
’m writing this at the end of September, 
which means most stores just removed 
half of their Halloween supplies in order to 
make room for their Christmas displays.

 These include the usual line-up of 
Christmas DVDs, with the old Rankin-Bass 
specials at the top of the rack. Remember 
those? They specialized in 3D stop-motion 
animation – the CGI of its day. They’re 
rudimentary by today’s standards, but that 
doesn’t bother me nearly as much as the 
ugly themes they portray: cruelty, hatred, 
abuse – even murder, wrapped up in pretty 
Christmas packaging.
 Consider “Nestor the Long-Eared 
Christmas Donkey,” which is basically a 
mash-up of Dumbo, Bambi and the New 
Testament. Nestor, who would eventu-
ally carry Mary and Joseph to Bethlehem, 
is tormented as a foal. Not only does he 
have to listen to Roger Miller sing his theme 
song, he’s also abused by his keeper – first 
starved, then literally thrown out into a bliz-
zard. His mother keeps him warm that night 

by lying down on top of him, but freezes to 
death in the process. Then there’s “The Little 
Drummer Boy,” whose titular hero becomes 
a wandering, orphaned misanthrope after 
bandits stab his father and burn down his 
homestead with his mother inside – while he 
watches. Merry Christmas, kiddies!
 Then there are the no-hold-barred, 
secular tales. In these, the problems start at 
the top, with Santa’s worst behavior evident 
in “Rudolph the Red-Nosed Reindeer.” He’s 
cranky, rude and downright hateful. Dur-
ing elf practice, he checks his watch and 
says, “Well, let’s get this over with” before 
fidgeting and refusing to make eye contact 
throughout the elves’ heartfelt song. His 
only comment afterward is, “Hmmm. Well, it 
needs work. I have to go.”
 Is this really the behavior of a right jolly 
old elf? No wonder Mrs. Claus – who, for 
unknown reasons, talks like Mama Corleone 
– nags him incessantly.
 Santa and his Head Elf condone bul-
lying, creating the first recorded example of 

a hostile workplace. Because Hermey wants 
to be a dentist, the Head Elf mocks him in 
front of the others, then denies him his right-
ful 10-minute break – something required 
by most labor laws. He lets the other elves 
leave but tells Hermey, “Finish the job or 
you’re fired.” After witnessing this egregious 
exchange, Sam the Narrator can only say, 
“Ah, well – such is the life of an elf.” Pretty 
cold attitude, even for a snowman.
 Most of the bullying, however, is 
directed at Rudolph – to the point of haz-
ing. If this story took place today, all of the 
other reindeer would doubtless be texting 
embarrassing pictures of his nose. His father 
actually tries to hide said beak, chiding 
him: “There are more important things than 
comfort – self-respect!” (Because knowing 
his parents are ashamed of his looks must 
do wonders for his self-respect.)
 Inspecting his mask, Donner gloats, 
“Santa can’t object to you now” and we 
think, surely Santa wouldn’t object – he’s 
supposed to be nice, plus he doesn’t exactly 
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conform to physical standards himself. And yet, as soon as the 
disguise fails, Santa starts in on Donner: “You should be ashamed 
of yourself! What a pity – he had a nice takeoff, too.” (Again, hostile 
workplace – Rudolph’s talent is secondary to his appearance, as if he 
were a stewardess or news anchor.)
 So Rudolph runs away, traveling with Hermey and Yukon Cor-
nelius until the Bumble chases them. (Apparently, even monsters hate 
his glowing schnoz.) After discovering the Island of Misfit Toys, Ru-
dolph leaves alone to protect his friends from his snout’s dangerous 
influence, eventually returning to Christmas Town to find his parents 
missing. And what does Santa do? He lays on the guilt: “They’ve 
been gone for months, out looking for you.” Ouch!
 Santa’s callousness is never more evident than when he con-
tinues, “I’m very worried…without your father, I’ll never be able to 
get my sleigh off the ground.” He’s not the least bit worried about 
Donner! All that matters to Santa is Santa – he doesn’t even warm up 
to Rudolph until he realizes he has something Santa needs. The poor 
deer is merely the means to an end.
 Even during the final scene, apathy abounds. Santa can’t be 
bothered with stopping to deliver toys; instead, an elf tosses them 
overboard, using umbrellas to break their fall. All save one; the toy 
bird is dropped without an umbrella. You’d think a bird would be 
okay with going airborn, but remember – it’s a misfit toy. This bird 
could only swim, so Santa has just doomed him to plummet to his 
death. With that, misfit bird sleeps with the fishes…
 Santa is a far cry from Kris, the sweet child raised by Kringles 
in “Santa Claus Is Comin’ to Town.” But the adult Kris is question-
able. During his first trip into Sombertown to deliver toys, he woos the 
town’s children in song: “If you sit on my lap today, a kiss a toy is the 
price you’ll pay.” Is it just me, or are those lyrics off-the-scale creepy?
 But his intentions are noble, to the point of going fugitive to de-
liver toys outlawed by Burgermeister Meisterburger, the local meanie. 
As rebels, Kris and his betrothed, Jessica, aren’t allowed the luxury 
of a church wedding. Instead, they hold an outdoor ceremony on 
Christmas Eve in a wonderful gesture that he manages to screw up 
later in his career. Once toy demand becomes too great to manage, 
Kris is forced to schedule a single annual delivery run. He chooses 
Christmas Eve as “the holiest night of the year,” but that’s pretty 
transparent. The dude has to work only once a year and has the 
luxury of picking which night, so he goes with his anniversary. He’s 
effectively ensured he’ll never have to buy flowers or take Jessica to 
dinner! (Of course, he’s also ensured that he won’t be getting any 
cookies or touching any stockings at his last stop of the night.)
 The selfish pattern continues in “The Year Without a Santa 
Claus,” when the old guy feels ill and decides to cancel Christmas. 
A slight cold and he can’t tough it out for one stinkin’ night? Instead, 
millions of children will suffer. Man up, Santa – you have 364 days of 
leisurely management duties to blow off in the name of sleeping in; 
you can work through the fever on 
the only night that counts.
 But I should stop with the 
smear campaign. I know they’re 
only cartoons. Still, if they’re true, I 
don’t want to end up on Santa’s bad 
side. I might wake up Christmas 
morning to find a bloody reindeer 
head in my bed....

Editor’s Note: Give the gift of laughter 
this year; order Dan’s book, A Nay for 
Effort, at www.danbain.net and have a 
happy holiday!
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