
 Dear Santa Gaute, 
 
 My name is Jack and I’m from California. If you’re ever foolhardy enough to drop your 
sleigh within range of a throwing axe, I’ll be happy to liberate those delicious beta passes and 
a few pints of blood from you. I generally stay up very late working or reading, so I’m prepared 
to watch the skies in a long vigilance of barely contained teeth-grinding bloodlust that would 
warm the heart of any hard-bitten Cimmerian. 
 

 
 Of course, if you give me one of those beta passes freely, or the trip to Oslo, I won’t 
have to introduce the gray matter of your squishy southern brain to rough-hewn Pictish iron. 
 I attend Otis College of Art and Design in Los Angeles, where I major in Toy Design. I 
spend my days hanging out with living legends like Mark Taylor, the creator of He-Man, and 
I’m irate and bloodthirsty. I prefer to make toys that would make Conan proud. I haven’t built 



prototypes for anything yet that wouldn’t put its axe in the back of a helpless foe, toys that 
would make a Frazetta painting blush. I have an untamed red beard that betrays my 
barbarian heritage and my nose is cracked and peeling from recent wounds. I hate people 
that ride the lift for only one floor. I used to wish they would catch cancer as I fumed silently 
and impatiently at them, but I’ve since decided that dying of cancer in a sickbed is a weak 
death unbefitting for any man, so now I just wish I could chop their knees out from under them 
with a battle axe so they could really learn to appreciate the wonders of modern technology 
instead of just being lazy, as they’d have a hard time negotiating stairs with their sudden 
legless nature. 
 But I digress, Santa Gaute, you need to get me access to Age of Conan or I’ll come 
looking for you with coffin nails and a mallet, and we’ll crucify you proper like in A Witch Shall 
Be Born, and since my lovely country is doing its best to bomb that part of the world back into 
the Hyborian Age, there won’t be any Shemite mercenary dogs to come cut you down. 

 



 These other games that I could be playing instead of Age of Conan aren’t worth the 
discs they’re printed on, and those discs are hardly worth slicing your throat in a dark alley 
with. I’ve played World of Warcraft for years. It’s uninstalled, I’m over it. I’m sick of nancy 
floppy eared elves with purple skin prancing about shooting sparks at each other like little 
fairies, Warcraft died in my heart when those tree hugging bastards arrived on the scene and 
started choking all the respectable savage orcs and trolls with their glitter wands. 

 
 And what of this language barrier? Crom! When I stand triumphant over my foe with 
sword slicked crimson I want him to know what I intend to do with his women and children 



while he lies there holding in his intestines waiting for Death’s cruel touch. Enough of this 
nonsense of orcs on one team and elves on the other and having them exchange nothing but 
dirty looks, eliminate the poncy elves all together and men will fight men guild to guild and 
curse to curse, that’s how Howard would have wanted it! 
 I’m bored to tears of High Fantasy, of dancing fireballs and fey critters made of sugar 
and spice. Bring on the Evil magic, the Evil men, and the dark old gods that whisper insanity 
on the winds of fate to inspire them! I’ll never lift a boyish wand or a Quidditch broom so long 
as I can have clean steel and hordes of foes instead! 

 
 Santa Gaute, words cannot describe the terrible atrocities I will commit on your 
desiccated remains in the black bowels of a Stygian temple if my demands are not met. You 



will meet all the terrors of the great age of old Acheron when black priests consorted with 
devils and men clung helpless in darkness for succor, hiding from fiendish whips. You will 
long for the kiss of the asp or the steel across your throat if come January I am not playing the 
Age of Conan beta. It will take nothing short of the Heart of Ahriman to restore your ruined 
corpse.  

 I care not for the women, the 
children, or the whelps that have been good Santa Gaute, I will bring down your sleigh in a 
hail of black arrows and pillage your sack of toys, slaughter your weak reindeers for their pelts 
and racks, and feast lusciously upon their succulent venison on Christmas morning when I 
awake to the heart-warming tune of thousands of lamenting babies crying for their petty gifts 
that I have stolen from you. 
 If you think you can outsmart me by disposing of those beta passes before I have you 
in my clutches, than I shall waste no time killing you, instead the filth of your loins and your kin 
will know true terror. If you deign not surrender the beta passes, an army will be raised to 
mount a siege of apocalyptic proportions upon your fortress of solitude, and I will gladly throw 
the frostbitten corpses of my dearest friends into your moats to make an icy bridge of 
cadavers to reach your walls. Your vassals will know fear as they huddle and starve through 
the long siege, finally putting themselves to the blade lest they be subject to the whims of my 
bloodthirsty accomplices when we breech your walls. 

 
 Be reasonable Santa Gaute, for the ransom of your foolish contest you can have safe 
passage through California. Or by Crom, you’ll greet January’s frigid wind with your innards 
when my fur clad hordes lay you out across the cold uncaring ground! 
 


