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Reflection:  
The Gifting 
By Kay Collier McLaughlin 

A friend of mine once told her husband that there was only one kind of gift.  It is wrapped in a small box, tied with a large red 

ribbon, and comes from a jewelry store. 

I’ve been thinking about gifts lately, with some suspicion that my friend and I are not the only ones who have our own peculiar 

descriptions of what a gift is…descriptions that color expectations, and might even be the cause of missing a gift completely when it 

doesn’t match up with what it was supposed to look like, on the outside and the inside. 

I might be surprised on Christmas morning, but my guess is that my biggest gift this year started being revealed to me on a summer 

Sunday afternoon, when I was peacefully reading in the wicker rocker on my screened porch. No way would I have recognized it 

then as a gift — simply a telephone call from a writer interested in any insights I might have on a football story that happened in 

1962, the year after my father, then the head football coach at the University of Kentucky, was relieved of his duties, leaving the 88 

players he had recruited and coached to whomever the powers that be hired for the next athletic cycle.  My memories were those of 

a daughter, who also served as the English tutor for the team ... young men who grew to be like my brothers.   

Over the next five months, as the author interviewed and wrote, his e-mail contacts grew, and exchanges between old friends flew 

across cyberspace.  The Friday after Thanksgiving, men and their families traveled from Canada and Texas and Florida, Tennessee 

and Alabama and more, back to Kentucky to reunite with teammates from 45 years ago, to honor both those who had stayed the 

course despite the harshness of the new regime, and those who had chosen to leave for more compatible ground.  This coming 

summer, those who were freshmen in 1962, many of whom never played a down of varsity ball at Kentucky, will gather with the 

living members of their chosen coach’s staff.  Both groups had been ―football family‖ in one instant; gone their separate ways the 

next, carrying their corporate and individual grief somewhere deep inside them. 

As one who was not a player, but intimately connected to the team, I stood symbolically just outside the circle of present-day 

attorneys and physicians, engineers and businessmen, coaches and teachers on that Friday evening.  In those faces, in countless e-

mails and phone calls, I was reminded of the faces of so many other men, women and young people whose lives have touched mine 

in this year of work in truth and reconciliation — people moving through life carrying their own enormous bundles of pain.  And 

my heart overflowed with stories heard and honored on the arduous but empowering journeys from victim to truth teller, to 

acceptance, forgiveness, reconciliation and redemption. 

No red bow. No little box from the jewelry store. No newspaper write-ups or TV coverage. 

And so it was those many years ago, when the babe was laid in the manger.  So few recognized the gift of the Christ, the Light of 

the World.  Some were simply too busy to see or hear; others were looking for a different kind of King, a present wrapped in a 

different package.  Others were frightened by the intensity of it all, and the possibility that life as they had known it could be 

changed beyond recognition by this event.  Still others simply didn’t believe. 

Like my friend of the small boxes, I, too, love the red-bowed packages.  But the gifting of this Christmas continues to live in my 

heart, as I watch in awe and wonder as it grows on – and on, beyond expectation. 

  



 Lord of Life and Light 

  help us not to fall in love with love 

   with the darkness that separates us 

    from you and from each other, 

 But to watch large-eyed, wide-hearted, 

  open-handed and eager-minded for you, 

   to dream and hunger and squint and pray 

    for the light of you and life of each other. 

 

 Lord, amidst our white-knuckled, 

  furrow-faced busy-ness in this season, 

   we realize deep within us that your gifts 

    of mercy and light, peace and joy, grace upon 

     grace can be received only if we are 

      unclenched open. 

 So this is our prayer, Lord: Open us! 

 Open us, Lord of miracles of the ordinary, 

 That we may be born anew ourselves 

  into the ódonôt be afraidô fullness of your image, 

   the fullness of a just and joyful human community 

    the fullness of your kingdom, 

     in the fullness of your time; 

 through the eternal grace of 

 your son, our brother Jesus. 

 Amen. 

  (— From My heart in My Mouth: prayers for our lives by Ted Loder.) 

  

 


