What ever happened to Christmas?
It started out as a Christian Holiday commemorated the birth of the Christ child. For many years, this remained the major theme and purpose of the event with a spattering of gifts that represented those given by the Wise Men upon discovering the Child born in a stable. I can remember receiving just a few gifts including a stocking filled with fruit and nuts and some essentials like underwear and socks. It would also usually contain a small piece of coal to signify that my behavior could have been better over the previous year.

Over the last ten-or-so years, though, the gift giving purpose changed drastically. It moved from buying more gifts than anyone could realistically use to masses of people descending on stores with a vengeance in order to make sure that they got the gifts that they coveted … and not only for others but for themselves as well. Then it moved to “Black Friday” signifying the day after Thanksgiving when people would arise at 2 or three in the morning to get to purchase their items. At one point, one of the store clerks was injured when the hordes pushed their way into the sore upon unlocking the doors. 

Now, there is also “Black Thursday” which means that people now go a-shopping on Thanksgiving as well as the ever-ominous “Black Friday.”  The latest trend is camping out all night outside of whichever store containing whichever ransom that is sought after by patrons who want “first crack” at purchasing a given item. Just today, I read about a woman who was threatened by another person wanting the same electronic item and pepper sprayed that person to insure that she would be the only one to walk away with her prize. Although I’ve never witnessed any of these doings first hand, I find the current practices of gift shopping a giving are incredulous.

Now, as most of you readers know, I am a mental health professional. In my profession there is a list of behaviors contained in the DSM III which describe certain categories of mental/emotional problems from which people suffer to provide a suitable diagnosis for treatment. I’m unsure what names of categories representing these behaviors would be. I’ve been accused of being old-fashioned. When I was younger, I considered that an insult but now, as I rest on my laurels as these people plan their attacks and scurry around for gifts, I find that it’s good to be old fashioned. Ice hockey is savage enough for me.
