
THE GIFT by Jeremy Grimmer 

There is a gift on a shelf. It’s not a big gift. Or even a very expensive gift. But a very important gift, 
nonetheless. You pass by this gift. You have many times before. Why would today be any different? 
You’re not looking for it. 

It’s just a gift. Average size, average weight, but value beyond measure. Not cost, mind you. The cost is 
insignificant, especially when you consider its value to the receiver. You continue on your way, moving 
through the crowds. Not many people, but more than none. “No matter how few, there could always be 
fewer,” you think to yourself.  

You always think that to yourself.  If you could just go faster, you could get everything done.  

But then you would miss the little things. You would miss the little girl throwing her first penny into the 
fountain with her father. You would miss the couple on their first date going to the movie. You would 
miss the smell in the air, the one that you find almost familiar. You would smell it as it takes you back to 
your first fountain, and how you wished back when you were young, and you thought if you said the 
word please hard enough that it could accomplish anything. You smell your night at the movie, when the 
popcorn had just enough butter on it, and you decided to get just one soda with two straws.  

But you have to move, have to drive, have to go. You keep your head down and miss all those things. 
Because if you didn’t, if you chose to see those things . . . then you might see more.  

You might see the couple sitting on the bench. And you would see that she’s crying. Are they pregnant 
and can’t afford it? Was one of them unfaithful? You keep your head down so you don’t see the single 
mother with three kids, pleading with the parking officer, as she says please, in a tone of desperation 
that would make you remember. Not the movie, or the fountain, but the pain. It could make you 
remember . . . so you keep your head down.  

There is no mother, there is no couple, happy or sad, no father with his girl. And there certainly is no gift 
on the shelf. There is no gift waiting to be sought. Waiting to be found. Waiting . . . just to be noticed. 
But the gift won’t beg you. No. The gift is patient. Much more patient than you. You can come and go, 
and the gift will wait. So you continue on. You move, you drive, you go.  

You start for home. You pass other cars, other people, other lives. Like the gift, you pass them all the 
time, every day. But that is all outside of your car, outside of you. You don’t want to think about what is 
outside of your car.  

Because then you would see the restaurant. The one that was so good before they changed the menu. 
You would see the price of gasoline. You don’t know the price right now. You used to watch it every day, 
trying to guess when the best time to buy might be. Now you can’t bear to look at the sign. You buy gas 
when you need it. It’s not like you can go without it. Today’s price is today’s price. And what if you did 
look outside of your car? Then you would see the man at the gas pump as he tries to think about how 
much he can put in his car. He has to get to work tomorrow, but he can’t remember if he bought milk 
yesterday or not. And he has to think long and hard about this because there is only so much more room 



on his Visa card. The MasterCard has been over the limit ever since the kids needed new shoes for 
school. And then there’s the restaurant. It’s boarded up now. It was never very full when it opened. 
Changing the menu didn’t help. But then there was the owner. You used to see the owner at the grocery 
store once in a while. You haven’t seen him in a long time.  

If you looked up at the restaurant you would have to remember him. But that was yesterday. Today you 
have to move, have to drive, have to go. And so you go. 

Then you remember. You remember that you forgot something. You almost remember what it is, but it’s 
just out of reach. You can’t decide if you should turn back. It’s 7:30 now, and you have to be on the 
other end of town by 8:00. You drive for two more blocks before you finally remember what it was you 
needed. You can’t show up without it. You volunteered to bring it. You turn around and drive back to 
the store. You park quickly, determined still to be on time. You move, you drive, you go.  

You know right where it is. You head down the aisle, but there are too many people in the way. The last 
aisle was empty. You turn back and decide to go around. Moving, driving, going. You go down the aisle 
barely looking up. Suddenly a bare spot on the shelf catches your eye. Wasn’t there something there 
before? Your mind tries to see it. It must have been something unique to make you notice that it’s 
missing. But you have no idea what was there, or even if there was anything there. You shake it off and 
continue on. You round the corner into the next aisle and grab what you needed. The aisle is still 
packed, so you decide to go back down the other aisle again. There is a little girl there this time . . . she 
wasn’t there before. The sight of her stops you mid-stride. She stands with her head down and her eyes 
closed, motionless, except for her mouth. She is mumbling something to herself. Suddenly she looks up 
at the shelf in front of her. Her hands fly out, grab something, and she pulls it in close. She begins to rock 
with her treasure and smiles from ear to ear. Suddenly a woman comes around the corner, calling. The 
girl rushes to her, crying, “Mommy, Mommy, look! It’s my gift!” You can’t see what the child is holding, 
but you notice that she was standing next to the empty place on the shelf. As you pass them you see 
that the mother and daughter are both crying and smiling. You leave the store puzzled. As you leave, 
you stop noticing things again. You have your own things, your own plans, your own life. And you go. 

There is a gift on a shelf. The gift is always there. But you have to be willing, first. You have to be ready. 
The gift never hides. You never have to seek it out. The gift is everywhere, and it is always available. The 
gift . . . is a gift. It is a gift for you to have and to share with everyone you meet. But first you have to 
believe that it’s there. You have to believe that it’s yours, that it is meant for you. None of that comes 
easy for you. You move . . . you drive . . . you go. . . . Your gift is waiting for you. 

 


