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Maybe I’m just weird, I confess.

“Not weird,” he says, looking at me sideways. “Different.”

I realize there’s a lot I didn’t know about myself before I began reporting this story.

“I’m sorry,” I say, to move the conversation along.

I find myself drawn to their select few non-Christmassy items, like these happy little 
stone resin animals who also look like they’re made of pieces of fruit and vegetable, and 

a jolly little wooden statue that blows cute puffs of smoke when you light incense in his 

round belly.

I’ve seen one before, but where? My great grandma’s trailer home? She always had 

a Hershey bar to share with us little ones. I can’t think of a nicer thing to say of anyone.

There’s no fonder human memory, a monolithic old lady in her wheelchair extending 

you a square of chocolate on Christmas. I thought she’d never die.
You got this, buddy. You’re going to be fine, I reassure myself.

In the parking lot, waiting for his girlfriend’s shift to end, a guy drinks a Fanta on the 

hood of his patched-together hotrod. The sun shines on his wrinkled face.
He tells me he once saw a mountain lioness lift her cubs one by one up the side of the 

ridge behind Christmas Treasures. He tells me he doesn’t like hunting anymore. He’s so 
friendly I almost can’t bear it.

I’m 12 again suddenly. I see a snow-covered landscape behind my cousin’s house in the 
middle of western nowhere New York. My breath is clouds. Johnny Mathis records come 

muffled through the walls. I wish I could be there right now.
I hop back in the car with some coworker friends. I try to gage from their reactions 

whether or not I’m behaving weirdly.

I say something like: “That was a trip.”

The author would like his patient reader to know he was completely locked in deathly tight writer’s block over this puff piece 

until he chained himself to his desk, got crunk and then the dam broke. All apologies.
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