Tis the season to be jolly?

In December I have one chore that overshadows anything else, time-wise. The writing of Christmas cards. I don’t have that much family, but I have loads of friends, penpals and colleagues who all expect a Christmas card from me. This year I had to write 162 cards, and it was hard work as all cards are written by hand. I know it ought to be a labour of love, but each year I write those cards with mixed feelings.

Of course it’s a great way to keep up with people whom you may not see on a daily basis, but when writing those cards you also come to realise that the list of Christmas card receivers alter from year to year. New people are added to the list, others are crossed out.

When writing the cards this year I didn’t feel jolly at all. So many people had left my life in 2009. My aunt and uncle who died within 3 weeks this spring, my aunt from cancer, my uncle (her husband) from a mix of grief and old age. My penpal Michel in California who died of AIDS. Another penpal in California as well who died of old age. Friends and penpal who for some reason or other (mostly in connection with marriage, child birth, new jobs etc.) decided to leave my life because they had too much to do with their own. All in all I’d lost 15 people in 2009 and all of them will be dearly missed.

On the bright side I’d gained twelve new people, who are now on the list. Some are long lost friends who have popped up again. Others are new friends, colleagues and penpals. My boyfriend. His brother. Their family. Their friends who have become my friends. People who have become dear to me and whom I hope will stay in my life for a long, long time.

So when writing the yearly Christmas cards it’s a season to be both sad and jolly. I count my blessings, mourn my losses and hope that the people on this year’s list will all be on the list for 2010 as well. Happy holidays.
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