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MERRY CHRISTMAS from all at ACD
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ACD MEMBERSHIP REMINDER

If your ACD membership is overdue, or you would lik e
to become a new member please fill in the member-
ship form at the back of this newsletter and send i t

with your payment to:

The Treasurer
Association for Children with Disability (Tas) Inc
GPO Box 730 Hobart, Tasmania 7001
(ABN 32 091 767 455)

STOP PRESS:
ACD office will be closed during the
Christmas period between 25 December
2008 and 2 January 2009



editorial

Welcome to our Christmas 2008 edition oPEPTalk

As another year comes to a close and my headusletb
with the weight of work related thoughts | am finglit
hard to find the quiet space to give this editoitisl
proper dues. What will guide my pen in the next few
lines? As we approach another Christmas seasos it
tempting to rely on personal accounts of questittab
amusement, usually relating to distant childhood
incidents, stemming from Decembers long ago. Tis
what | have done in at least the previous two @nas
editions of PEPTalk However, | am not feeling very
Christmassy, which makes it hard to reflect on the
Christmas to come in a light hearted manner (itifeit
‘reflection’ is even possible). When you hear Bing
Crosby crooning about a white Christmas throughPAe
system at Coles in October, you know you're in &or
long season.

Feeling Christmassy was part of the joy of Chrigtraa a
child, and every year it becomes my preoccupatmn t
relive that joy, though in vain, | must admit. Paph it is
possible to do so through the eyes of my childreh —
mused with the idea as a young father. Three lovel
children later this tack seems to not have quitekea; it

is difficult to relieve the joy of Christmas thrdughe
eyes of children whose taste for a never endireastrof
expensive presents with impossibly short shelf slive
seems unquenchable. From time to time | will teérh
some woefully pathetic story, usually the one alibet
year when | was very young, when my parents booght

a couple of simple, inexpensive toys because of the
tight financial circumstances at the time. | knesthing

of their monetary predicament and loved the toysero
the-less. Whatever trite lesson | expect my childie
learn from this twee Hallmark-card story is of csmir
completely lost on them. Laughter and retorts fitbweir
part on how old and silly I am ensue with relergles
enthusiasm. My response is laced with parental amsd
gleaned over the years from watching dysfunctiona
American family sit-coms. Children are a wondegth
are so ingenuous and innocent, making it easy fitan
send them to their rooms.

My life, as dysfunctional as it seems, probably rbea
some resemblance, if perhaps only to varying degrtee
everyone else’s. Life leading up to Christmas Daai
hurricane. It is like an avalanche chasing you ¢oiry
front door. Once inside, the door is hastily shod @he
wolf is left outside, if you will allow me the indlyence
of a series of terrible mixed metaphors. It is wbhectic
last minute shopping / hustle and bustle and thes i

Christmas. This is not good for either my ability t
get the Christmassy feeling, or for you the reader,
who as a consequence becomes a hostage to th
rambling labyrinth of an editorial.

My eternal quest for a little oasis before Chrisima
Eve remains; finding a relaxed, content frame of
mind in which | can enjoy the company of my wife,
children and family, and the celebrations that take
place between December and January every year.

The quest seems as impossible as the forwarc
movement of my racing beetle. When | was six

years old | had a beetle that | kept in a match, box
venturing out only to race Javier's beetle. My

brother Javier was five at the time, and became
increasingly incensed that my beetle always won the
races. One race day his beetle powered ahead ar
won, whilst mine sort of gently rocked and shook on
the spot. As Javier whooped for joy | took a closer
look at my motion challenged bug to discover that
his legs had been torn off. Javier's claims of

innocence were hollow and | was forever deeply
scarred by the experience. | don’'t know what this
story has to do with Christmas, but | have been
meaning to write about it for some time. Now | have

got it off my chest and feel better for it.

Picking up on a flimsy thread | started earlier,
Christmas will relentlessly come whether | am ready
or not. My children will write out their present
wishes on entire rolls of toilet paper; we will o
the Christmas pageant in town and point at the
children in caged utes decorated in tinsel; we will
pose one last time (or so | promise) in front af th
Centre Point Santa — gently waking him as he doze:
off mid photo; we will put up the weary decorations
and play the scratched Christmas CDs; we will fight
off the throngs at Target for the last bubble bzth
pack for Aunt Julie; and we will sit in the chads o
family gatherings, laughing; arguing; eating and
exchanging gifts.

And of course | will look back on it all with a
certain fondness, until the neREPTalk Christmas
editorial comes around and | sit once again with a
clouded head and pen poised...

| hope you have a wonderful Christmas and enjoy
our full colour edition oPEPTalk.

Manuel Duharte



