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“The Gift,” a True Story by:  Cathy EganMoinester Copyright ©2020 All Rights Reserved 

It’s Monday and I am contemplating a quiet Christmas holiday. Ghent, Norfolk is a new residence for me and I 

do not have family to celebrate the holidays with so I will be sharing a peaceful time with my rescued orange 

tabby kitty, Dewey. I have plans to enjoy a quiet day and spend it reading a new book, watching a movie, and 

taking a walk around my neighborhood. The next day is Christmas Eve and I will be attending a candle lighting 

service at the Unity Church that I know will be a special time. As I prepare for the day, I thank God for the fine, 

warm weather we are experiencing. My internal dialog involves a discussion I am having with God, whereby, I 

am expressing my belief that I will be blessed by a special surprise or at least that I want this to happen. Mid-

afternoon, I am ready to take a walk outside. All the while I am walking, my eyes are glancing to the ground 

looking for the surprise, my God surprise, my God Gift that is sure to come as I expect it to.  

The sky begins to darken and inside now I settle in ready to relax some more. I am reminded of the many 

Christmases I have been blessed to share with family and friends and the many places around the world I have 

visited. I am content in spending this time in reflection and thanksgiving; a time when my attention and 

awareness is centered on all of the graces that God offers each of us. I have been a participant in accepting 

and believing in grace and am confident that the world sits in God’s hands and our cares and needs are 

foremost on the creator’s mind at all times. All this I am thinking about and, at the same time, I keep wondering 

when my God Gift will arrive. I have no idea what it will be, just that I want it. Perhaps it is my way of testing the 

true nature of my God and to that extent, what I am requiring is a physical symbol, a response, a show of 

connection. Along with these thoughts, there exists a small voice that warns me that perhaps I am ‘pushing the 

envelope’ a bit too much. It reminds me of two important considerations. One, I should not be needing this sign 

and, two-I may very likely be disappointed when no manifestation comes of my desire. Further I wonder, 

“Where is this desire coming from?” 

In my pajamas now, I am settling down for the evening; having fed my kitty and taken a hot bath. I look out my 

living room window remembering that the garbage will be picked up in the morning, as it is every Tuesday. This 

is a fleeting thought as I am much too comfortably settled, ensconced inside to ever consider going outside in 

the cold dark night. Optimistically, I am of the opinion that by morning one of my neighbors (four apartments 

make up my building) will have already placed the cans at the curb-ready for pick-up.  

Tuesday morning early I make coffee and glance outside and see the neighbors’ garbage cans at the curb and 

realize that ours have not been taken out as I had hoped. It is still rather dark and cold as kitty’s breakfast hour 

is 6 a.m., but I am wide awake. I sip my coffee and am ready for a great Christmas Eve. Thoughts about my 

expected God gift are still active as I put on my coat and shoes and head outside to handle garbage can duty. I 

am amused about my demands of God. Who in the world decides they are due a gift and that the gift is to 

come from on high? Me, I answer myself. Committed to this approach, I proclaim out loud, “OK God now is the 

time. I want the gift and I want it now! Right Now! ” “There I think, “That settles it!”  

Outside now I am moving our five garbage cans to the side lawn by the curb. However, I have to place one of 

the cans to the front lawn area because it will not fit next to the others. Up and back I go walking the cans to 

the street placing the wheels inside so they can be handled per the City’s requirements. The garbage cans are 

stored to the back-of our driveway so it takes a bit of time to wheel these large-sized cans from back to front. I 

am thinking that I am doing a good job and that the stillness of early morning is wonderful to experience even 

though it is quite chilly. All cans are in place, when I notice a dark black blob –an ill shaped substance bobbing 

in the water that runs along the curb right in front of the single can. My eyes are drawn to this ugly smallish 

round object maybe 10 inches in diameter. I decide that I should pick it up and dispose of it and then my work 

will totally be done. I think it is one of those dark colored plastic bags that people drop (the heavy type that are 

used for discarding garden waste) and that it must have floated in the water at the curb days ago as it is flat as 

a pancake and completely caked in mud. I figure if I just put my two fingers (pointer and thumb) on the edge of 

this mess I won’t be gathering germs as I do not have my gloves on. O.K. I’m committed to doing the right thing 

