“The kids won't like whiskey
under the treg,”

S0 reasoned BuSanta,

“Cool, more for me!”
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He toyed with the bottle And one led to two
and played with the lid and two to nineteen
“1'd love awee nip,” when at last the kids saw him

his red face had turned green

“What apoor Saintam1,”
thought BuSanta, abashed, |

- el ; “And what's even worse,
He guzzled his stash, g 4 ' . there was none to be found

nothing was spared,
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Three 7's on the payline
the jackpot bells rang
“Hot damn!” cried BuSanta,




'.I-gids of Busan
e all snug in their

“l giveand | give, BuSanta can‘t live
and what do | get? on cookies alone
some cookies, some milk, “Help me out!” heimplored,

When achair came down swiftly
on BuSanta's head

he hit the ground hard

and they left him for dead

R s From the haze and the darkness A eI low voice called
No hel as forthcoming, - — of knockout slumber to the depths of the pit,
BuSantpa wes pissed. g - -. ) a stone Buddha appeared “You are troubled” said Buddhg

hisfistsflailed in the air
but repeatedly missed

“Desireis suffering,” “Of course! That explainsit! “But for al of those centuries, “But now I*ve gone apeshit So BuSanta set out

the wise Buddha said. I‘'ve given alot! desire was there, what can | do?’ to learn Buddha's way

A light lit in BuSanta, Did | ask for anything? I‘'ve simply denied it “Chill out,” said the Buddha  Hetrained and he prayed
and he smacked his forehead No, | think not.” too busy to care.” for the rest of the day.

Fromthat day forth He no longer needed :..:. - N .. Kidslovehim again,
his gi was renewed, his reigndeer to fly ' they think he'sjust swell,
he was back on top, ; an astral plane rider ; he still hits the bottle,




