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Philippians 4:20

20 Now to our God and Father be glory forever and ever. Amen.



Is this really what we believe about Christmas.

 What if a visiting ET should arrive incognito like in the movie   and observe all the frenetic activity, what would be their conclusion about the real meaning of this holiday? 

From the secret archives of the Roswell Ron Paul fan club I intercepted this text memo through the crown on my tooth.

From Chad Vader, cousin of Darth, explorer on planet Blue Water. To the great high hosts of planet Zion. 

Report number 666 lodged at 6 hours after 6 on the earth day December 26th in the earth year commonly numbered as 2006.  

From my base in a secluded, metal-roofed structure, called a tool shed, set in within this large, busy hive which the natives call Toledo, in what is called Ohio. 

I send this special report to you 

I do so with considerable sadness. For it seems that these creatures on planet Blue Water are not as spiritually advanced as I had hoped when I first observed their technology shortly after my arrival. 

From my electronic monitoring facilities, and from close observations of these creatures it  appears that yesterday  was one of their greatest festivals in the year.  

Most refer to this festival as Xmas. 

For days, no for weeks, they have been building up to this day. Streets have been decorated with colorful symbols, shop windows decorated, many of their homes and gardens have been ringed with strings of little colored lights, and the no-work day of Xmas has been spoken about with much anticipation. 

For about a week preceding the main event, there have been numerous small congregations of creatures (they call them “parties”) gathering in their accommodation structures.

There, at sacred shrines called stoves burnt offerings have been made to their deities. 

However the main preparation has been the ingestion of a readily available drug, in liquid form. This results in subsequent hilarity, increasingly unintelligible language, and bursts of manic laugher. They quickly lose control of mental and bodily functions, and utter course sounds and perform gross actions.  The drug most preferred has been that beverage which our scientists have identified as containing the depressant drug we call dork.  They name it alcohol; but their popular name for it is “grog”. The quantities consumed are quite unbelievable. I have even seen their adolescents drink themselves into a coma. 

Observing this, I wondered if this Xmas festival is an orgy of tribute to a god named Grog? 

However, on sober reflection I realize that cannot be the whole truth. 

During weeks preceding yesterday, people rushed around inside provision silos.....called here “department stores”. Using plastic card tokens to procure numerous possessions, which are called in their tongue “presents” or more commonly “things.” Most of these things are toys, selectively manufactured for both children and the adults of theses sons of Adam. Other much prized procurements have been body garments, or the sweet, brown substance they call chocolate. 

Their behavior while making purchases of numerous “things” can only be described as often desperate and at times even resulting in death. This is unquestionably a frantic religion exercise  at work.   

The females caught up in this ritual often became glassy eyed, and some fell into deep emotional states, even sobbing and secreting fluid from they visual orbs, a substance called tears. The males responded to the activity by first appearing bored, then frustrated, then angry. Many began to exude from their skin the odious fluid they call sweat.  Both sexes seemed to follow a heard mentality

Considering the massive scale of this frenzy, I have concluded they worship a second great God named Things. 

That made at least two: Grog and Things. 

What is more, during this preparation period, they stored up large amounts of perishable body-fuel, which they call “food.” Sometimes, with a gleam in their eye, they refer to it as “pigout”. Taken in moderation, this food provides energy for  functions mobility. But in this season the quantity of pigout which they stored away in refrigerated compartments and in cupboards, were amazing. 

I wrongly deduced they were either preparing from a mighty influx of visitors or taking precautions against a possible famine. Again, there is a religious fever pitch to their preparations of pigout. 

Therefore at this stage I tentatively added a third God to the list, titled “Pigout” 

What a strange trinity: Grog, Things and Pigout. 

Which brings my report to yesterday itself, Xmas. It was extraordinary. 

From an early hour, even before the solar rising, the young of the species have been awake and worshiping the god Things. They do this by ripping the colored wrappings off their new possessions, and yelling and shouting for joy, some small juveniles blowing praises on toy wind instruments or beating on percussion barrels,.......... all to the glory of Things. 

At the same time many also opened small packages of sweet or salty substances, and ingested them at a prodigious rate. I am sure I am right in deducing that even from and early age these creatures do in truth honor the god Pigout. 

Consuming fuel in a frenzy must be a sacramental ritual into which even the very young have been initiated. 

