o o e b

Dec. B. 2005

page 22

Brooke Dessesen

Choosing sides in this ever-
present Christmas dichotomy

Mix six cups kindness is not exclusively religious.

with three cups tension. At the heart of it is our
Add a hal teaspoon humanity. Christmas is
expectation and a pinch about sharing time with

of resentment for OT.
Bubble in pressure oooker
for25days. It's a calamitous
recipel

However, as the city once
again dons her spectacular

sequined , 1 am flled
'i'ﬁll.!h a l:lfl:pl. satisfyin

peaple we love, It's about
nurturing  children and
families and strangers in
need. It's about gratitude
and generosity. [ts about

hope.
8?1, don't think me a

Pollyanna. I've seen the
sense of will. T cant dark side of December.
help mysell... 1 love the My Holiday Spirit lost its
holidays! innocence long ago, mugged

This annual celebration in the alley behind Stress

iRt e

Street. It almost died but
after intense rehabilitation
the residual scars are
barely noticeable.

Commitments bombard
us from every angle until
our minds are tattered.
A final, frantic night of
wrapping and we're like
that fried egg commercial.
*This 18 your brain on
Christmas

Arnd, unfortunately,
there's no escaping our
obligations.

But if we just stop — and
breathe —=we can still feel the
magic, the wonderment of
the Season that enchanted
us as children. Sometimes
we are even momentarily
transported back to that
carefree epoch of Christmas
past...

| rcanl'_ll:mbnr woal-
wrapped shoppers tiptoei
across  doilies of fm;hl:llﬁ
fallen snow.

| remember my first taste
of eggnog. and racing m
tobogean down anowy hills
until my fingers were 0o
cold to unzigcmy I!Elarka.

r the

I remem aweet,

heady scent of warm mulled
wine from my mother's
crystal glass, And carcling
with [amily friends past
cozy fire lit windows. And
my big brother pointing
out Rudelph's red nose
twinkling in the sky on
Christmas Eve.

I remember the Life-
Saver Storybook that was
always in my stocking. And
unwrapping oulrageoualy
cool toys... maybe a Lite
Brite, & Smurf or a Slinky,
Perhaps a mood ring
aor a set of Click Clacks
[gadly, time would reveal
the surprising fact that
slamming two glass balls
together 1s dangerous.)

Ah, ves, those were the
d&;a. rwere they?

Swept away by nostalgia,
snuggling inte-the folds of
reminiscence, | suddenly
recall that Christmas as
a child was not entirely
devoid of disappoaintment.

ake my annual meeting
with Mr. Claus, Here's a guy
who runs a global smpire
that servicea millions of
homes every i

Sure, hes pot elves
working production, but
he handles The List and
distribution on his own,
not to mention personal
AppeATANCESs, Santa i
obviously over-worked. And
it's no secret... he's old.

S50 it always bothered
me that he didnt take
notes during our pre-
holiday  conference. If
he'd had some secretarial
assigtance, 1 doubt he
would have forgotien the
horse [ requested seven
years in a row!

And what scientist
discoversed the freakish
connection hetwesn
Phoradendron  flapéscens

and mandatory kissing?
Mistletoe was the bane
of my 6th grade holiday

The little berry cluster
was mischievously hung
over the food table. | spent
the entire night hungry.

Worse, | was forced to
watch the class bean
snog my secret heartthro

after shamelessly wooin
him to the punch ‘mw%
under the guise of being
thirsty. Flease. It was so
transparent.

Alas, Christmas is an
endless dichotomy.

Thereis nobetter example
of 1Ehr’_1:~|:r:|11'.|:imitl_.|'cl'la.rl the
sight of people shoving one
another to grab the last
box of cards with PEACE
scribed on them.

Sales shopping is
undeniably the most
hazardous holiday activity.
Anvone who's gone in the
pit knows that the violence
i8 in direct proportion to
the discount - 75% o
is downright :ieadt'ﬁ 1
understand Monday Night
Football taked a
second.)

Ultimately, we each are
destined to choose which
gide of Christmas we want
to reflect. The joy? Or the
frustration?

M not deny the high
road I8 challenging: some
Scrooge 18 always trying to
bring you down. But my
Holiday Spirit postesses a
concealed weapons license
now - it packs a positive
attitude = and never travels
Stress Street after dark.

cloge

Juat remember,
Ehr{almﬂ o isnt  about
uyin st present.
It'a aEvuut h-:EEE g:um.
It's about laughter and
sentiment an church

choirs reaching notes so

exguisite th ive  you
gl::rl:lﬂhzll:m.:.rnu|:|-*.1..IE:|lr!'r.%:I ahjd;ut

- COUrse everyone
enjoya the twinkle of a
tinsel-hung tree, givin
[and getting] gifts an
smrnn'n% the aromas of a
hearty feast. But il these
things were stolen from us
by say, a Grinch... would
we gtill sing aloud like the
Whos in Who-ville?

[ like to think we would.

I wish you the gentle gifts
of health and happiness.

Merry Christmas!

Seottsdale residert
Brooke Bessesen is the
atithor and Nustrator

af the children’s book
k Who Lives tn the
Desert!, " a humorous-but-
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