There are some nightmares, truths, that grow from the lies we are told as children.  Your mom is caught steeling your teeth from the tooth fairy and the curious notion that rabbits can’t lay chocolate eggs, or even that brown cows don’t necessarily produce chocolate milk, are examples of some of things that lead to adult schizophrenia.

And so it was when I discovered quite by accident what Santa Claus is really up to. As a resident of Alaska I’m quite aware as to where North Pole is and have even stopped at the shops there.  The craft work, elves and the lot were somewhat as suspected though I was surprised to find they no longer made stuff.  Apparently their corporate financial officer had determined that NAFTA had made using cheap Mexican labor to assemble garbage from China allowable under the same rules Enron used.  The only elves left at North Pole were high school dropouts who clerked and stacked boxes, the rest had moved to Fort Lauderdale and tended bar at spring break. But that wasn’t my real problem.
The real problem, see, is the inordinate amounts of cheap sausage available at restaurants from Deadhorse to Homer just after Christmas.   Now you may have wondered how those reindeer have lasted all these years, under such arduous conditions.   Then again, you may not have.
I happened to be walking the alley between 8 and 9th Avenues late St. Stephen’s day.  Was I surprised when I came upon a deal goin’ down.   There before me on this snowy mid-winter’s night were some tiny elves disguised as Thai immigrants in mukluks and the owner of a local establishment that serves the “Alaska Breakfast”, yep the one with reindeer sausage.   
Luckily they didn’t spot me or I pro’ly wouldn’t be here to relate this horror story.
Ya betchya ,one of the elves says, “20 of Blizen, 30 of Donner…no problem dude…it’s a bit tough man…you gonna half ta cut the stuff, don’t wanna kill sumbuddy…”

The owner say’s “Come on man I got cash but keep it down…like we don’t like wanna get caught or sumpin….”

