
Dec., 24 2010

Dearest Dixon family,

Merry friggin’ Christmas. It’s Santa Claus. Ho, ho, ho. Can you sense my excitement 
here? Overflowing with joy, lemme tell you. It’s Christmas, for crying out loud.  I’d tell 
you how I really feel if I weren’t the jolly ol’ elf that I am. But I am a little juiced so 
maybe I will spill some of my true joy on you.

You think the pole hasn’t had it tough this year? Think again. Budget cuts, furlough 
days . . . You name it. I had to get my fat behind back on the toy floor this year – Elf 
cuts.  You think I wanted to cut any elves? Think again. Now I’m working crazy hours 
again -- manual labor. I’m over 2,000 years old. I can’t be on my feet all day. 

Jessica didn’t make as much money with her cookies in 2010. And when the wife is 
unhappy – and she is --- the old man is unhappy. She didn’t sell as many cookies to 
the girl scouts this year cuz, allegedly, those little brats didn’t think they could sell 
enough. Right! Who can turn down those thin mints and caramel clusterey things? 

Guess what else happened this year? Rudolph decided to start peeing where he 
sleeps. I thought reindeer never peed where they slept. So I buried his nose in the 
mess to show him not to do that anymore. Busted his nose. Now the darn red light 
won’t go on any more. My luck, it’s been foggy all night. 

Remember my elf Jezidya? Remember his lisp I told you about last year? Last 
month I found out it’s some sorta medical problem I can’t even pronounce. So I had 
to “reindeer” in a specialist because how many doctors do you know work on 1000-
year-old elves? I tried to work out a deal, exchange toys for medicine. Specialist 
wasn’t having it. So I had to lay off more elves, pick up more work. I’ve been making 
plungers now. Yup, even plumbers celebrate Christmas, and Santa has to provide.
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So it’s been a tough year. Needless to say, I won’t be giving the gifts you thought I’d 
give. So I’m giving the next best thing – Ziplock bags filled with air from the things I 
really wanted to get you.

Mother Dixon – I know how much you wanted jewelry to replace the gear that got 
ripped off in that burglary. Well, under the tree, you’ll find a bag of air taken from a 
display case containing diamond necklaces and earrings you’d really want.

Father Dixon – A shopping spree at Home Depot would’ve been my guess for you. 
How about a bag of air from aisle 7?

Little Johnny Dixon – I know how much you wanted Giants season tickets. I left you 
air from the 2010 World Series.

And to baby Becca Dixon – I left you a few bags of air from I don’t know where. I’m 
sure you’ll figure out which bag of air you want and will like what you get.

Hey, I kinda feel like the ol’ giving St. Nick that I used to be. Maybe this will be a 
good Christmas after all.

Merry Christmas, you all, and a Happy New Year!

-Santa Claus
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