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One of the most unsettling events of my childhood was a visit by Old Saint Nick*.  
This holiday icon caused me a significant amount of psychological trauma.  My family 
always got together on Christmas Eve and this particular year, when five years old, it was 
at my family home in Burlington, Massachusetts.  There are a number of things that I 
recall from that day.   

First, my mother had just come home from the state hospital for the insane with 
another round of shock treatments given her against her will of course.  She did not 
participate in the celebration that night.  I was told she was not feeling well.  Go figure.  I 
was allowed to visit with her in my parents’ bedroom for a few minutes earlier that day 
before all the cousins and uncles and aunts arrived for an evening of food, song and 
presents.  She was completely out of it.   

Even at this early age I saw she was nearly lifeless, a picture of the living dead.  
She may not have known me for a while either.  She looked at me that day with a blank 
stare and although it is difficult to make out the words she spoke to me when she came 
out of the induced stupor, caused by this torture, to talk with me, her face is as clear today 



as that moment that we connected then.  When we made eye contact she appeared to be a 
zombie.   

But that was not the most horrible thing that happened to me that day, being too 
young to understand.  I have been told to get over it by many people that I’ve told this rift 
that Christmas Eve caused for me.  For the sake of impact I’m going to give a bit of 
background before letting the cat-out-of-the-bag, so you can get the feeling and flavor of 
my hurt.  It was monumental, an absolute defining moment in my life, and for any 
sensitive and trusting child I imagine it was much the same for them even if they later 
deny it. 

My dad built a dormered Cape Cod style house with the second floor unfinished 
for the first few years.  The studs were up for the room divides but that was about all.  
Cuts of lumber and sawdust were lying around on the unfinished floors.   

There were all kinds of treats at the party.  My Aunt Sharon made a Jell-O mold 
with a topping in the star shape at the top.  There were homemade date bars, cookies, 
salads galore and potato chips.  There was even soda pop and other sugary childhood 
delicacies.   

We had a fabulous Christmas tree, which I did not like.  The blinking lights, 
glittery look and shinny objects on it just tended to confuse me.  All the noise, food 
indulgences, blinking lights and bright colors got me feeling unbalanced, you know 
discombobulated.  I had already been on the edge with my mom’s condition and 
something was entirely wrong with this situation, I knew.   

My book, Mommy Please Come Home, is about what happened to my mom and 
me.  My supposition is that she was tampered with through an MK-Ultra experiment.  
There are plenty of circumstantial evidences to support this.  The book is available in 
many libraries, if you desire to know the rest of the story.     

All the other people that evening seemed to be enjoying all this partying and 
charged emotions.  The smiles and excitement in my cousins’ faces were palpable.  We 
children gathered on the carpeted floor in the living room which had a half-wall 
separating the hallway, and beyond were the stairs to the second floor.  My Dad stood in 
front of us with the Christmas tree behind him to make an announcement.  He asked us to 
listen to the slay bells.  There were jingle bells coming from outside.  Then someone was 
on the roof of the house. 

“It’s Santa.  Santa has come early for a special visit tonight with a present for 
everyone that has been good.”  Wow, something was up!  I was having a difficult time 
with all this.  We could hear lumber being kicked around upstairs and the slay bells.  
Santa was in our house upstairs.  He came down the stairs which we could all see from 
the carpeted floor.  Santa came into the living room.  A way had to be made for his 
passage through the children kneeing and sitting on the floor.   

This was bull shit!  I knew something was terribly wrong with this entire 
situation.  It was bogus.  So here was this guy with a white beard, a red suit and stocking 
hat, which was really a poor quality costume.  He was introduced by my Dad.  “Santa, 
thanks for visiting us tonight,” he said.  The guy in the red suit stood in front of the Yule 
Tree with the blinking lights and decorations, and said “Ho, Ho, Ho.”  He carried a pillow 
case filled with the loot, presents for the kiddies.   

He called each of us by name.  We were to go up and receive the present from 
Santa.  When my name was called I physically withdrew, leaning back away from him on 



the floor.  I did not want to go up and get a present from Kris Kringle.   The cousins and 
adults started saying, “Go on Kevin.  Santa has a present for you.  He is not going to 
bite.”  I wanted no part of this charade.  There was something sinister it seemed about the 
situation to me.  I didn’t believe this crap for a second.   

There was no escape, I was a kid.  I got up and went to this Santa and received 
the gift, a coloring book.  However, when he reached out his arm to hand me the present I 
was not going to get any closer to him than I had to.  Then I noticed his shirt sleeve collar 
had a paisley print on it, under the red suit.  The clues were beginning to add up to a mass 
deception.  The lies were gathering together.  I couldn’t stand it.  What kind of ruse was 
this? 

