Deck the Halls

By Kelli Wheeler

Fall is my favorite season.  Closely followed by Christmas.  At the stroke of every September 21st (actually 22nd this year), I bust out all of my fall adornments and let the holiday decoration parade begin.  Every year my tubs of holiday decorations seem to multiply with more craft show purchases that had off the chart cute factors that could not be resisted.  With the one-two punch of Halloween and Thanksgiving followed immediately by a Christmas blitz, people who come to my house this time of year are amazed and a little worried by the decoration overload that takes over my home.

There is no better way for me to usher out fall than with a full Christmas decorating frenzy.  My Christmas decoration fetish becomes clearly evident soon after the last Thanksgiving dinner plate has been deposited in the dishwasher.  Let me give you the Webster’s dictionary definition of “fetish” and you’ll have a little peak into my world: anything to which one is irrationally devoted.  My dad likes to say that I put Macy’s Christmas displays to shame.

So let’s delve back a little bit into my holiday decorating past to see how this might have started.  One of my first memories as a child was waiting for my grandma to come pick me up to go Christmas shopping for my family.  Another one is lying in a darkened living room underneath our family Christmas tree feeling wonderfully enveloped by all the blinking lights, whimsical ornaments and pine boughs.  Not the pine smell though because we had a fake Christmas tree.

When I was in kindergarten learning about days, weeks, and months of the year, I was surprised to learn that Christmas did not start and end the new calendar year.  Nothing for me could match the excitement of seeing Macy’s finally reveal their Christmas displays.  One of my childhood fantasies was to have my very own Christmas tree in my room. 

We didn’t have a lot of money when I was a kid, so our family’s Christmas holiday display consisted of the fake pine tree, three working strings of lights and two broken strings, and about two dozen flat wooden ornaments that my mom had painted herself.  But it wasn’t what we had that colored my visions of Christmas.  It was the way we celebrated it.

As soon as Thanksgiving was over my mom and dad would start drumming up the excitement for bringing the Christmas tree out of the rafters.  We’d move furniture around in the living room to make the perfect space for the tree.  My dad would start a fire in the fireplace.  My mom would make hot chocolate.  
By the time we opened the dusty cardboard flaps of the Christmas tree box, my brother and I would be trembling with excitement.  Our job was to separate the branches of the tree in order of placement from biggest to littlest by color-coded branch endings.  My brother would pick the color group he wanted to insert into the “trunk” of the tree and I would pick mine.  Soon the family Christmas tree would emerge.  My dad would put on the top notch, my mom would put on the lights and my brother, sister and I would divide the ornaments by our favorites and hang them on the tree. 

The ritual to me was the epitome of Christmas.  I knew fairly early on that “Santa” was probably not going to have what I really wanted in his sack, so I came to relish the sights, sounds, smells and warm feelings of the holiday over Christmas Day itself.  I knew I would always love recreating that special time and I looked forward to growing older and adding my own contributions to the holiday season.  

My chance came when I left home for college.  I was the only one on my floor to have a Christmas tree before leaving to go home for the holiday break.  I also found my first craft fair then, but only had about $20 to spend.  My head went light and my fingers went tingly with all the creative and adorable Christmas decorations available for purchase.  I circled the booths wistfully eyeing all the possibilities before settling on a miniature ladder with three elves climbing up it; my last $3 going toward personalizing each elf hat with the names of me, my boyfriend (now my husband) and our dog.

As I got older and my disposable income grew, so did my collection of Christmas decorations.  With each new acquisition I imagined recreating the excitement of welcoming the Christmas holiday with my future family, but with my own special touches.  The first order of business was a real Christmas tree and that pine tree smell.

Now I’m living my sugar plum dreams.  Few things bring me greater joy than the squeals of excitement when I say, “It’s time to get the holiday tubs!”  Together with my children we run around putting holiday decorations throughout the house, my heart soaring when I hear one of my children gleefully announcing, “Oh! Doesn’t this look cute here?”
This Christmas season, like last, my children will be tucked in at night with their own special string of lights at the end of their beds casting a gentle glow over their rooms and their very own miniature Christmas tree complete with tiny ornaments shining from their dressers.  

I also have one in my room.

