
By Dec. 31, the holiday 
spirit is gone 

In this very crowded holiday 

season, we are moving from 

Christmas (hope you had a good 

one) on to New Year's Eve. 

I am skipping 

Boxing Day, 

which is actually 

today, because, 

well, does 

anyone know 

what Boxing 

Day is about? 

Apparently, it's some sort of 

shopping holiday in the British 

Isles, sort of like Black Friday in 

America. (Can you imagine getting 

a day off to go shopping?) 

Anyway, I'm tired of holidays by 

the time New Year's Eve and New 

Year's Day come along. 

When you think about it, the 

"holidays" have been in our faces 

since the day after Halloween, 

when all the Christmas stuff 

arrived on the shelves and the 

Christmas music started playing. 

It's been relentless ever since. 

If only the new year was a month 

later, after we all had time to 

decompress. But a week after 

Christmas? C'mon. 

It all feels like forced revelry to 

me, watching all those folks in 

Times Square on Dec. 31. 

There they are, standing around, 

cheering and wearing funny 

glasses and hats given to them by 

some company that gets a ton of 

free advertising. 

What do they do all evening? Are 

people really all that excited that 

the year is over and a new one is 

beginning? 

Aren't they cold? Don't they have 

to go to the bathroom after a 

while? 

And then, for 10 seconds, 

everyone is excited as the ball 

drops. And wow, for a few more 

seconds everyone cheers as one 

year passes into another. 

Then what? 

I used to think, when I was young 

and stupid, that you were a loser if 

you didn't have a party to go to. 

I rarely did have a party to go to, 

so New Year's Eve was a sore 

subject. 

The worst was when I was in 

college. I had a crush on this guy I 

worked with at the student 

newspaper, and before break he 

invited me to his apartment for a 

big New Year's Eve party. 

It was raining pretty heavily when 

I got to his place. Nobody was 

there. A sign on the door said the 

party had moved and then, in felt 

tip marker, there were directions to 

where the new party was. 

Except the paper was so wet and 

the ink had run all over the place 

and I couldn't read a thing. 

I spent midnight in the car, crying, 

feeling every bit the loser. 

That awful New Year's Eve made 

me a little more realistic about the 

holiday and pinning too many 

hopes on having a good time. 

It was OK if I didn't have a party 

to go to, or I fell asleep before 

midnight. 

I am a happier person for it. 

But surviving New Year's Eve is 

only half the battle. 

The final holiday of the holiday 

season is New Year's Day. 

Resolutions! Fresh starts. Pork and 

sauerkraut. 

I call it the most delusional day of 

the year. At least for me. 

Yes, I'm going to lose weight. 

Eat healthier too. 

You bet I am going to be more 

organized. 

Why of course I'll keep the house 

clean this year. 

And exercise? Absolutely. Every 

day! 

Usually, I break at least one of 

these resolutions by the end of the 

day. 

It's usually the "eat healthier" one. 

But what can you expect when 

you've got a house full of 

Christmas chocolates, cookies and 

candy along with the leftovers 

from the fancy restaurant you were 

expected to go to the night before? 

It's impossible to keep your 

resolutions on New Year's Day. 

Your house is a danger zone, a 

minefield of excess. 

And don't forget what comes next. 

In a few weeks, the credit card 

bills will start arriving. 

They will be thick envelopes. 

Some will include things you 

completely forgot you purchased. 

Others will contain totals so large, 

you might faint. 

That's when the holidays truly are 

over. 
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