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before purchasing it in order to gage whether or not it would be worth my time, and all praised Spending the Holidays
with People | Want to Punch in the Throat: Y uletide Y ahoos, Ho-Ho-Humblebraggers, and Other Seasonal Scourges:

1 of 1 people found the following review helpful. Cute but not as funny as the last bookBy Pushing 70Loved Jen
Mann's first book and pre-ordered this one, hoping for the same laugh-out-loud humor. It does have the occasional
chuckle but is more of are-telling of Christmases past than the true-to-life pain in the neck behavior exhibited by
many at Thanksgiving and Christmas. Her family seems delightfully normal and her Christmas letter writing friends
absolutely the same as hundreds of thousands of others who use that medium as a chance for the once ayear brag fest.
Read it, it's cute and you'll no doubt see yourself or someone you know described in it.0 of O people found the
following review helpful. Hinky HolidaysBy Franklin the MouseMs. Mann goes full-on acerbic throughout 'Spending
the Holidays with People | Want to Punch in the Throat.' I'm assuming it's because I'm a guy that the book seemed just
okay. It revolves around women's thoughts and actions which isfine but | found it difficult to relate. Her husband and
son are the only males who are lampooned. Much of the stuff in Ms. Mann's work was over the top. I've been happily
married for close to 35 years and after discussing the author's work with her, my wifeisn't represented in these pages.
Ms. Mann frequently ridicules the overly-pretentious, suburban, stay-at-home moms that apparently have money to
burn.The 200-page book is broken up into three sections and the chapters are short. Some of the topics the author
addresses include middle and high school fashions, cliques, family Christmas photos, her parents getting it on,
Christmas decoration hoarding, EIf on a Shelf, their house being the only one not decorated in her neighborhood for
the holidays, Christmas shopping with her grandmother and two young-adult cousins, carolers, cookie exchanges, and
the annual family Christmas letter. The last section addresses events which occurred during Halloween, Thanksgiving,
Mother's Day, and Easter.l smiled a handful of times while reading the thing, but | don't seem to have been the target
market for the book. | did learn some cultural stuff that | discussed with my wife. She said much of what Ms. Mann
portrays seems accurate. Wow, the anxiety many women put themselves through over the pagan holiday called
Christmas is mystifying to me. Ms. Mann ridicules the holiday traditions as well as herself and her family in a heavy-
handed manner. Subtlety apparently is not part of her DNA. If abook 0ozing sarcasm is your kind of thing, you'll
probably loveit.1 of 1 people found the following review helpful. Throat Punching, Holiday StyleBy Crista D.Jen
Mann's ready to get usin the throat-punching spirit for the holidays! Unlike Jen, | am aPSL fan, so | sipped on one
while reading this at the auto shop, waiting for my car to be fixed. There are lots of laugh out loud moments that
earned me some strange looks from the old dudes sitting with me in the waiting area. | loved the zany, crazy, redl life
moments Jen pours into her books...What the h-e-double hockey sticks are you supposed to do when you have
unexpected (and sometimes unwanted) Christmas Carolers at your door? Do | really have to bake eleventy dozen
cookies for upteen cookie exchanges? Isit amust to decorate the outside of the house if it's so cold outside that a polar
bear would rather be inside your living room, downing hot cocoa and Schnapps? She addresses all of these situations,
and more with her quick-witted, darn the masses, brand of humor that | love so much. A must read if you're afan of
her first PPWTPITT book, or blog!

