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Dear Life Savers, 

This is a recycled Christmas story from 2005. You can tell by the names of some of the stores. 

Iôm using a recycled story, not because Iôm too lazy to write a new one, but because I have been 

waxing nostalgic and thinking about past Christmases and the moms and children who have been 

at My Fatherôs House over the last 19 years. Itôs also one of my favorite stories, and maybe I am a 

little lazy. I hope you enjoy the story and the pictures of past Christmases on the back. 

I did something really frightening the other day. I’m not talking about jumping out of an 

airplane. Been there, done that. I’m not talking about going on the hairiest rides at Six Flags. Been 

there, done that – with my kids. I’m not talking about “doing the ton” on a motorcycle or dumping 

a motorcycle at 70 M.P.H. Been there, done those. I’m not talking about jumping off a bridge with 

a rubber band tied around my ankles. I may be crazy, but my mother didn’t raise any idiots. 

I’m talking about something much more frightening than any of those things. I’m talking about 

going Christmas shopping at the mall. That’s right. I actually went Christmas shopping at the mall.  

I’m not talking about going to the Sears auto department directly from the parking lot, or the 

Sears hardware department through the auto department directly from the parking lot. I’m talking 

about going into the very belly of the beast. Here’s what happened. 

Cathie wanted a specific Christmas present, and I quote “earrings – yellow gold and white gold 

or gold and silver, medium size, tight to the earlobe.” They don’t carry those at The Home Depot, 

Comp USA, or Circuit City. I looked. I came to the conclusion, distasteful as it was, that the only 

place I would find them was The Mall. 

I put on the full armor of God. I buckled the belt of truth around my waist. I put on the 

breastplate of righteousness. I fitted my feet with the readiness that comes from the gospel of 

peace. I placed the helmet of salvation on my head and picked up the shield of faith and the sword 

of the Spirit. I was ready to enter the very gates of hell. 

I entered through J.C. Penney, figuring this route might bring success without the necessity of 

entering the bowels of this dark domain. I quickly spotted the jewelry department and warily made 

my way toward it, all the while keeping a sharp lookout for purveyors of perfume. I had heard tales 

of other men, stronger men than I, who had been sprayed with their evil elixirs and dropped dead 

on the spot. 

No sooner had I made it to the jewelry counter than I was set upon by one of the minions of 

darkness, who asked if she could “help” me. I told her what I was looking for, and she said she 

didn’t think any such thing existed.  

After much twirling of display racks filled with earrings, all the while under the watchful eye 

of the Jewelry Valkyrie, I found a pair that more or less fit the description. I quickly purchased 

them.  

Because I wasn’t convinced Cathie would really like the pair I bought, I felt I needed to 

venture into The Mall, itself. I entered Filene’s, perhaps the most dreaded establishment for persons 

of my ilk. I still have nightmares of Filene’s Basement in Boston where, as a young lad, I 

witnessed very large women trying on clothes right in the isles, in front of everyone. It was 

horrible. 

I couldn’t spot the jewelry department and, not daring to wander around searching for it, lest I 

be sprayed or worse, I asked a minion where I could find it. He said it was downstairs. Oh, no! Not 

downstairs. There is no direct route of escape from downstairs. 

I had no choice. I had to venture into the depths, the aforementioned bowels of this frightful 

place. After all, my wife’s happiness on Christmas morning was at stake.  

I did what I had to do. I went downstairs. They didn’t have what I needed. I then steeled 

myself, adjusted my armor, and entered Macy’s, Sears, and a couple of jewelry stores, all to no 

avail. The earrings I bought when I first entered this chilling cavern would have to do. 

I exited as quickly and stealthily as I could. When I reached the parking lot, I was instantly 

invigorated by the sunshine and exhaust filled air. I knew I had stared fear in the eye and lived to 

tell the tale. I knew I was a man. 

I really hope Cathie likes these earrings. I can’t go back there. I just can’t. 



 Christmas Past  

In His service, 
 

 
Kevin Coffey 

Merry Christmas  


