
The Gift 

Black bin bags are the unsung heroes of Christmas.  The crumpled mass of torn 

wrapping; packaging ripped apart by children under the influence of performance-

enhancing adrenaline and too much chocolate before dawn; cellophane and 

tinsel and the odd broken bauble – it all needs to go somewhere.  The floor must be 

cleared to make space for the playing.  It was the journey to the porch to collect 

the black bin bag that opened the door on the most magical Christmas of my nine-

year–old life. 

We had awoken long before dawn, with the early-morning energy that only blesses 

children once a year.  I have no memory whether it was I who woke my sister, or she 

who woke me – perhaps Father Christmas himself had whispered us awake as he 

left, but we huddled together in childish delight as we peered through the darkness 

to see that the limp pillow cases that had hung hopefully on the end of our bed as 

we had gone to sleep were now shapely and lumpy and filled with promise. 

The discovery sent us wild with excitement.  We grabbed our hoard and tumbled 

into our parents’ room shrieking and cackling, ‘He’s been, he’s been!’   

Mum and dad roused themselves dutifully, enthused (in a suspiciously unsurprised 

way) about gifts that one-by-one struggled free from their wrappings.  The acid 

scent of clementines filled the room and our eyes twitched with the strange 

unfamiliar flavour of post-chocolate citrus fruit.  

But we were putting off the inevitable – what would we find downstairs?  My sister 

and I clung to each other as we descended to the lounge with creeping footsteps. 

We laughed almost tearfully as we struggled to control our thrill and terror – thrill that 

there might be more gifts, terror that the ‘jolly old elf’ may still be finishing his sherry 

and mince pie in our living room. 

We could see the glow of the tree lights, luring us to look beyond the door, and with 

trembling fingers pushed…a mountain, a heap, a profusion.  Carefully wrapped gifts 

blocked our way to the tree, the floor strained under their weight, and yet my eyes 

were scanning, looking to see whether the one…the one I had asked so politely for 

would be there for me. 

My bike was old, it was too small, it had been second hand when it was new, it was 

a ditch-find, lovingly resprayed and repaired…but it was no longer suitable for me 

who was a too-tall girl.  I had written to Father Christmas in October, in my very 

neatest handwriting, explaining that although I knew my parents had no money, I 

would happily forego any other gift if I could possibly have a new bicycle. 

My eyes scanned and settled on the realisation that there was no bike for me. 

My parents had been generous to both of us.  My sister and I had received beautiful 

gifts – far more than we had hoped for.  I was a grateful child.  I knew not to be 



disappointed, but thank everyone and God for what I had received.  Particularly as 

our piles had been so much bigger than those of my parents.  Perhaps they had 

been more naughty than we had. 

The floor was covered with the crumpled mass of torn wrapping.  There was 

nowhere to play. 

‘Just pop to the porch for a bin bag, love.’ My dad had said casually.  I had not 

wanted to turn my attention away from my pile of presents, but it was the least I 

could do. 

I trotted down the hall and removed the chain from the front door.  How had Father 

Christmas got in?  The knob of the Yale lock was big in my hand and still cold from 

the night before.  It turned and the door opened with a rush of chill. 

I could barely see the brand new, beautiful, shiny, majestic new blue bike in the 

porch, but I knew it was for me.  It is funny how a bin bag can, in a moment, teach a 

nine year old a life-changing lesson in sacrificial generosity.   

I never forgot it. 


