I can never work out my relationship to Christmas.  

Sure, as a kid it was special and exciting and I counted the days and hours until it happened.  I'd hang out at the top of the stairs in hopes of hearing Santa at work and was amazed in the morning when the hot chocolate and cookies had been consumed.  It was certainly a special time, though I suspect a lot of that was driven by a sense of acquisitiveness - how much will I get?

There was a tail to that experience that lasted for a number of years, when Christmas would be the one time of the year when my family would get together.  We'd still do the gigantic Christmas tree, my father would ritualistically (and with a lot of humour) distribute the presents one by one around the room.  And we'd eat ourselves silly.  And as the years went by we'd attempt to do the same with drink.  I kinda liked that.

Then there were a number of years when I didn't really care about Christmas.  In fact the whole holiday period depressed me.  I put up with the commercialism, the non-stop parties and busy-ness and waited for it to be over.  I could psychologise about why that was, but it didn't matter.  Christmas seemed pointless and depressing.

There were a number of years where Christmas was about Ben, my son. It didn't matter that I wasn't fond of the holiday because he loved it.  And all my attention went on making it a special day for him. 

And these days I simply don't care about it.  If asked I'll admit that I'm less then enamoured of Christmas.  As it approaches I don't do anything about it.  Then at the last minute I'll buy a few things for the people I'm closest to, and the day will be upon us.

But.  But.  On the day there is still something.  A spirit among people. A celebration of family, of connectedness, of just being who we are that I find compelling.  I encounter a place where the religion and the consumerism seem to fade away and what is left is people who care about each other.  And I notice that I am one of those people; both as a carer and a being cared for.  I like the feeling.  It enlivens me and touches me.  

I feel for people who miss out on that feeling, either by being alone and separate or  simply incapable of letting it in.  And I feel blessed that I, even with my very  ambivalent (or worse) feelings for Christmas, get to have that experience most every year.
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