
 

     A Christmas Story. 

A Reflection by: Tom Wallace 

 

In my travels as a salesman with a prominent feed company, I found myself meeting a cast of characters 

for those intriguing eighteen years.  While stationed in Kentucky, my occupation found me to be a dairy 

specialist.  With this entitlement, I traveled my territory in search of business which in turn supplied my 

mode of existence.  I was introduced to a potential new client one cold winter’s day. 

The tenet dairyman was named Donnie.  Donnie had established a location to conduct his dairy business 

and a bank to finance the purchase of the cows.  The business started during the month of January and 

was meeting expectations.   I was the sales person who initiated the account so yes the nutrition and all 

its service was bound to me.  July rolled around and a payment was overdue.  Understanding in 

Kentucky that cows are not milked during the hot months of July and August so yes a past due payment 

was part of doing business.  The problem arose when another payment was delayed.  In the month of 

September we compiled all the business records and went to an accountant to sort through the stacks 

of figures.  A course of financial responsibility was chartered and away we went.  October arose and 

cash for operations was needed for thirty days.  Donnie’s father agreed and we continued with the 

business.  By the end of November the capital for the thirty days of operation did not materialize as 

promised.  Bankruptcy was on the horizon. 

During this time the man’s wife had become ill.  We all thought the stress from the financials were not 

kind to Charlotte.  As we were working through August and into September the worn look on Charollet 

began to worsen.  Donnie responded by accompanying his wife to the doctor for several visits.  The 

news became grim in November has Charlotte was diagnosed with lung cancer.  This background 

provides the setting for that Christmas Eve day. 

I had driven to Wal-Mart to finish my last minute shopping.  After completing my task I returned home.  

Upon exiting the car my wife met me at the door.  Donnie called.  He sounded irate.  He wants to see 

you now.  I crawled back in the car to start my decent to Donnie’s house.  I drove up the drive that was 

in bad need of new rock.  I parked my car next to the house where Donnie and Charlotte lived.  The 

house was in disrepair.  A screen from a window was blowing in the cold winter breeze.   The house was 

beckoning for a coat of new paint and the shingles were crying for retirement.  I knocked on the door 

and Donnie appeared.  Donnie said with a grin, “Did your wife tell I was fuming?”  “A matter of fact she 

did.” I replied. 



Upon entering the abode we sat in the kitchen.  The sink was full of dishes.  Soiled skillets were 

displayed on the stove.  Donnie stacked the breakfast dishes to one side as we sat down.  The smoke 

from Donnie’s cigarettes were swirling their way to the ceiling as the morning sun careened off the 

smoke to create a unique silhouette.  I glanced through the doorway of the living room to see Charlotte 

as she lay on her side.  She spoke she was too tired to raise so I comforted her with an okay and she 

continued to rest. 

I asked Donnie, “How can I help you today?” and he pointed to a tin that was placed in front of me on 

the table.  He said, “I told your wife I was mad.  I was afraid you wouldn’t come.”  He pointed to the tin 

and said. “Open it.”  I opened the tin to see a wide array of chocolate delights strewn about in the tin.  I 

looked up at Donnie and he replied.  “This is your Christmas present.  I only gave two presents this year.  

Charlotte and I appreciated the fact you cared enough to help us.”  “Thank you.” I mustered and after a 

little chit chat we said our goodbyes.  “Merry Christmas.” said Donnie as I returned to my car. 

Driving back home with the tin of chocolates by my side I was in awe of Donnie and Charlotte.  I 

appreciated the gift and thoughtfulness from the couple.  The gift of appreciation was paled next to the 

enormity of the intent.  Donnie and Charlotte had lost everything.  They were bankrupt.  They lost the 

investment of their cattle and lost the home in which they were living.  Charlotte was in the midst of a 

battle with cancer.  Yet through all this disparity they took what little they had and purchased a gift.  

Tears welled in my eyes as I returned home. 

Charlotte passed away shortly after Christmas.  Donnie left the farm.  It has been years since we met on 

that day.  Every Christmas since that last meeting, I think of Donnie and Charlotte and the gift they gave 

me that Christmas Eve day.  The gift wasn’t the chocolate strewn in the tin.  The gift was “A Giving 

Spirit” That gift I keep inside to this day.    