and getting this garbage off the street.  
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I stoop down and gingerly grab an edge with my two fingers and pull a bit. I don’t pull too strongly trying to 

avoid slinging mud and grime all over me and possibly having some land in my eyes. I decide the best plan is 

to use one quick motion and grab the corner of the mess while, at the same time, I’ll turn and swing my arm 

dropping it right into the can. I apply more pressure preparing for the swing movement, but no luck. The muddy 

mess is still in the gutter; loosening a little from the muck, but it cannot be lifted. I pull again and this time it 

gives some more but is no longer looking like plastic but appears to be a cloth, something long and solid. I 

continue pulling and more is revealed. I now see some kind of pattern. A pattern? Finally, once freed from the 

muck, a distinctly woven -although still blackened pattern, is clearly evident. I confirm that I have a muddy 

shawl of some type. I debate with myself whether it could be worth keeping as in all likelihood it is probably 

more in the rag category. Certainly, from the look of things it is much too ruined to be ‘saved’ and trash it most 

likely is. 

For some reason, I do not fully buy into the rag idea and I take the dirty shawl and place it onto a metal bench 

near our building shaking off leaves and grit that have stuck to its edges revealing its surprisingly greater than 

six foot length and a nearly four feet wide. I am debating what to do when I snap myself back to reality and am 

reminded it is now nearly 6:30 a.m. and neighbors will be waking soon and able to see their crazy neighbor-

me- digging a rag out of the gutter. I wrap the shawl in a tight ball and hurry inside thinking, “I rescue animals 

so why not a shawl?” At the same time, my inner voice is loudly proclaiming that I am indeed ‘off the deep end’ 

and should get myself inside N-O-W and take this shawl thing with me if I must. I rush inside holding the balled 

up material, hoping the moist mud does not drip all over. Placing soap and water in the sink, I add the shawl. I 

have become the laundress of the century passionately answering to some unknown call as I care for this item. 

With washing, the water turns black from the mud. I am firmly entrenched in the ritual washing of the shawl. I 

instinctively use an appropriate soap as I feel myself following some orders of shawl rescue that I know nothing 

about but nonetheless am vested in following. 

Over and over again I gently rinse the shawl as my fingers follow a rhythm guiding me that I cannot quite 

understand. Needless to say, I am vested in this activity and suddenly there appears a stunningly clean and 

quite beautiful black, white, and grey woven shawl. I hold it up and am amazed at how alive it is now that it has 

been washed clean. After at least 20 minutes of this process I move the shawl to let it dry. Such care I am 

taking, I chuckle to myself and in my sincerest British accent I exclaim, “The Queen’s dresser could not do so 

well!” Laundry completed, I return to my coffee and smile as I think of the shawl, and how it came to be mine. I 

hear myself say, “Wow, what a gift.” It is at this precise moment that I remember how I shouted to God about a 

gift. Could it be that this muddy mess of a discovery is the present that God sent to me, but how could it be?” 

Somewhat shyly as I contemplate this situation I answer, “Well why not?” 

Later in the day, I examine the shawl which is drying quite nicely without a wrinkle to be seen. I place it over 

my bedroom door so I can see all of it up close. God’s Gift I label it and I am brought to my knees giving 

thanks. I realize that the shawl’s way is-God’s way. When we are muddy and brown all over, and looking or 

feeling like a rag, underneath it all, we are whole and complete and wonderful. Could this be it? Back I go to 

look at the shawl. This time I am going to take pictures and examine its weave and color in depth. I notice that 

the weave is a fine paisley type. It is a two-sided complementary pattern with twirled/knotted tassels along the 

bottom. And lo and behold there is not a thread out of place, no pulls-not a mark or discoloration anywhere and 

it has no label (no area revealing where a label may have been)-you know the ones that say who made the 

item and where and what it is comprised of.  

Once washed clean, the shawl appeared in all its glory. I am reminded of the Christ consciousness that we all 

have inside us and that we reveal our true beautiful identity when we give ourselves the chance to shine. God 

knows this all along. I just had to see it to believe it. Don’t we all need reminders? I am moved to tears as I 

realize that the message is the gift; a reminder of who we are and what we are made of-perfect patterns, 

woven and retained, no matter what condition we find ourselves in.  

Pictures next page: Clean Shawl at top; curbside view of the ‘rescue site’ below 
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