Wac-a-Moles
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