
hungry old man.
His wish for me has followed 

me all my life and kept me 
warm.By W.A. McCormick

When I was about 8 or 10 
years old, back in the 1950s, an 
old man moved into a little 
shack of  a house about a 
quarter-mile from my family’s 
little, very modest house. He 
was alone, and I worried about 
him.

Maybe my folks had 
mentioned that he was having 
hard times, but I don’t 
remember for sure.

We had several big native 
pecan trees, and during the 
holidays we usually had an 
abundance of  the delicious 
nuts.

One year when Christmas 
was coming up, the old man 
was in the back of  my mind. I 
told my grandmother that I 
wanted to give him something 
for Christmas because otherwise 
he probably wouldn’t get 
anything.

It was the first time in my life 
that I had thought about giving 
a gift, but I knew how a gift 
could brighten my day. My 
grandmother suggested that I 
give the man a paper bag full of  
pecans, probably a pound or 
two.

That seemed so wrong to me. 
Gifts should be bright and shiny. 
But pecans were so common to 
me that they were like biscuits. 
The bag was just plain brown 
and didn’t even have a ribbon.

Nevertheless, Grandma 
handed it to me and told me to 
go give it to the old man. I was 
almost embarrassed about the 
gift that seemed so unlike 
Christmas to me, but I did as 
Grandma said.

When I knocked on the door, 
the old man came, and I gave 
him the bag and told him I 
wanted him to have it for 
Christmas. He opened the bag 
and looked inside.

A big, beautiful smile spread 
across his face, and he told me 
that his Christmas wish for me 
was that I would have a “double 
header.” I went back home 
puzzled about what a double 
header was until my 
grandfather explained that it 
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heat in that shack of  his, and 
both his feet froze that winter. 
He died not long after that.

I have given a lot of  gifts in 

was twice as much good as I 
might expect.

I learned later that the old 
man did not have any type of  

The Observer/Enterprise  Friday,  December 1, 2023  Page 7

my 76 years, but that one is at 
the top of  my list of  memorable 
gifts. I wish I (we) had done a lot 
more for a lonely, cold, probably 


