
A dispiriting sense of Christmas spirit 

spent 

Spiri Tsintziras, The Age, December 24, 2008  

THEY say Christmas is a time for joy, but I feel little of that as I wait irately for the 

Target sales assistant. She is ever so slowly helping the women in front of me choose an 

electronic photo frame. As if one photo wasn't enough, we can now have them on a slow, 

painful feedback loop. It seems we've run out of useful things to spend our money on. 

I'm being ungracious, I know. That's because it's been a trying month. 

It all started when the budget Advent Christmas calendar with the little chocolates inside 

fell apart on the third day in December. To add insult to injury, my husband went and 

snuck off with some of the chocolates, and there weren't enough to get us through the 

countdown to Christmas. The kids wailed — especially when Dad didn't show any sign 

of remorse. 

And then there has been the never-ending series of end-of-year concerts. The dance 

concert multiplied by two, the Greek school concert, the prep concert. The hair, the 

clothes, the rehearsals. Trying to find a clean red T-shirt that was free of slogans and 

logos finally undid us. 

Of course, we did our best not to buy into the commercialism of it all. Our motto was 

"bake, not buy". We burnt at least half the cookies because we were trying to do so many 

things at once. A few boxes of supermarket chocolates saved the day. 

I was determined to start the Christmas cards early. We were going to be on top of it this 

year. But an overzealous prep took two weeks to write to all the kids in his class. "We 

don't have to specially decorate each one, darling," I said through gritted teeth. With only 

two days left of school we were only halfway there. 

And then there were the curly questions about Santa: "Does he live at his workshop or 

does he have a house next door? How does he make so many toys for all the kids? Is that 

Santa real, Mummy?" 

"No, of course that Santa isn't real, you dope," pipes up big sister. "The real Santa is 

coming down our chimney. And he's going to bring me a Nintendo DS." 

Tantrums and tussles, too many chocolates and treats. And that's just the grown-ups in 

the house. The little people look on, befuddled by our parental angst. "Why aren't you 

having a good time?" they seem to ask. 



My own Christmas cards lie discarded and unwritten. It's all too much to write 

perfunctory messages. There's no Christmas spirit in me — my spirit, frankly, feels spent, 

just like my credit card. 

Bring on Boxing Day, I say. I'm praying for rain and the chance to daydream and sleep 

in; read the papers all day as the kids play. And after that, long summer days, early 

morning coffee in bed, trashy novels and sandcastles on the beach. No shopping queues 

and guilty feelings about buying all this cheap crap. These are the simple things I long 

for. 

Still, I saw the pride in the kids' faces as they delicately carried the salvaged cookies to 

their teachers, garishly wrapped, and I nearly cried. 

I watched as their peers practically mauled them for their Christmas cards, diving like 

seagulls at the single tiny chocolate stuck to each envelope. My kids beamed. It made me 

remember about giving, and how good that feels. 

That thought should keep me going until Christmas Day. And then I'll have to contend 

with more tears: "Santa didn't get my Nintendo DS, Mummy. He got me Target undies." 

 


