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Holiday Spirit 2016 
 
(You hold in your hands a Censored Holiday Letter!  Two of the three L’s on my 
personal editorial board nixed the use of this as our holiday letter, and if you read on, 
you will see why!) 
 
Usually I send out a holiday letter of complaint, to catch you up on everything that you 
need to know about us.  Well, That obviously hasn’t been working, so I wrote a little 
dystopian fable for your enjoyment* instead.  No more Ms. Nice-Guy!  You will have to 
read it Now, without procrastinating, because soon the references in it will be as 
obscure as the ones in T. S. Eliot’s poetry. No one will be reading Aesop’s  and Grimm’s 
anymore, unless Someone puts it on a little device….  (I’m a good one to lecture on 
procrastination since I sent my holiday letter out at St. Patrick’s Day last year.)  Trigger 
warning: This story is not intended for “tiny tots with their eyes all aglow”, nor for other Santa 
Claus Believers.   
 
*  ”Enjoyment” or “annoyment”?  I’m not sure which.  Maybe “enjoyment” in the sense 
that a horror movie is enjoyable….  Yes, this Is another Trigger Warning! 
 
 
Characters: 
 
Santa 
Little Brown-eyed Girl 
Little Brown-eyed Girl’s Mom 
Sly Elf 
 
Setting: 
 
(Question of whether the Santa house should be set up in the lobby of a Manhattan 
skyscraper.  Question of how much gold should be included in the decor.) 
 
In the corner of a J C Penny’s department store on Main St., the outside of Santa’s house is 
set up. Giant plastic candy canes, sparkly fake snow made of cotton batting, styrofoam 
snowflakes hanging from the ceiling, a stuffed Rudolph the Red-Nosed Reindeer guards 
the door, etc.  Children with moms are lined up in a line as long as the Macy’s Day 
parade, wrapped around the block 3 times. The children are waiting to tell Santa their 
secret Christmas wish-lists, and get a picture taken with Him.  We begin with the little 
brown-eyed girl on Santa’s lap. Mom and Elf are at hand, too. 
 
Dialogue: 
 
Girl (loudly, alarmed):  Mommy! Why does Santa Have No Clothes? 
Mom (stage whisper):  Sshh! Sshh!  Honey, I told you that we just ignore the gold boxer 
 shorts and wife-beater undershirt.  That is just part of the Deal….  Now go ahead 
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 and imagine the nice red velvet suit and furry white cuffs.  You can do it, honey.  I 
 know you can.  You have such a good imagination. 
Santa (with gusto):  HO HO HO little girl.  How are you today? 
Girl (anxiously):  Mommy!  Why does Santa have Such Big Teeth? 
Santa:  Yes, they are Really big teeth.  Huge.  They get the job done.  But don’t you fret. 
 Everything is going to be Great.  Let’s get down to Business:  Have you been  
 Bad or Good? 
Girl:  Mommy? 
Mom:  Oh, honey, of course you are a good child! 
Santa:  That’s good.  We like good.  We don’t like bad.  Tell you a story.  Over at the  
 North Pole we had some Bad Foxes guarding the Reindeer House.  Or maybe it  
 was Wolves.  Built a wall; got rid of them.  Now we only have Good Fox-Wolves  
 Guarding the Reindeer House.  They are so Good that they wear Reindeer  
 Clothing!  So much better.  
 But back to the topic du jour:  What would you like for Christmas?  But I warn  
 you, Be Careful What You Wish For! 
Girl (beginning to look sad):  I have a Long wish list. 
Santa:  No problem.  I can take care of a long list.  In fact, I’m the only one who can deal 
 with a long list.   I have done it many times before. I used to be a very successful  
 businessman before this Santa stuff, you know.  Now go ahead. 
Girl:  Well, I want to change my name to “Contessa”. 
Mom:  Vanessa! There is nothing wrong with your name! 
Santa:  Chillax Soccer Momma!  This is America, not China.  People get to be whoever  
 they want to be long as they can play the part!  I’ve changed my name; do you  
 think my real name is “Santa”?  What else do you want, little girl? 
Girl:  I want contacts that will make my eyes blue. 
Mom:  Honey, you don’t wear eye glasses or contacts. 
Santa:  Hey!  Soccer Momma!  Don’t get all Sour Grapes on us just when the kid is  
 trying to learn some self-improvement!  God forbid that she would learn some  
 Assimilation!  I guess she won’t learn it from you.  Sad.  Very sad.  Anyway,  
 Soccer Momma, What Does She Have to Lose?   
Girl (to mom, looking like she might start crying):  Well, I want them anyway.  Because I 
 want them. 
Santa (whispering to mom):  Check out Wal-Mart.  They might be your ticket.  (He starts 
 to lift the little girl off his lap.) 
Girl (almost screaming):  I’m not done with my list! 
Santa (a loud aside whisper to Elf):  She’s a demanding little thing.  Spoiled, I would  
 say.  (Lifts girl back onto his lap.)  So what else? 
Girl:  I want blonding, chest enhancement, and a glamour smile. 
Mom:  Honey!  Why would you want that!  You are Great just the way you are…. 
Girl (with a ‘You are so out-of-the-loop’ roll of the eyes):  Mom!  It’s called Guerrilla  
 Survival Gear, and all my friends are getting it this year.  I’m only asking for the  
 Basic  Package.  No iPhone or other cool stuff add-ons. 
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Santa:  WHOA WHOA WHOA!  That is A Lot you’re asking for!  We’re going to have to  
 Talk.  (Aside to Elf)  This is why they call me The Big Santa Negotiator.  I didn’t  
 say Terminator.  I said Negotiator! 
 Little girl, you are asking for a lot.  Make me a deal. 
Girl:  I don’t have any money to make a deal.  After we paid for the wall, we are so poor 
 that when all the tax breaks came, we had no money to get tax breaks on.   
 Nothing from nothing leaves nothing. 
Santa:  No problem little girl.  Just promise me your first-born son. 
Girl (again almost in tears):  Santa, I am not going to have children. 
Santa (chuckling):  Oh little girl.  Don’t you know that grown women don’t choose these  
 things?! 
Girl:  I can’t make a deal…. 
Santa:  I’m getting bored with this.  You’ll just have to be satisfied with this Barbie doll.   
 (Shoves a Barbie into her hands.  Shakes her off his lap.) 
Girl (sadly):  Bye Santa. 
Santa (forcefully):  You forgot to say something. 
Girl:  Thank you. 
Santa:  And??? 
Girl:  Merry Christmas? 
Santa:  Say it again.  Say it a lot. 
Girl:  merry christmas merry christmas merry christmas 
Santa (imperiously):  Next!  (Another child and mom come running up from the line.)   
 (Aside to Elf) She was a cute kid.  Didn’t like her attitude, but cute.  I’ll be dating  
 her in a few years…. 
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