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STAFF OF MILLIONS SEVERAL

We here at the paper love Christmas.  That's right, it's
been said.  Not even our outlandishly deviant staff is
immune to the Yuletide charm.  And though we boast a
religiously diverse staff, we choose to recognize
Christmas as the socially dominant winter holiday
(Chanukah comes in at a close second, loses brownie
points as it is way to hard to spell in half-assed facebook
comments).  Much can be said about the whole religious
aspect of Christmas, it being the birth of Jesus and blah
blah blah…yawn.  Everyone knows the true meaning of
Christmas is presents: wet, hot, American presents.  So
in celebration of this wonderfully consumerist holiday,
the paper staff recounts their most memorable presents.

Huge Knife
Christmas in 1999 was one of a particularly mild cli-
mate for me, a consequence of living in Carson City,
Nevada. The lack of snow made the spirit of Christmas
difficult to muster, and in
my eleven year old mind, it
might as well not have been
Christmas at all—except for
all of the awesome shit that
I was about to get in cele-
bration of that fine con-
sumer-based holiday. But
there was a problem: with
the dearth of lasting snow
and cold weather, there was
no need to ask for sleds
which would bring at least thirty-eight minutes of inno-
cent childhood joy and glee, nor was there a need for
particularly warm winter wear which, then less fashion
conscious, I would not have given much concern to any-
way. So I asked for video games and other indoor
sources of entertainment that kids my age asked for. But
there still lay latent within me a desire for something
outdoorsy, something raw and human, and though I
could not articulate my feelings, unknown even to me,
and indeed would not have been able to translate them
into any tangible consumerist desire, I was in luck, for
my older half brother, himself years removed from my
age, understood perfectly through some sort of sibling
intuition (we rarely saw each other/talked) what would
placate my violence within. So, for my twelfth
Christmas on this earth, my half brother gave both me
and my younger brother huge pocketknives. It is almost
certain that he did not confer with my parents on this,
my mother prone to a healthy but, to a child my age, sti-
fling concern for either of us playing with sharp objects
(To her credit, I did once find a pocketknife in a park
when I was seven and proceeded to use it as a throwing
knife for my own personal entertainment, much to both
of my parents’ chagrin). However, my parents allowed
the both of us the privilege and responsibility of the
knives—which we surely almost immediately, and ever
since, abused. And that’s what Christmas is all about.
by Bobby Cardos
ASSISTANT EXECUTIVE EDITOR

Self-Loathing/Big Ass Telescope
Many of my Christmas memories are punctuated by

resounding feelings of guilt and shame the result of
years of snotty and ungrateful reactions to Christmas
gifts that I did not want.  Now, these reactions were
never obvious to my family members.  I always put on
the cordial show of thanks and appreciation while in the
living room and saved my moping for those moments of
solitude in my room.  With age and maturity came self-
awareness, and all of those moments of bratty ingrati-
tude have since been linked to images of my mother’s
smiling face, genuine joy that she derived from so many
contrived and false moments of happiness.  That expres-
sion of ignorant contentment my mother displayed

between moments of yuletide madness and family quar-
rels should have been wholesome enough, but my youth-
ful desire for material goods was a ravenous one, and
consequently Christmas reminds me only of my own
mortality and inability to muster true human emotion.

In the same vain as the rest of this entry, my most
memorable Christmas gift was a large and certainly
expensive telescope.  Waking up sometime around mid-
night, I heard my mother and father arguing in the hall
right outside my room as they lugged the huge telescope
toward the tree.  I had probably wished for something
stupid and useless, but was given a large telescope that
would satisfy a small group of relaxing astronomers.
Confused, I amicably thanked my parents and pondered
how in the hell I would ever be able to use this god-
damned telescope.  With much effort the instrument was
lugged to my deck to stargaze.  I was able to observe the
finer contours of the Moon once, and the telescope was
then banished to the loft where it remains to this day, cov-
ered with a thematic table cloth and prematurely forgot-

ten, a miscarried Christmas gift
that would forever remind me of
my own shitty lack of apprecia-
tion.  
by Alex Gibbons
STAFF GALILEO

Sega Genesis
While thinking about the hun-

dreds, possibly thousands, of
Christmas presents I’ve received
in my lifetime, two stood out in

particular. The first option, the gift of life, almost won
out for obvious reasons. But in the end I disqualified it,
since I was born December 28, and good Christmas
presents are nothing if not timely. So, with 26 hours of
painful, problem-laden childbirth rendered ineligible, I
decided on the second option, arguably the most forma-
tive gift I received since I was born: the Sega Genesis.

