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Ha p  p y   B  ox in  g  D a  y! 
 

 

       Yeah, okay, so that was my precious puffball of a baby cousin’s attempt to prove 
to us that she is fully capable of penning your letter on her own, but that took her about 
a full minute and is barely legible, so, yeah. Gina’s takin’ over!! 
 

       Alex! My main man Alex! (Okay, Zoe’s main man Alex, but I’m assuming a tone 
of familiarity). Alex of the Cute Soul. 
 

       You are wondering what happened to dear Zoe, I imagine. Well, my adorable little 
cousin thought she’d make everyone tea two nights ago, bless her little heart, and long 
story short, she poured boiling water all over her hand because she’s a precious puffball, 
as I may have mentioned. She’ll be right as rain in a few days, but she just insisted that 
this letter get written now, and since Nurse Joe has expressly forbidden her to do the 
writing, we are stepping up to the challenge. 
 

       She is also insisting that she gets to dictate exactly what goes into this letter, and 
that she reserves the right to scribble out any “funny” comments that we might choose 
to add. Has she told you that we have dozens of home videos of Disney concerts she put 
on when she was four and five and six that she made us all sit through? Like, not even 
make us sing in – she wouldn’t let us participate. It was all     
 
 



    

 

     

     (I resent that remark.) 
 

 

  
 

Also, Zoe is the Gift Master. She’ll get it perfect every time, and you’ll 
never match her. Never. Seriously, dude, don’t even try.     

 

      

 

      
 

      

  



      

 

     

 

 

   Alex!!!!!! Hi!!!!! It’s Cate, and I declare it to be my turn!!!! Gina says she declares that 
I have used up all my allowed exclamation points for the month, but I’m ignoring Gina 
because this is Zoe’s letter, not hers, so there. 
 

   And I don’t think Gina and Allie should discourage you from giving Zoe a Christmas 
present if you want to. As long as it comes from the heart, there shouldn’t be a 
problem! 
 

   Okay, but Zoe says I have to write what she’s saying now. 
 

   She wants to know if she can join you for a 2am coffee outing if her cousins 
get too - and that’s not a very nice thing she’s saying, so I refuse to finish writing 
that sentence, and she’s just gonna have to deal. 
 

   She’s threatening to revoke my Christmas present. Fine! 
 

  If her cousins get too “wrapped up in their own twisted version of being my voice.” 
She says it’s the only way she can ensure that her meaning is made clear to you 
(and she wants me to make sure you know that she’s mostly joking). 
 

   She says she’s skipping that part for right now because she’s not sure what to 
say to it yet, and Apparently I wasn’t supposed to write that down. She says I would 
have made a horrible scribe, since I can’t even tell when she’s dictating and when 
she’s just muttering to herself. I say, it’s more authentic this way! 



   Hang on! There are carolers at the door! 
 

       Ah, the joys of having a sister with an extremely short attention span. I was cut 
off so ungraciously at the start of this letter, wouldn’t you say? You’ve been deprived of 
my amazing presence for almost three pages?? How have you stood it?? 
 

Nothing from Zoe at the moment; she’s over in the corner, frowning at your letter 
and muttering. She looks perplexed. 

 

So, I don’t know if she keeps you updated on her hair stripe color, but it’s currently 
forest green. That’s a Christmas present from yours truly. I tried to convince her to do a 
red stripe on the other side, but she vetoed that idea. Says two stripes will look like she’s 
trying too hard, or something weird like that. Who knows. 

 

Oo, okay, interesting development. I think she’s figured something out. You can 
always tell when Zoe is beginning to get an idea, because her eyes narrow, and she 

 

Ha! Yes! Okay, this is hysterical, I’m gonna try and get this down as she’s saying 
it. 

 

    “I don’t believe those two! Are they honest-to-God having a Protective-Off?” 
 

    Crap, she’s notic 
 

    Zoe is now dictating. 
 

   She says to inform you that she finds both you and Gabe to be utterly and 
thoroughly ridiculous, and she wants to know if you’ve got one of those “You hurt her, I 



hurt you” things going on in your secret communications. If so, she says, she wants to 
make sure that the both of you know that if one of you hurts her, it will be a “You 
hurt me, I kick your ass,” situation. (That’s a direct quote, though the laughter is hard 
to replicate in text). 
 

    Protective of my baby cousin, hmmmmm? Is there some luuuuuuurve in the air???? 

 

      

 

 

 

      

 

 

      
 

 

 



   Ugh, oh my God, Allie, those are the most boring questions ever. I lost my 
notebook rights for that? Lemme show you how it’s done. I have until Zoe’s out of the 
bathroom. 
 

    Do you have a girlfriend? 
 

 Do you want a girlfriend? 
 

 How do you feel about long distance? 
 

 Or hooking up with the cousin of a penpal you’ve never met? 

 

     
 

      
 

 

What is your favorite place to visit? 
 

    Who is the most famous person you’ve ever met? 
 

    What is your favorite band? (Zoe says you already answered that one. 
Imagine Dragons -- I like them, too!) 
 

    Gina says my questions are as lame as Allie’s, but Zoe’s reminded her that 
only one of mine got crossed out. :) 
 

    What do you want to know about us? 

 

       I am being allowed to reclaim the notebook if I apologize and promise to control 
myself. So, yes, fine, apologies, whatever. 



       Questions that you should actually answer: 
 

       Have you ever been water skiing? (Zoe’s glaring at me like she’s trying to decide 
if that’s inappropriate. I ask you!) 
 

       Describe a perfect day. 
 

       What do you want to know about Zoe (and tell her she has to let us answer!) 
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A le  x, 

P a rd o n   my   h an  d wr  iti n g.  I   k no  w   I’ m  n  o t    
s u pp  o s ed   to  b e  wr iti n g,  b  u t   t he  re  a r  e    s o m  e   t hi  n g s 
in  y  o u r  l e  tt er  I  w an  t   t o   a dd r  ess   w i th  o ut   s en  d ing  
it   t h ro  u gh   t h e   f il  t e r   o f   m y   c ou  si n s,   en th u  si a s tic  
th  o u gh   th e y   a re.  Do n ’ t   w o rr  y ,   I’ m  b e  in g   c ar  e f u  l.   
I t   o nl  y  h ur  t s  a   l i tt  le.   I t’  s   n  o t   a s   b ad   a s  G i n a   
m a d e   i t   s o u  nd. 

 

      

 

      



 

      
 

      

 

      

 

      

 

      

 



      

 

      

 

      

 

      
 

    

M  er r y   C hri s t ma  s, A l ex.  D o n’ t  be   m ad , p l   e  a se? 

           Yo  u r  f  r   ie n d, 

             Z o  e 

    
 