For fans of Laurie Notaro and Jenny Lawson comes an uproarious and oddly endearing essay collection for anyone
trying to survive the holidays in one piece. When it comes to time-honored holiday traditions, Jen Mann pulls no
punchesin this hilariously irreverent collection of essays, Jen Mann, nationally bestselling author of People | Want to
Punch in the Throat, turns her mordant wit on the holidays. On Manns naughty list: mothers who go way overboard
with their EIf on the Shelf, overzeal ous carolers who cant take a hint, and people who write their Christmas cardsin
the third person (Joyce is enjoying Bunko. Y eah, Joyce, we know you wrote thisletter.). And on her nicelist. . . well,
shes working on that one. Here, no celebration is off-limits. The essaysinclude: Y ou Can Keep Y our Cookies, Im Just
Here for the Booze Nice Halloween Costume. Was Skank Sold Out? Why Y ou Wont Be Invited to Our Chinese New
Y ear PartyFrom hosting an ill-fated Chinese New Y ear party, to receiving horrible gifts from her husband on Mothers
Day, to reluctantly telling her son the truth about the Easter Bunny, Mann knows the challenge of navigating the
holidays while keeping her sanity intact. And even if she cant get out of attending another Christmas cookie exchange,
at least she can try again next year.Praise for Spending the Holidays with People | Want to Punch in the Throat Manns
writing has transcended from witty anecdotes and complaints to notable satire. Hidden among the many laugh-out-
loud zingers are lessons on how we relate to each other, and how ridiculous parenting culture has become.Associated
Press Following the success of her first book, sheis now punching throats at holidays, starting from her being age two
and continuing to the present, where she is a harried mother bemoaning not just Christmas but all holidays. . . . Harried
holiday haters will chuckle and perhaps see themselves somewhere in Manns lifetime dislike of and misbehavior
during Americas increasingly commercialized celebrations.Booklist The cure for my cold holiday spirit this year is the
sidesplitting new book by Jen Mann. . . . Mann delivers her signature punch lines and sharp critique on the oftentimes
ridiculous shenanigans of the modern family. Her ability to make an otherwise boring subject come alive with colorful
personalities, biting sarcasm, and impressively astute observations on suburban culture is what makes Mann so much
fun to read and so easy to relate to. The Huffington Post A lighthearted, laugh-out-loud book . . . with afeel of peeking



into a diary.Mommys Memorandum It really does make you laugh out loud.Shooting Stars Mag A quick and
delightful read that you can sneak in right before bed or when the kids are finally napping.FangirINation Grab a cup of
hot cocoa, sit back and enjoy Jens latest collection of humorous rants dissecting the most wonderful time of the year.
She unleashes her biting wit and hilarious opinions on everything from cookie exchanges to annual humblebrag
Christmas letters from overachieving moms to horrifying Christmases of her childhood.Creating Serenity [Mann] has
really mastered the short story format. . . . She packs the maximum amount of funny into the fewest words, and many
of these essays are downright hilarious. . . . If youve read and liked her other books, you will definitely want to read
this one, too.Bug Bug Book Reviews

[Jen] Manns writing has transcended from witty anecdotes and complaints to notable satire. Hidden among the many
laugh-out-loud zingers are lessons on how we relate to each other, and how ridiculous parenting culture has
become.Associated Press Following the success of her first book, sheis now punching throats at holidays, starting
from her being age two and continuing to the present, where she is a harried mother bemoaning not just Christmas but
all holidays. . . . Harried holiday haters will chuckle and perhaps see themselves somewhere in Manns lifetime dislike
of and misbehavior during Americas increasingly commercialized celebrations.Booklist The cure for my cold holiday
spirit this year is the sidesplitting new book by Jen Mann. . . . Mann delivers her signature punch lines and sharp
critique on the oftentimes ridicul ous shenanigans of the modern family. Her ability to make an otherwise boring
subject come alive with colorful personalities, biting sarcasm, and impressively astute observations on suburban
culture is what makes Mann so much fun to read and so easy to relate to. The Huffington Post A lighthearted, laugh-
out-loud book . . . with afeel of peeking into a diary.Mommys Memorandum It really does make you laugh out
loud.Shooting Stars Mag A quick and delightful read that you can sneak in right before bed or when the kids are
finally napping.FangirlNation So, grab a cup of hot cocoa, sit back and enjoy Jens latest collection of humorous rants
dissecting the most wonderful time of the year. She unleashes her biting wit and hilarious opinions on everything from
cookie exchanges to annual humblebrag Christmas letters from overachieving moms to horrifying Christmases of her
childhood. . . . Spending the Holidays with People | Want to Punch in the Throat will fill you with nostalgia.Creating
Serenity [Mann] has really mastered the short story format. . . . She packs the maximum amount of funny into the
fewest words, and many of these essays are downright hilarious. . . . If youve read and liked her other books, you will
definitely want to read this one, too.Bug Bug Book sAbout the AuthorJen Mann is the nationally bestselling author of
People | Want to Punch in the Throat, based on her popular blog of the same name. She has also written for The
Huffington Post, Scary Mommy, NickMom, Babble, Circle of Moms, and CNN Headline News. Her blog received a
2014 Bloggie Award for Best Parenting Weblog. She livesin Overland Park, Kansas, and is married to the Hubs and is
the mother of two children whom she calls Gomer and Adolphaon her blog. She swears their real names are actually
worse.Excerpt. Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved. SECTION ONEChristmas Memoriesld Like to
ForgetBEFORE TODDLERS TIARASTHERE WAS MEI am four years older than my brother, C.B., so you would
think that | would remember a Christmas or two without him, but | dont. Im sitting here thinking of all the Christmas
memories | can come up with, and they al involve him.Its weird, because Im pretty sure that even though hes the
favorite child, we celebrated before he came along. Didnt we? Im sure we did. Although | cant find any pictures.
