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A Christmas Miracle

A young woman with wavy raven black hair glanced up from her task.  A nearly finished 
Christmas card lay open in front of her.  She sighed at the dismal sight.  It’s more of a New 
Year’s Eve than a Christmas card seeing as it is already Christmas, she thought.  And even if I 
had a week left till Christmas, this card will never reach its designation in time.

Her eyes darted to where her seven year old son reclined on the couch staring blankly out 
the window at the blistering winter storm outside.  Roads buried in thick layers of white snow 
were vacant of vehicles.  No one dared to venture outside-not even to walk.  Everywhere for 
endless miles was covered in a blanket of white.  The heavy downpour of snow made it nearly 
impossible to see.  It was the type of snow storm New England was famous for.  The type one 
would find painted on the back of a postcard in a tourist shop.  Or used as a theme in a poet’s 
poem.  

A smile formed unwillingly at the lips even though she was far from being happy.  In 
fact, at the mere thought of her son’s perfect resemblance of her husband, the wound-the ache-in 
her heart returned.  

Another year without him almost over.  Another Christmas celebrated just the two of 
them-just her and her son.

“Henry, come sign your father’s Christmas card.  It will liven his spirits.”
He turned his head in her direction and she was once more reminded of her son’s 

uncanny resemblance to her James.  They looked alike in every possible way.  They both had 
clear blue eyes that twinkled when they smiled.  Both had messy sandy brown hair that never 
stayed flat no matter how hard you tried to fix it.

“Why?  He’ll never get it in time anyway.  Why bother?” he replied gloomily.
She sighed.  He was right.  Mail reaching Army soldiers stationed over seas was not 

exactly known for its punctuality.  Nor was the United States Postal service either.  He could get 
in the summer or even by next Christmas-if they were lucky.  There was always a chance it could 
get lost.  A possibility she would not share with her son.  It would only add to his already 
dampened spirits.  Yet, for some reason, she knew deep down he knew already.

“Because it will make him feel better.  It shows him we love him, wish he was here with 
us, and that we miss him,” she replied, her voice cracking with the last few words.  

“Why?” he blurted out, tears forming in his eyes.  “Why?  He should be here with us.  
Not out there-” he pointed outside.  Tears rushed down his face.  “I want him here,” he cried, 
rushing out of the room.

“Henry,” she cried as she listened to his receding steps.  She sighed heavily as her 
heartache intensified at the toll of his father’s long absence had on him.  She suddenly realised as 
tears of her own fell that it was harder on him than it was on her.  

She understood why her husband left the safety of their home, the love and security of his 
family to fight in dangerous lands.  But a seven year old-her seven-year-old-could not 
comprehend why his father so willingly left him.  Nor did he see why he had to be the only kid in 
a small neighbourhood in an old, picturesque New England town whose father was not home to 
celebrate Christmas.  A holiday associated with families gathered together under one roof sitting 
around an elaborate Christmas tree opening presents.

Her head jerked up at the faint yet still audible knock.  She stood, wiping away her tears 
and headed for the door.  



All rights reserved to the author, Gabrielle Emmons

“Coming!” she yelled, wondering who would be out on a night such as this.  Let alone on 
Christmas.

As she slowly approached the door, the knocks grew louder and more persistent with no 
signs of ending.  She paused; her hand on the doorknob, trying to see a glimpse of the mysterious 
stranger perched outside her door.  For some stranger reason, this situation reminded her of the 
guards posted outside Buckingham palace back home, never moving, never leaving.

But no matter how hard she squinted all she saw was a dark silhouette and heavy 
snowflakes drifting down in the background.  In an instant, before she knew what she was doing, 
her hand slowly turned the doorknob and with a great gust of bitter cold air the door opened.

She gasped as the bright rays of light from behind her illuminated the stranger in front of 
her.  

But he was no stranger.  He was her husband.  
With cries of great joy, she yanked him inside lest he should freeze to death in the 

doorway and bestowed warm kisses to his ice cold cheeks.  
He smiled lovingly down at her.  “I’m home,” he said, his words betraying him as a born 

and raised New Englander.  Under different circumstances, she would have laughed.  His accent 
always brought her to laughter.  She always thought they were an interesting mix; her British 
accent and his Boston one.  

“But, how?” she asked, taking his hand and holding it firmly against her cheek.  She did 
not care how cold it was to her touch nor did she notice the cold shiver it caused to race down 
her spine.  All that mattered was he was home-home for Christmas.

“My name was drawn from the Christmas lottery.  It is a miracle that I was picked.  You 
know I’ve never won anything in my life.”  His eyes glanced around.  “Where’s Henry?”   

“Upstairs.”  Pulling her husband with her, she moved to the foot of the stairs.  “Henry?  
Henry, come quick!”

“What?” he said, appearing, his face scrunched up in a frown, his arms folded.  Then, 
slowly his arms moved to his sides, his frown disappeared, and his mouth fell open in surprise.

“Dad!” he yelled, barreling down the stairs.  “Dad!”  Upon reaching the fifth step from 
the bottom, he jumped into his father’s outstretched arms.  “Your home!” 

“Yes, son.  I’m home.” 
“I can’t believe it!  My wish came true! Your home,” Henry declared, once he had been 

put down.
“Yes, just in time for Christmas too,” his father added, with a smile, wrapping one arm 

around his wife and the other around his son.
My wise old grandmother once told me Christmas was a time for giving as well as a time 

for miracles.  And she was right.  The year that James unexpectedly came home for Christmas 
was truly a Christmas miracle.     


