December 27th:





A passing group of women, Nordstrom bags in hand, discuss their plans for the new year: location, time, what to bring, who will and who won't get laid. One out of the crowd cries out, "My god! The year's almost over! Weren't we planning this same party, like, yesterday?"





Walking behind them, I listen to their ranting and am not surprised in the least by this comment. Every year, to every person, seems to pass by more quickly than it should. There seems to be little exception, no matter how dull and boring each individual day may be, the year is over as soon as it began.





What causes this psychological time lapse? Is time gradually accelerating? How can we feel every year passes so quickly with no slower years to compare them to?





How many days this year did we actually live? How many of them were spent merely planning for some time in the future?





The corporate world makes the bulk of their profits off holidays, so they focus the bulk of their advertising on holidays.





From the moment we recover from our New Year's hangovers, we're choosing which teddy bear and what restaurant to spend Valentine's Day. After that, we're contacting family members and deciding whose church to gather for Easter. Then it's greeting cards and chocolate boxes for Mother's Day, Memorial Day and Father's Day.





We pour our money into fireworks and potato salad weeks before Independence Day actually reaches us. Propane tanks and SUV's are filled in advance, to make sure nothing can interfere with our Labor Day outings.





We clip coupons and hunt for the cheapest, largest, sweetest bags of Halloween candy. We fit our kids into costumes from the year's most recent Disney movies. As soon as the last Tootsie Roll is checked for tampering, we're off to Safeway for the best deal on turkeys and cranberry sauce.





Christmas Day is the most successful marketing scheme ever. It never fails. Literally months in advance, we're stressing over which stocking stuffers to get our kids, which sweater would look better on which cousin, which tree would look the best in the living room. As soon as Thanksgiving ends and the family says their good-byes, the remaining month is spent worrying about little more than December 25th. The message sent to us by the mail-in rebates, the fake snow in store windows and the malls' repetitive holiday music is clear: You must devote yourself to preparing for Christmas.





And once it's over, a final annual realization strikes us. Less than a week remains in the year, and we have nothing planned for the big party. Whatever we managed to save during the Christmas rush gets spent on champagne, party favors, perhaps a new dress.





And just before the television prompts us to begin our synchronous ten-second countdown, we wonder exactly what happened to the last 365 days.





Do we even need to ask?





The corporate year is eleven days long. These eleven holidays dictate our spending, our planning, and our moods throughout the year.





What did you do to celebrate October 19th? There was no national holiday, so chances are you don't remember. You were probably looking forward to Halloween. Who, aside from retail chains and television stations, can tell us that the 31st is more important than the 25th?





There are more than eleven days in the year. Every day you wake up breathing, every day you can stretch your limbs and walk outside, consider these days holidays. The year will pass by slower and easier that way.


