Giveaway
by Rachel Noall
Fiction
He did it right; oak book shelves, stained dark – prestigious somehow. At least twenty in total,
filled completely to the brim with historic yellowed pages, hard-bound leather in every color.

Light slants in through the shade, casting sun on the back of the armchair, onto the minimalist
granite desk. A bronze letter opener sits to the right, a paper weight to the left, and a tray of
varying amounts of booze untouched; it’s like a table setting that never changes – not since he
left.
The TV’s always on – I think to drown him out. She almost never leaves that room, one of the
many in her spacious Manhattan apartment. Filled with books – the knowledge he possessed,
and worldly souvenirs they collected together.
“Hi Gigi, how are you?”
“Oh honey, I’m great. I have another call on the line, but I’ve sent you a box – you’re going to
need to sign for it. I’ll call you later. Wait – I’m headed to the theater. Call you tomorrow. I love
you darling!”
The box arrives. A first edition Churchill – five of them. RN written in the inside cover, always
accompanied by a date. Grandpa and I share initials; whenever I hold one of his books, I always
feel as if they’re mine. I imagine that, someday, many of them will be. They may pass through
my father’s hands first, but eventually, they’ll find their way to their rightful owner.
Her closets – some are still his; so many silk shirts with eccentric patterns, his signature look,
then wool blazers, mostly tan, followed by retro polo shirts on pine hangers, all of which I want
to steal and rock with skinny jeans. The guy had style, but not the flashy kind. I think maybe
that’s why people admired him so much.
Once, he led her to Bow Bridge, the iconic scene in the park. As they sat down under the
massive tree, he explained that this bench was theirs. She cried happy tears, and a few months
later, their names were forever cemented to that place – those wood panels under a willow.
“Hey Gigi, sorry about earlier, I wa……”

“I’ve sent you an iron monkey.”
“…a what?”
“An iron monkey. We bought it years ago. It’ll arrive Monday or Tuesday.”
“Wow… thank you! So how are you?”
“I’m great! You’re going to love the monkey.”
It’s Tuesday, about 9:30. I’m distracted – it’s date night. The next thing I know, the door is
buzzing, and there’s a very large package in my very small apartment in the city. It took a knife,
utility scissors, and about twelve minutes to open, all while hot and bothered.
It is much smaller than the box itself. It was cold in my hands – the iron. I touched it, then let
go, over and over again. I am surrounded by piles of twisted cling-wrap and long thick sheets of
bubble paper.
My girlfriend sits on the couch, the sea of packaging between us, her mouth a bit agape. She’s
new to my grandma’s giveaway complex.
“So,” she looks around, holding in a giggle, “where are you going to put that?”
I laugh, because I have no idea. The monkey eventually found a home on my TV stand, between
the tapestries, Christmas lights, tin beer signs, and N64 games – what an aesthetic.
I received on package in November. By the time a finally opened it, months had passed. It was a
Monday night when I finally did. Alone in my apartment, I was eager for some excitement in my
evening. I knew Gigi wouldn’t let me down. I was fully prepared to unveil some bizarre foreign
trinket – another fancy object seemingly misplaced in my 20-something dorm room style
apartment.

When I pulled out a polo shirt, I was pleasantly surprised – Grandpa’s, from some obscure
island where he once vacationed. It had stripes. I like stripes.
Then:
A photo secured in brown bags from Trader Joe’s. He was crossing the finish line of the New
York City marathon. I wonder, “was this his 1st, 2nd, or 14th?” I place in on the desk by my
front door.
A raincoat.
A box, periwinkle purple – lavender scented bars of soap from Rome.
Another raincoat.
A candid: Grandpa’s grin looks like mine.
Very light cargo pants (probably worn on safari). And good lord does this box really smell like
soap.
And, the object I’d been expecting: A black pouch, heavy, tucked carefully into the corner of the
box. Heavy in my hands, the small ornamental dog felt substantial, despite its size. Gold trim,
carved. Sparkling studs cover its surface, the collar, and down through the legs – they’re
probably real. I’ll have to ask where it’s from.
About twice a year, I try to visit her. When I do, our few days together are filled with laughs, a
play, fine wine, and incredibly good food. She’s getting older now, so we usually take naps. I’ll
make her dinner, and we’ll spend the night watching old movies in his library.
Once, during a visit in the winter, I arrived at the apartment from JFK at 3am. Through the
cracked door, I heard monologues of A Raisin in the Sun. I crept in, dropping my bag, knowing

that, most likely, I would hear snoring next. Gigi was majestically sprawled out on the couch,
surrounded by baby pillows and under their comforter. Draped, relaxed, exposed, in front of
that bookcase and in-between their travel memorabilia – surrounded by the memories of him –
the memories she hadn’t yet given away.
Each time I visit, the room with his bookcase is a little less cluttered. I suppose I understand
why she gives so much away; his voice in her head is enough.

