To: “The Grinch”
From: Max, your former dog and partner
Dear Steven,
It’s been several months now since you left and I remained
here on Mt. Crumpet in the home we built together. I think it’s
important that I share my feelings. I hate you Steven. Hate;
hate; hate you.
For years we stood for something. We hated the Whos. Like
we always said if it weren’t for Christmas and the Who’s
infernal screeching of “carols”, we would have had absolute
quiet all year long and isn’t that why we moved to Mt.
Crumpet in the first place, Steven? Every December our
meditation, gardening and literary work were shattered with
“Wahoo-Boraice” or whatever that stupid song was. Have you
learned it yet? Well have you? The Whos ruined our lives.
Annually. And then you joined them. And why? WHY?!
Because you heard them sing. Who was I living with all those
years? Honestly, if you know, tell me Steven.
And, by the way, there was nothing wrong with your heart.
I have, in our big file cabinet, a report from the Dr. that says
while your heart was abnormally small (5th percentile), it

was completely functional and unless you attempt to run
a triathlon, you’re fine. And all that aside, your heart has
nothing to do with your emotions. You left your Zoloft here,
by the way. If you haven’t picked up a new prescription, I will
send it down to you but you should really renew it.
Alone up here on Mt. Crumpet my thoughts have turned to
that night. In retrospect, there were many mistakes. You
shouldn’t have worn a Santa suit. Also you should not have
engaged Cindy Lou Who — at all. I’m not sure what inverted
Stockholm syndrome took place while I waited on the roof, but
I do know that it all could have been solved with a hard shove
and a quick exit. Additionally we should have stashed the
Christmas crap and then left town right away … the shore,
Cozumel, my parents’ place even.
But really the problem was the Whos. They’re stupid, Steven.
People who get robbed and then sing with joy are stupid people.
And now you’ve gone to live with them, in a what? Hut? — I
can’t blame them anymore for being who they are. Perhaps
I can’t even blame you for being who you evidently were all
along. Perhaps I can only blame myself for seeing you as the
one I spent all those years with. The one I thought shared my
yearning for solitude and my deep and justified hatred for
everyone else. But that was not you. You are a Who. Enjoy the
roast beast. Whatever. Jerk.
Max

