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THE BOX

It was a small box, but it held a lifetime of memorable pain:


Life wasn’t getting any easier for me, a divorced mother of two sons.  Christmas was a time I truly grew to dread because I couldn’t get the presents that I wanted to buy for my sons.  As a matter of fact, it was hard to scrape together enough money to buy any gifts at all as well as feed, pay rent, and provide clothing for the three of us.


We would muddle through somehow.  We always did.


God didn’t always lead us down the easiest path, but he let us know that we were strong enough to survive whatever obstacles fell in our way.


I had been divorced from Eddy and Aaron’s father for about five years.  It had been a struggle to get him to pay any kind of support.  It got to the point that the hassle wasn’t worth the effort so I grew totally independent in that I counted on nothing from him or his family.


I was truly surprised when he called me on day and told me he was sending the boys something for Christmas.  I was as excited as they were about the arrival of something brand, spanking, new, shiny, and still in the box it came in.  I knew the toys would not have been repaired, repainted, re-stitched, or washed.  They would not be the used items I had been forced to get from the Salvation Army or junk stores and any other place that handed out free toys for the kids of low income families.


I was not a welfare mother, but I didn’t make enough money at my full time job to pay for a baby-sitter, and also pay for all the other requirements of life.  Pride hampered me at times when it came to asking for the free handouts that were offered by many well-meaning organizations.


The thought of my sons getting something new from their father made me so happy.


“Ellen, I’m sending the boys a Christmas present.  I want you to promise me that you won’t let them open it until Christmas,” said my ex-husband to my amazement.


The day of the gifts finally arrived.  Two boxes arrived in the mail.  One box addressed to Eddy was a medium sized box and heavy but it didn’t rattle when he shook it.  The gift for Aaron was small, but rattled loudly when shaken.  Both boxes had been wrapped in brown paper and taped profusely for mailing purposes.  When the brown paper was removed, the boxes were wrapped yet another time in brightly colored Christmas paper and a note was attached to each package telling the boys: 

DON’T OPEN ‘TIL CHRISTMAS

“Can we open them, Mommy?”

“No, your daddy said we have to wait for Christmas to arrive, after Santa Claus comes to visit.”

“Mommy, please, please, please!” chorused both boys.

“No, wait a couple more days.  I’ll put them under the tree so you’ll know they are waiting for you.  Maybe Santa will bring you some more presents.”

My family had always had a tradition of opening the presents on Christmas Eve.  We were told as children that Santa stopped at our house first because he had so many places to visit.  I carried the thought on to my sons.  Even though neither one of them believed in Santa anymore, they didn’t speak the words out loud because it was much more fun to pretend.  


Along with the gifts from their father, I had purchased a couple of small items for each of them and wrapped them enticingly, but I wanted the gifts from their father to be the main event of this Christmas.


Christmas Eve finally arrived and the anticipation for opening the gifts was making the boys snap at each other and argue more than usual.  My patience was wearing thin listening to them bicker so I, along with them, was glad to see the sun go down on Christmas Eve.


Eddy ripped the paper off the gift from his father and was happily surprised to find a complete baseball card collection for a whole year.  Eddy was a collector and baseball cards were a welcomed gift for him at the age of ten.  His father couldn’t have gotten him a better gift.  I knew Eddy would cherish the baseball cards forever.


“Mom, this is a great present.  I’ll keep it always,” said Eddy as he smiled from ear to ear.  


Aaron hadn’t settled into any one thing at the age of eight.  He still played with toys sometimes.  He didn’t collect anything that he couldn’t take apart and reassemble.  And, if he did that once, the fun was over for him.  He liked to read and draw.  

His most recent venture into something new and different was into the art of rock polishing.  He had gotten a rock polisher for his birthday eight months before Christmas but that idea ran its course after the first set of stones were polished.  Polishing rocks took a very long non-interactive period of time because the rocks had to tumble and roll for hours upon hours in the grains of sand.

Aaron tore into his package ripping off the paper shaking the taped box once the paper had been removed. 

He tugged and pulled at the tape until he could look inside the box where he saw wadded up newspapers that had been used to hold the contents from shaking around too much.  He removed the newspapers, shaking each and every piece to make sure there was nothing folded inside.  Finally, a small box, excessively taped, appeared in the bottom of the box.  He shoved the newspapers aside and stared at the bottom of the corrugated container in disbelief.  

Aaron picked up the small box and peeled layer after layer of tape from the small box until he could finally pull the top off to peer inside.

Aaron’s lower lip started to quiver and tears began to well up in his eyes but he would not allow them to fall.
The box contained about ten different small rocks and nothing else except a note.

Dear Aaron,




I’ve collected these rocks from several different



places over the years.  I hope you enjoy them.



Dad

Aaron blinked back the tears, re-taped the box, set it aside, and continued on to his next gift to open.  I thanked God that I had scraped together enough money to get him a new sketch pad along with some pencils.

Unlike his brother, who was babbling about his wonderful gift, Aaron had nothing to say about his gift or his father.

I never actually saw Aaron cry about the gift of the box of rocks. 

I know I did.  I cried then and I still cry today every time I think about the gift of a box of rocks.
I’m sure Ed never realized what a mental scar that his box of rocks would leave in the minds of both of us.  Then again, maybe he did.
