
LIKE A KID IN A CANDY STORE 
 
It was supposed to be an early end to the week. It was Wednesday, Thursday was 
Kathy’s birthday, and Saturday was Christmas Day. I walked away from the office 
determined to take it easy for the next couple of days and to relax and recharge. The 
holidays were supposed to be fun, and I just wanted the first afternoon and evening to be 
a veg out night. ‘Twas not to be. 
 
Our eldest child called her mother on the phone just as we were watching the news, 
about 7:00 PM. Bridget, the ever vigilant, had found a salvage store selling brand new 
children’s winter coats for five bucks. Kathy is always on the lookout for bargains on 
things that other people need. But we were settled in and comfortable, and reluctant to 
go out in the cold. 
 
“Let’s go get them tomorrow, Bob”. I didn’t need much encouragement. I was not 
anxious to get up either, but I had a hunch that maybe we shouldn’t pass this up. After 
all, how long could it take to pick up a dozen or so kid’s coats, and I knew that the trunk 
of my car was empty. After all, it was Christmas, and I knew that Kathy and the Mission 
of Love was loading a truck with relief supplies to send to Bowling Green, Kentucky, to 
try to help the tornado victims. So, off we went, to America’s Wholesale Outlet. 
 
Bridget has alerted the sales staff that we were on the way to buy all of their coats, and 
they were already there, bagged and tagged and ready to be loaded in to the trunk. 
Quick in and out, no big deal. Yeah right. 
 
Kathy was like a kid in a candy store when she saw all of the bargains. Socks, 
underwear, and blankets. She loaded four buggies with warm stuff to send to people 
who had lost every thing that they owned in the world in the blink of an eye. The material 
was bulky, especially the blankets. We stuffed and pushed the bags of goods into my car 
until we could barely close the doors. Then we lowered the windows and stuffed and 
pushed some more.  
 
Kathy bought fifteen hundred bucks of warm clothes and blankets for under four hundred 
bucks. We got these because a loving daughter understands her mother’s heart and 
because Kathy and her reluctant husband left the Lazy Boys and made the purchases. 
And here is the important part, none of this would not have happened if good people had 
not donated on the Go Fund Me page, to provide kindness to people that they have 
never met. 
 
Next week, a fifty three foot trailer loader with bottled water and warm clothing will leave 
the Mahoning Valley and travel to Bowling Green, and bring some degree of comfort 
from you, to fellow human beings. This is the true meaning of Christmas, and 
somebody’s burden is about to be lessened because you cared. 
Thank you. 
 
Bob Price 



 