As a seven-year-old previously reduced to using my
friends and acquaintanc-
es from kindergarten for
their Nintendos, Super
and otherwise, tearing
the wrapping paper off
of my very own Sega
Genesis spiked my
endorphin count to near
catatonic levels. The
inclusion of Sonic the
Hedgehog 2 and NHL
’94 sweetened the deal
that much more; after
getting back from my grandparents’ house I don’t think
my brother and I left the basement for three days except
to eat. By the time I had to go back to school, I had
beaten Sonic at least three times and punched the crap
out of my brother in NHL exponentially more times
than I would ever get to in real life. Though I did not
know it at the time, this lost week would cast a shadow
over the rest of my childhood. Any failures in sports or
school, any relationships that fell apart, any chores I
neglected to do could inevitably be traced back to the
Sega Genesis. It has been the best and the worst thing
that has ever happened to me, and I’ve never looked
back..
by Alex Orf
STAFF SECOND LIFE AFICIONADO

Retribution
When I was just a boy, not but a midget’s eye high, I

watched as me parents were torn limb from limb by a
polar bear while on our Antarctic expedition tour.  From
that day on, I swore vengeance upon the bear’s soul.  For
years I trained, traveling to the far corners of the earth to
learn the ways of the samurai, templar knights, ninja, and

other seasoned warriors.  My quest was a hard one,
my dedication harder, my intensity the hardest of all.
Ultimately I guess you could say shit was pretty
tough, but I chose to stick to my task regardless of
adversity.  That polar bear was dead.  Of all the moth-
er-fuckers in this world, he was the mother-fuckest.  

My quest: I saw men fighting men in the incandes-
cent light of bonfires that burned books.  Bowling pin
trees being fuckled stupid by dendrapheliacs swoon-
ing mad off the fumes of various natural gases.  I saw
single mothers breast-feeding old men in the soggy
hay bales of dilapidated barn houses and old ghosts
roaming the barren wasteland that is the American
mid-west.  Abandoned children sat high in the gutters
of San Francisco waiting for their parents to finish
screwing, and the beast’s steaming snout teased me at
each and every corner.  The killing was to be astute.  I
would bathe in the blood of his children.

Then, last Christmas, I discovered that I could
actually sue the Antarctic Expedition agency for dam-
ages incurred whilst on the Antarctic Expedition.  The
check came through, and poppa Donagan scored him-
self a sweet 10 mil, boo-ya!  I gave up my quest to
devour the bear’s eternal soul and instead set my
sights on internet entrepreneurship.  Now I spend my
days just kind of hanging out.  With wealth came the
flesh of women, fancy cars, and self-awareness.  Life
has become a menial series of pointless formalities.  I
wait for death: retribution is a bitter dish.
by Rolly Donagan
STAFF KNIFE WOUND

A Watch With Animals On It
This is not a story I take any particular enjoyment

in telling. Firstly, my grandmother, or  Nana as I call
her, is one of the most selfless and kind people I
know. She would do absolutely anything for me, and
Christmas when I was around ten years old is no
exception. I had asked my parents to get me a watch
that Christmas, but not any watch, an Animal watch.

Animal the brand, growing
up in Europe, were far cooler
than the other side of the pil-
low on a hot night in the
Bronx with no air condition-
ing. Anybody who was any-
body in the fifth grade had an
Animal watch; it was both a
sign of virility and coolness,
a recognition that staying on
the fresh side of fashion is
necessary regardless of one’s
age. I had told my mother that

I desired one for Christmas, and what a beauty it was.
It had all the bells and whistles of any analog watch,
with a sick green strap that wrapped twice around the
wrist. My mum said no, so I for some reason told my
Nana that I wanted one, for reasons that I cannot
explain today. By all accounts I was an extremely nice
kid, at least far nicer than I am today, and did right by
my elders in a way only tribal Africans can under-
stand. But on the inside I was as selfish and as much
of a punk as any other kid. Needless to say, my
Grandma purchased me an animal watch, but not the
one I wanted. Instead of the glorious beacon of cool I
had requested, she bought me a yellow plastic watch
with goats on the strap, an animal watch indeed, but
one that made the opposite statement from which I
was trying to make. I wore it a few times, whenever
she was around, but it got lost along the way as I real-
ized I really couldn’t wear such a thing in public. I
will never forget how terrible the gift was, how nice
the intended gesture was, and how much of a dick I
was to ask in the first place. 
by Ben McLaughlin
NEW EDITOR

the paper staff talk about their most memorable Christmas gifts

“My brothers, my mind has been
fucking blown.”

‘Thats not a knooife...”

the paper’s big list
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