After Santa finished his show and went back upstairs and exited the house, I 
slipped off from the group.  My instinct told me to go to the basement; maybe I heard 
something down there.  I descended the stairs and hide behind a large cardboard drum 
under them.  Dad got this drum from work at the sugarhouse and used it as a trashcan.  It 
was behind some open studs, as the basement was not finished yet either, but studded up.  
Beyond here was Dad’s workshop.  Santa came in through the cellar door from under the 
attached garage, and went into the workshop with Uncle Jack in toe.   

I watched as Santa began to take off his outfit.  It was my other Uncle, Don.  
Wow, what was this all about?  He spotted me hiding and said, “Kevin, your dad would 
be angry with you if he knew you were down here.”  At me!  They were a bunch of liars.  
It may be harsh, but all the adults were misleading us, and on purpose.  They were telling 
us tales and giving us a reward to play along, a present to accept their lies.  How down 
right sinister.  I was heart-broken that night. 

All the people I trusted, my Dad and aunts and uncles were misleading me.  That 
was the fact that struck me like a frying pan to the face.  My parents and the other adults 
were made up of liars that were purposely misleading us.  It was so wrong and it could 
not be reasoned out.  This was an early taste of cognitive dissonance.   

I’ve never really come to terms with Santa even fifty five years later.  I have not 
gotten over it.  I am now a bona fide conspiracy theorist and the roots of my belief in 
conspiracies are clear.  (The truth of some of these so-called conspiracies is just another 
level of lies being called conspiracy to cover them over.) 

Santa Claus is an anagram, Satan Lucas (Lucifer).  This may not be a mistake, the 
belief creating a desired result that was planned.  Now we are in the generation that is 
being wildly misled, a great deception is looming.  One result is the breakdown of our 
belief in Jesus Christ and a large step into a New World Order of lies and deceit.  If 
children are taught something at such a tender age, and it is paired with a holiday 
celebration, a holy day, with the receiving of gifts, what can be expected?   

At one point all sane children realize this is a lie.  It is for the children, is the 
excuse given for the lie.  Yes I get it, lies and pretend on the day that we celebrate the 
birth of Jesus Christ (no matter your belief in him, or his actual birth date) it’s like the 
Easter Bunny coming on the day we celebrate the risen Christ.  For any nonbelievers the 
fact is still clear, we lie to our children pretending that this is a good thing.  This lie has 
been normalized into popular culture with Santa showing up on TV and in ads starting 
the day after we celebrate Thanksgiving Day every year.   

Here’s the thing; this certainly is not by mistake teaching children that Santa is 
real – not make-believe or a fantasy, but real.  Have we been setup to accept lies?  This 



idea is the basis of the formation of this Many Conspiracies SIG.  It was all the lies that 
persuaded me to form this SIG through a lifetime of experience.   

Some Mensa members, and friends, have suggested that I just don’t get it and am 
myself deceived.  About the events of 9/11 or that we are being sprayed with chemtrails, 
and GMO (genetically modified organisms) food may end up being a time-bomb waiting 
to explode, rather than the answer to feeding an ever increasing world population.  These 
events and evolutions are conspiracies; but if so, to what end?  Oh, and yes there were 
former civilizations that had advanced technology before the 1900-Century.  We have 
been lied to on many fronts and archeology is a big area of lies. 

Our politicians are no longer held accountable for their lies.  The sure road to 
mental instability and psychosis is accepting lies and internalizing them; accepting and 
telling lies.  Truth is reality that becomes unknowable as we rely on our Tell-Lie-Vision 
to determine what the truth is.  Has our society, the culture we live, that has been 
formulated by public education and our media, driven us to a place where we are no 
longer capable of critical thinking? 

Was the sin of Adam and Eve the acceptance of a lie, and this a metaphor for the 
human condition?  That we shall become as gods, knowing right from wrong.  Was this a 
mind-altering event that set the world culture, the human race into an abyss of self? 

I have no definitive answer about why people lie, but have discovered many lies 
that therefore lead to the truth.  When a lie is told, it is to overshadow the truth, to replace 
a truth with falsehood.  When I first began to sell real estate it bothered me when buyers 
and sellers would lie to me.  Now I have come to a new understanding of why.  It shows 
motivation.  To lie is a deliberate act that has purpose, even if unconscious.   

An inconvenient truth may be a lie.  It is time to stop lying to our children.  Is 
teaching our children that Santa is coming down the chimney satanic?  Yes, in part it is, 
as Satan is called the father of lies.  Don’t tell me to get over it.  Possibly souls are in the 
balance here.  “And I heard another voice from heaven, saying, Come out of her, my people, 
that ye be not partakers of her sins, and that ye receive not of her plagues.”  Revelation 18:4. 
~End. 

 
Hollywood 

 
*Another name for the Devil. 


