Love & Lust

To Splurge Or
Not To Splurge?

She Says...

‘Tis the season of goodwill, however
Aoife Stuart-Madge is finding it near-toimpossible to navigate the delicate terrain
that is the gift-giving minefield
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I

’ve always found
present-buying
in relationships
difficult. Ever since
my first proper
boyfriend gave me a copy of Now That’s
What I Call Music 35 one Christmas
Eve, while I tried not to cry and hoped
desperately that he wouldn’t notice the
stocking of ‘mini’ gifts (a bottle of CK
One, a football calendar, a chocolate
lollypop shaped like Santa’s head,
Rudolph boxers and a Blur CD) lurking
underneath the tree next to his ‘main’
present (a Nintendo 64).
When I’d wrapped them, I’d
stupidly imagined he’d be opening
them deservedly, after gifting me with
something suitably fabulous to warrant
my extravagance. In reality, when I
was sheepishly forced to push his spoils
towards him, I had to sit through an
excruciating ten minutes of him slowly
peeling back the layers of paper on each
lovingly presented gift, while the look of
gratitude on his face disappeared with
every tear to be replaced with a look that
could only be described as pure pity.
Eventually, he mumbled something about
not wanting to miss his mum’s turkey
stuffing, before scurrying off laden down
with presents, leaving me alone with my
new CD, lamenting the irony of track
number four, disc two (Backstreet Boys,
I’ll Never Break Your Heart). We broke up
before New Year’s.
Not wanting to make the same
mistake again, I opted for ‘jokey’ next
time I found myself coupled up during
the festive season. A drinking game and
a whoopee cushion seemed like a rational
way to say, ‘Happy Christmas’, without
saying, ‘I’ll kill you if you leave me.’ And
when my BF arrived at my house with a
modestly-sized package, I assumed I’d
hedged my bets correctly – until I opened
the tiny parcel and discovered a Tiffany’s
charm bracelet, a mix tape of my favourite
songs and a voucher for a helicopter ride.
When I got those horrible sicky pangs
in my tummy that you get when you feel

guilty, I knew the death knell of our
relationship had been sounded.

Buy In Haste,
Repent At Leisure

Never underestimate how destructive a
badly-judged gift can be to a relationship.
I remember a close friend of mine
summoning an emergency girls’ lunch to
discuss an offending article she’d been
gifted with one Christmas by her new
guy. When I saw the look of disgust on
her face, I mentally ran through a list of
potential presents that might elicit such
an icy response: some kind of cooking
utensil? A Tamagotchi? Underwear, of
the red, itchy and flammable variety?
When she produced a small bottle of
Elizabeth Arden perfume from her bag,
placing it dramatically on the centre of
the table with a grimace that suggested
the perfume may have been siphoned
and replaced with sulphuric acid, I was
confused. She explained that it was the
fact that her boyfriend had bought her
the 50ml bottle instead of 100ml that she
found so unforgiveable. In her head, he’d
weighed up their relationship and decided
she wasn’t worth stumping up the extra
Dhs150 for the bigger bottle.

“An ex gave me a
teddy that said, ‘I
love you more than
chocolate.’ What made
this gift so offensive
was the cookie cutter
sentiment. I mean,
he didn’t even like
chocolate that much.”
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But it’s not just about how much
money you spend… One of the best
presents my husband ever gave me was
when he borrowed my favourite dress
out of my wardrobe and had it made in
another colour at a tailor’s in Satwa. On
the other hand, an ex once gave me a teddy
that said, ‘I love you more than chocolate.’
It wasn’t just the fact that I find teddy
bears borderline creepy in anyone over the
age of 12 that made this gift so offensive,
it was the cookie cutter sentiment. I mean,
he didn’t even like chocolate that much.

Irons, Vacuums And
Other No-Go Areas

Admittedly, it’s not just the boys who get
it wrong. A friend of mine deliberately
ignored her man’s pleas to buy him an
X-Box because she refused to become a
Grand Theft Auto widow, and instead
she opted for a coffee mug shaped like a
camera lens. It perhaps wouldn’t have been
such a flop had he not got excited thinking
that it was an actual camera lens.
So with the festive season upon us,
I’m faced with the dilemma of what to
buy my husband. I used to assume that
electrical items were safe territory, but I’ve
realised buying a guy an electrical item is
the equivalent of buying a girl a domestic
appliance, like an iron or, worse, a vacuum
cleaner. No matter how funky that
cordless mouse is, or how many gigabytes
the man in Plug-Ins tells you that hard
drive boasts, if it’s utilitarian, forget it.
A Google search also came up cold,
throwing up a kayak (too big), candles
shaped like wine corks (too girly) and an
ice cream maker (too messy) as suggestions
of what to buy a man. So my plan is to
revert back to my original M.O of going
all-out and buying a ‘main’ present, along
with a few thoughtful ‘mini’ presents, too.
After years of misjudging, and being at
either end of the not enough/too much
gifting spectrum, I’ve concluded that
being the over-gifter is the better place
to be. For starters, if you’re the rubbish
present-giver, you’re automatically on
washing up duty after the turkey dinner.
As the over-gifter, you can elicit enough
guilt to warrant a stellar present next
time, full custody of the remote control
at least until New Year, and maybe even
a backrub. It’s foolproof. Unless of course
he buys me a vacuum cleaner… Then I’m
afraid, it’s off to Plug-Ins. ■
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