Whenever C.B. and | complain that there arent many photos from different periods of our childhood, our parentstell
us the camera was broken then. | guess the camera was broken at every Christmas until C.B. was born. How
convenient.Wait! | do have amemory of a Christmas before C.B. Well, not quite a memorymore of a story that Ive
heard so many times from so many different family membersthat it has become a memory to me.lt was the Christmas
when | was two years old. In those days | was the only child and grandchild on both sides of the family, and so | was
spoiled rotten (or so the general consensus of the story goes; my degree of spoiled actually depends upon who is
telling me the story). Because | was the only child that year, December 25, 1974, was going to be a busy day for me,
and | had several different holiday parties | was expected to attend. | was like a preschool socialite. My parents and my
extended family had divided up my gifts between all the parties so |d have something to open at each home. God
forbid | arrived at Great-Aunt Arabellas house with nothing to open. The horror! My Christmas would be absolutely
ruined! (I told you my mother was an overachiever.)We got about halfway through the day and | was at the house of
some great-aunt or second cousin, or something like that, when | apparently became Jenni-zilla. After opening gifts
nonstop for hours | was finally through the first couple of waves. | sat by the Christmas tree, surrounded by piles of
Barbie dolls, mounds of art supplies, stacks of books, tons of baby dolls, and more. | looked like some precious
Norman Rockwell painting when | realized something was amiss. Looking around at my booty, | quickly understood
that 1d been shortchanged. Something was missing, but what wasit? | couldnt put my finger on it. | started going
through my list in my head: Barbies. (Check.) Art supplies. (Check.) Baby dollsthe one that poops and the one that
cries. (Check, check.) Blocks. (Check.) Stuffed animals. (Check.) Books. (Check.) Underwear and socks. (Ugh.
Check, check.)And then | knew.| sat up straight, glared at my parents, and demanded loudly: Hey! Wheres my
McDonads?Earlier in the month | had made my wish list, and along with Barbies, art supplies, and a shit ton of other
stuff, | had asked my parents for a kick-ass Playskool McDonalds. It was not under the tree, and | was more than a



little pissed off.Little did | know that my grandparents had actually bought the Playskool McDonalds and it was
waiting for me at the last party as sort of the grand finale of the day. They wanted to save the best for last and see my
sweet little face erupt in pure joy and amazement at the miracle of Christmas gifts. Instead, according to family legend,
| went nuclear on everyone. | demanded the McDonalds and cried and threw myself on the floor in afit of screams
when it wasnt immediately produced. This temper tantrum was not the reaction my parents had anticipated.My parents
were horrified that their precious snowflake could be such alittle bitch. | was promptly put in time-out. Im not sureiif |
was able to open my McDonalds that day, because | was such alittle shit, but since | remember playing with it, Im
pretty sure | wasnt denied too long. Surely by New Years | was living my dream of one day working at a
McDonalds.(Side note: | may not remember the day | received my McDonalds, but | do remember playing with this
toy. A lot. It had little people that didnt have arms, so you had to shove their tray of Big Macs and friesin a slot under
their chin. How appropriate, right? Who needs hands when you can snarf your food from a tray wedged under your
neck? There was also a merry-go-round for the armless people to play onwhichisjust silly, since arms are pretty
important on a merry-go-round. For those of you born after about 1990, let me explain what a merry-go-round is,
because apparently your parents outlawed this fantastic invention. Fucking helicopter parents. A merry-go-round was a
wonderful device that spun children around with absolutely no safety precautions whatsoever. The object of the game
was to hold on tightly until the strength in your hands gave out and you went flying off the contraption, usually onto a
