
Shortly after the accolades and congratulations stopped rolling in from last year’s letter, 
things in 2006 took a turn for the worse. I was celebrating Orthodox Hallowe’en around the 
hot tub, when I dropped my champagne flute onto the mirrored floor, starting a chain of 
events that unhinged the year. A bikini model cleaned up the glass and poured me a new 
glass of champagne, and all was well; until, reeling backward in a hearty guffaw after one of 
my legendary bon-mots, I stepped on a tiny fragment of broken glass left behind by 
Brandii’s ineffective ( though voluptuous) sweeping. She must have been distracted by my 
tale of rescuing a litter of kittens from a fire on the International Space Station.

Weeks later, and just when my doctors thought the infection was finally gone,
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Thankfully, I am now almost fully recovered from my extended convalescence. Recently 
however, my torch and pitchfork-wielding creditors have kindly (though occasionally 
brutally) brought to my attention the fact that my finances deteriorated somewhat in 
2006 due to mismanagement. I mention this not for pity, but because some of you 
may have been wondering what became of the faberge eggs you have become accustomed 
to receiving from me this time of year. 

Anyway, here’s hoping the New Year brings you at least twice as much 
money as you send to me.


