Christmas Gift


[image: image1.jpg]


  [image: image2.jpg]



         In the winter of 1962, I was working before and after school, for Miniature Market Grocery, on 6th South and State Street, in Salt Lake City.  We did home grocery deliveries back then, but we used a shopping cart instead of delivery by truck.  I can still remember this day; it was cold with frozen snow on the ground, also icy streets and sidewalks.

     To push the shopping cart full of groceries on the icy sidewalk was a real challenge.  I remember how glad people were to get their groceries.  On this day, after school I made a delivery to a nice family.  They had just bought a new TV, for the family Christmas, and were discussing what to do with the old TV, when I knocked on their door.

     They were so grateful that they didn't have to go out in the cold for their groceries, that they offered me the old TV.  They said, “You can come back later and pick it up if you want.” I said, “That's OK, I believe it will fit into my shopping cart.  I can keep it at the store until I get off work.  My parents can pick me up along with the TV.”

     They helped me put the extremely bulky TV in the shopping cart.  I thanked them and headed off pushing the shopping cart with my new gift.  I was so excited, that needing help, never entered my mind.  The parking lot at their apartment house was just like stepping on an ice skating rink.  Unexpectedly, I could feel that I was loosing control of the shopping cart, every thing I did, just didn't seem to help.  It was too late to ask for help, and no one was around by that time.

     All of a sudden I hit a rut in the ice; I could feel the cart starting to tip.  I grasp the shopping cart handle with all my strength to hold it. Nothing seemed to work, I tried shifting my feet to bring the cart erect. 
     The few seconds seemed like minutes, as I tried everything possible to keep the TV and shopping cart from tipping over.  Suddenly the shopping cart flipped on its side sending the TV crashing to the ground.  My first thoughts were that the TV was OK, and suffered no damage.  By picking up the side of the cart, I was able to get it upright again.  Checking for further damage, I noticed that the back of the picture tube was cracked.  

     Heart broken I called my parents on the phone for help.  Being told it was un-repairable, I was crushed. This was the nicest gift that I had ever been given by the customers of the store.  I had envisioned having the television, in the room, that I shared with my brothers.  Over and over in my mind I could hear the words, you should have asked for help.     

     How many times in our lives do we go day to day thinking, we don't need anyone’s help?  We forget, or don't take the time to pray asking for needed guidance, that is always available to us.  
In a period like this, of uncertainty, knowing we've tried,
Will we be willing, to be humble, and put away our pride?
Asking Heavenly Father as we kneel in prayer, at the bedside,
To help us through tough times and problems, being our guide.


     May the spirit be with us today and through the coming years as we think of the love that Jesus has for each of us.

by Tom Baker
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