concrete playground, or hold on until you puked all over the merry-go-round, which resulted in you being called
names and being ostracized for the rest of the day. Either way you had a blast! Y ou can thank your asshole parents for
denying you thisinsanely fun toy. Ask them about teeter-totters, too. Ask them if they have trust issues from being the
kid up top when their so-called friend hopped off the bottom seat and let them crash to the ground. Sure, afew kids got
hurt now and then, but come on, you can barely see the scars on my face anymore! These kinds of playground toys just
kept us on our toes and made us wily. Shit, by the time Adolpha and Gomer have kids, Im guessing swings and slides
will have been outlawed and will be nothing but distant memories, too.)Anyway, back to my McDonalds pseudo-
memory. Thistale has been passed down over the years, and even family members who werent there love to tell me
what an asshole | was that day. Its practically become folklore in our family. Its a cautionary tale told to pregnant
cousins around a campfire. Who relishes recounting their favorite holiday story of the day their niece or granddaughter
was atyrannical, out-of-control toddler? My family, thats who.When isit ever agood ideato say to your cousin, Oh
yeah, | heard about your breakdown. Y oure famousin our house. My parents decided right then and there to delay
having kids for another ten years or so?This explains why | am six years older than my nearest cousin. Itsalmost like
our own Aesops fable.l became infamous. | became That Kid. The one who throws a massive fit on Christmas Day
like a spoiled little brat.Now that Im a mother (who watches so much TLC that 1ve become numb from seeing scores
of bratty kids go ballistic every day), | can sympathize with my parents. They were trying to make the day extra
special for me, but they didnt really think it through and so they never saw the blowup coming. They thought that at
two yearsold, | wasabig girl and | could handle it. They thought that by spacing out the presents it wouldnt be as
overwhelming for me and in the end it would be more fun for me. They thought that scheduling three or four back-to-
back dog-and-pony shows where | was the main attraction wouldnt cause a problemafter al, | loved being the center
of attention! Right? (Y eah, usually.) Smile for Great-Uncle Joe, Jenni! Show us your presents! (Too bad Great-Uncle
Joe didnt realize my parents didnt have aworking camera. He could have sent those picturesto us and then Id know if
this story istrue.)What they forgot is that the age of two is when you finally start to notice that there are fun things
inside the boxes that you enjoyed playing with last year. They forgot that two iswhen you can talk and have an
opinion on what you want for Christmas. Plus, atwo-year-old kid has a memory like an elephant. They forgot that two
iswhen you seem mature enough to take on aday full of endless celebrations with no nap in sight and a seemingly
unending supply of fun and presents, but youre really not. They forgot that two is when you are smart enough to look
around and realize whats missing, but you dont have the social skillsto ask nicely and casually about your missing
present. Instead, you behave like araving lunatic junkie who hasnt been fed anything all day except cheese and candy
(because you refuse to put down your new presents and have a goddamned piece of turkey) and are looking for your
next fix.To thisday, if peoplein my extended family ask for a special gift for Christmas and they dont get it, they will
announce loudly, Hey! Wheres my McDonalds? and then laugh like maniacs. This story is so popular with my entire
family that once a cousin bought his wife a beautiful piece of jewelry shed been hinting for all year. He waited until all
of the presents were opened. He could tell hiswife was a little bummed when she realized her bracelet wasnt under the
tree like shed hoped. She tried to put on a brave face, but he could tell she was disappointed. He went into the other
room and returned with a crumpled McDonalds bag (with the bracelet inside), threw it in her lap, and said, Hey! Heres
your McDonalds!