A little later in the day, the mature creatures left their sleeping berths and also started opening up their gaily wrapped possessions. They did this with willing devotion, although with less noise and excitement than the very young. Some like their progeny, also commenced ingesting sweet substances, and quite a number began to take in large quantities of the drug alcohol, or Grog. 

Concerning the latter, some laughed and commented: “I know it’s early in the day to start on this stuff, but why not, it’s only Xmas once each year.” 

Such activities consolidated my opinion that Xmas is for the worship of the three dominant gods: Things, Grog and Pigout. 

If I had any doubts, they vanished shortly after midday. 

Young and old began to gorge on enormous quantities of fuel, which had been placed on trestles which they call tables. 

This formidable ingestion was assisted by sucking in copious volumes of their grog. 

The result was greater noise, and after a while a disintegration of the gathering. 

Some lay down and began snoring. 

Others became irritable and argued among themselves. Some rushed to the waste disposal closet and ejected much of the food and alcohol which they had consumed. 

It was not a pretty sight. Especially as a number did not make it to the disposal closet, but eliminated on the floor or even on their companions. 

In all, it seemed a most grueling ritual. They must adore their three gods exceptionally, to put themselves through this tough religious trial. 

The day ended more quietly. Some more alcoholic fluids and food-fuel were consumed, even by those who had already egested into the waste disposal closet. 

The dialogue became more weary and spasmodic. Some yawned a lot and others held their heads as if they were in pain. 

Finally, the religious gatherings broke up. 

The creatures went their separate ways, clutching their new things as if their salvation depended on it. 

Such is my account of Xmas. 

I remit this report immediately to you, hosts of the planet Zion. It has been both one of the most remarkable, yet most pathetic happenings I have yet witnessed. 

To observe these poor creatures perform their bizarre Xmas day rituals, in honor of the gods Grog, Things and Pigout, has filled me with sadness. 

They seem to have so little to believe in, and not much to look forward to. I shall proceed to examine whether there is any significant follow up to this festival day. 

Chad Vader

I apologize, your Excellencies, for neglecting to mention a small sub-group of people in the body of the report. 

In my fascination with the gross behavior of the devotees of the three popular gods, Grog, Pigout and Things, I forget the smaller sect whose activities my surveillance cameras recorded. 

You may remember I have previously ( in report 777) described the existence of a strange cult of those who call themselves Christ-yns. 

These are the ones who, in spite of their typical dim human wits, appear to have some inkling of the True Light. 

On this festival day, they gathered in their temples for some formal celebrations. It was marked by much singing (that harmonious noise they make by expelling air through their upper plumbing) the theme was about the birth of a person named Jesus, or Christ. They also read from their Holy Book, then a speech was made on the first day of the week and is many cases there followed an ingesting of tiny amounts of liquid and food from the Trestle which they call the altar of the table. 

On this special day they also contributed some of their wealth tokens to help those of their species who were hungry or homeless. After such sacred rituals, they clustered with much hand touching and body hugging, smiling and laughing. The most common greeting seemed to be “Mary Christmas” 

I am still not able to determine what “mas” means. I think Mary is a name used for some females. The first part of the word Christmas, Christ, is obviously the name of the baby whose birth they celebrate today. . It also gives them the name by which they are known: Christ-yns. I suggest it is at least possible that they, like us, believe in only one god. When these Christ-yn creatures left the precincts of their assemblies, and journeyed back to their dwelling edifices, they also engaged in considerable eating and drinking, and opening of possessions. However, as a general rule I don’t believe they displayed the same fervor as the majority who worship the gods Things, Grog and Pig-out. 

I am still puzzled as to why those believers in those more popular gods, Things, Grog and Pigout, call this day Xmas. What does the X stand for in this context? In future I must make a closer examination of this minority sect of Christ-yns. I would really like to know whether this God they worship induces them exhibit a life style that is different from their three-god neighbors. Is their ethical behavior changed, or are their rituals only a gloss? When the feast day is over, what difference remains between the many who celebrate Xmas and the few who celebrate Christmas? The answer to that question will reveal either a sad or joyful truth. 

Always your humble servant, 

Chad Vader

� The Holy Bible, New King James Version, (Nashville, Tennessee: Thomas Nelson, Inc.) 1982.





