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Gifts Galore
We count down the days with chocolates behind small doors, bring down the tacky decorations from the loft and eat so much food in such a short space of time in hindsight it is disgusting. We all lie awake at night dreaming that the perfect gift will be waiting for us and all our troubles will disappear in a moment. Everybody loves the lead up to the festive season, even I who is a Scrooge and hates snow and Christmas songs on the radio. But, as I get older, I have begun to wonder; why is Christmas so orientated around presents?

I have nothing against presents and gifts. They can bring so much happiness to someone’s day. They can make eyes light up and hearts lift. They can show that you really care about someone, that they are special to you. When we know that someone has literally spent time on us, thinking about us, it makes us glow. Or when someone surprises us and makes us feel like the most special person in the world. I find it truly amazing that a little something can create so much joy. Every year I go carol singing at the local hospital and give a small gift to an elderly patient, and the joy in that person’s eye makes my heart swell. All because of a £2 gift. I have nothing against gifts at all.
We get such a feeling of ecstasy when, upon receiving our gift their voice shakes as they say “I love it” (especially when you can tell they mean it.) But damn, the stress you went through picking out that one moment of happiness! Like a military operation, so many problems have to be tactically thought about and dealt with! The first basic question that has to be asked; who do I buy for? If I buy for him I have to buy for her too, and if I don’t buy for them World War Three will surely be started and the end of the world will all be my fault! When I finally decide to buy for everyone plus one, what do I buy? What do I get the person who has everything? What says “I love you” not “I couldn’t think of what to get you”? No wonder it is the most tense, hectic time of the year. I get stressed out now, and I’m only fifteen!

With our thoughts so swamped by the excitement of presents each year it is easy to see why Christmas has turned into such a commercial, material celebration. A time of year to celebrate a bargain Christmas tree and getting that gift in Boots in the 3 for 2 offers so you can treat yourself too. The type of people who revel in this kind of situation have it far luckier than they could ever imagine. When it gets to the point every year where it is time to start buying gifts I have to think “What would my Mother and Father like that I can get for £10?” It’s not that I’m cheap or simply don’t care, and it’s not like I splash all my cash on myself; I genuinely don’t have the money. One year my friend spent £200 on her Mother, because she deserved it. Does every Mother not deserve it? I know mine certainly does.
In reality at least I have that tenner to spend on my folks. So many families don’t even have that. Their £10 goes towards keeping the heating on this frosty festive season. Don’t get me wrong, I don’t begrudge those men and women who can afford luxurious gifts with diamond encrusted ribbon; they have obviously all worked very hard to get to that stage. It is just when you get some spoilt eleven year old brat who throws a tantrum because it isn’t the right kind of touch phone or didn’t get as many presents as last year, and yet there is the little eleven year old child down the street who is grateful for any crumb. 
I worry every year that my gifts aren’t good enough and I shall be judged, but at least I can afford to buy even something. Whether that something be big or small, well wrapped and expensive or put in a gift bag and, well let’s say ‘a bargain’, Christmas should be about giving not receiving. Or that is what I’ve been taught at least. And I’m grateful for it. Being brought up without money at hand has taught me a lot, and not just at Christmas time.
Okay, who can forget that magical time when things were so easy and we spent the whole year looking forward to Santa’s visit, convincing ourselves we had been good all year? I’m assured nothing beats the look on your child’s face when they wake up to find gifts of all shapes and sizes piled in the front room, and I’m not prepared to argue against it. After all, it is so easy to see why the Christmas holiday is completely centred around presents, even though they are such a major part of life that is taken for granted.
This year my dad confronted me, a little flat and regretting what he was about to say. He told me that mum and himself felt extraordinarily bad for the little presents my sister and I would be getting this year, unlike the plentiful piles when we were little. Times are just getting worse. I thought it inappropriate to laugh but I am no daughter of his if he thinks I expect truck loads of goodies. I’m old enough to appreciate that things are tight, and to be honest, there is nothing I need that I don’t already have. I still have my family by me for the time being, what more do I need? Family is what I think of when I hear those sleigh bells and the bright lights of Xmas.

However, that leads me to asking-what happened to the true meaning of Christmas? It can’t have just decided to get up and retire somewhere warm. Even though I haven’t been brought up strongly Christian I know that the 25th of December is to celebrate the birth of Jesus Christ. I mean –“Christ”mas- it’s in the name! It is so sad that so many young children today, if asked, would say that Christmas day was the birth of Santa Claus. Religious or not, shouldn’t the festive season be about feeling happy and being with those you love?
I have it lucky. And the positive thing is, I know I have it lucky. I sit in my front room under a blanket with a mug of hot chocolate and the tree lights twinkling beside me, and I couldn’t ask for more. Well I could ask for far more, but I know this is as good as it is going to get. And I’m okay with that. I know things are changing for the worst, but for us Christmas day is a day to forget about all of that. I don’t expect lots of presents and it saddens me that people out there do. Christmas shouldn’t be so orientated around gifts. I for one am more than content simply being with my family while I can.
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