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HEATING UP FOR CHRISTMAS

We finally cleaned the garage.

   Fortunately, our garage is in the back of the house, surrounded by overgrown bushes. Noone, except our neighboors north of us, can stare right into our mess.

    A late heatwave we tried to ignore came across that very same day. It didn´t take long thought, before we had to put a couple of fans in each corner, eventhough the garagedoor was open all day. We were not to give up, not a day like this, when we finally had decided to do what we had pushed off for a couple of years.

   Everything came down from the shelfs. I don´t know about you, but I always keep the boxes when I buy something. They are good to have around when you need to pack the stuff and move on,  right?!  So much for that idea, this day it felt very old and most of  my boxes were thrown out together with the dust they had collected....

   Cleaning up is like travelling through a landscape of your own life. It´s amazing how much you collect during a few years. I wonder what it will look like if we ever stay an entire decade in the same place? 

   When people have saved too much garbage, they leave it on the lawn and have a garage-sale. Planned in advance, it can be good business. You put an ad in the paper and price-tags on your stuff (things).  People know this. It can be a really inexpensive way of finding new furniture or clothes. It´s kind of fun just passing by a garage-sale, to see what people have but haven´t shown you until now. 

   I´m one of those who seldom plan what to buy, it´s on impuls. The other Saturday  when I took the dogs  for their morning walk, I  returned  with an old poster of Ronald Reagan in an ad for Chesterfield, the cigarett. It´s really ugly, especially the frame. The story goes, that Reagan never smoked, but needed the money when he was a young actor. It´s said that he refused to hold a cigarett in his hand and that the lit-up cigarett, as well as the cigarettpack in his other hand, is painted afterwards.  I guess he didn´t refuse taking the money, thought. Maybe he gave them to Nancy. Maybe she was the one who wanted him to do the ad in the first place, who knows. 

   I don´t know yet, where to put the framed poster. Maybe in my office.

   Anyway, we succeeded to stay friends the whole day we cleaned the garage. That´s close to a miracle in our house. Cleaning basements or garages, and moving, usually creates all different kinds of tensions, which tend to increase with temperture and tiredness.

   Whatever it was, we stayed cool in the heat.

   The only boxes we put back as they were, were the ones full of christmas-items. Never before have I been especially fond of Christmas, not until moving to California.  Here, on the edge to the desert, is where Christmas is celebrated to it´s fullest, I swear. Never before have I been anyplace where everything is so decorated for Christmas. I have even learned to love it!

   We still by a real Christmas tree. Why, I don´t really know, the fake ones look just like real and can be used year after year. I know, you are not supposted to think that, but I do. And both ecologically and economically it makes more sence to me nowadays. Especially after learning that the treas we buy in southern California are transported all the way from the state of Washington. Part from the not so less important fact that trees are needed for our ability to breed. 

   Anyway. It took a couple of hours going through the Christmas boxes. Not because they were messy, but memories surfaced. 

   Like the lights. We still have the same lights we bought the first Christmas. I never thought I would ever have lights like that in my house. Guess if I was surprised learning that both my husband and his son wanted colored lights for the Christmas-tree?!  There was no escape. My step-son even wanted blinking colored lights....

   He wanted them so badly, he throw in his weekly allowance for five weeks to be able to buy the more expensive blinking colored lights, a set with a buttom to control how much they blink. Or not at all.

   We still have that. I made a compromise with them. To combine the colored lights with white ones. Our Christmas-tree really use to be the most beautiful one. There is no limit to imagination here, that´s what I  like the most. You could, if you want, have electrified angels in your tree, we don´t. We have white doves.

      Sure, you don´t decorate the tree until Christmas-eve. But everything else lights up right after Thanksgiving though. And that´s just a couple of weeks away. I love it!  Driving through the different neigboorhoods is a trip everytime. Are you coming? Don´t forget Beverly Hills then. Or Christmas-tree lane in Pasadena.

   What the heck. Got to go! Just rememberd that the Christmas-store has been open for a couple of month now. Since August.

