
 

A CHRISTMAS MIRACLE  
A Short Story  

by Pastor Rod Pinder  
 
As Gene reached across his desk to hang up the phone, he felt that ripping pain in his 

gut again. It was as if someone had taken a butcher knife and started scraping the inside 
of his stomach. Fumbling through his desk drawer, he muttered an expletive or two. The 
antacids were gone. "That's okay," he reassured himself. "I hate that chalky taste 
anyway." 

"I wonder what causes those stupid pains," he asked himself. Maybe it was the scotch. 
He knew he needed to cut down a little. Perhaps it was those secrets he kept from 
Monica. But he really couldn't see the point in upsetting her. Besides, it would never 
happen again. This time he meant it. Or maybe it was his job — high stress, fast pace, 
the company couldn’t care less about him as a person. (Why else would they make him 
work on Christmas Eve?) And he really felt like some of the things they expected him to 
do were morally wrong. But what choice did he have? After all, the money was good, and 
he sure needed the money — especially at this time of year. 

Gene had spent a mint on the kids' Christmas again. Oh, he knew that Katherine and 
Jason didn't need all that stuff, but he enjoyed their wide-eyed excitement so much. It 
reminded him of his own youth — or at least of his romantic memories of childhood: the 
wonder, the simplicity, the naïveté, the innocence.  

The innocence. How he longed for the innocence. 
 
Just before he lapsed into a reverie on the idylls of youth, that obnoxious beeper on 

his cell phone screeched a reminder that it was time to leave for his appointment with 
Dr. Slade. As he drove across town to Slade's office, Gene listened to an album of 
Christmas Carols Monica had given him last December. Subconsciously, he started to 
sing along: 

"Oh holy Child of Bethlehem, descend to us, we pray. 
   Cast out our sin and enter in. Be born in us today."  
 
The appointment with Dr. Slade was pretty much the same as usual. Gene sat for 

forty-five minutes and "spilled his guts," as he put it, while the doctor listened 
attentively, nodded his head and said, "Uh huh" ... "I see" ... "How did you feel about 
that?" and, "What do you think you should do about it, Gene?" Then Gene paid him $95 
and went home. 

Usually Gene felt better after these sessions — at least for awhile. But this time it was 
different. All the way home he was haunted by the idea of innocence. For the first time 
he recognized the real reason he visited Dr. Slade. Gene was looking for a way to recover 
that lost sense of innocence. 

 
When he got home, Gene kissed Monica and the kids. Then he went to the kitchen, 

clinked two ice cubes into a six ounce glass and covered them with Johnny Walker. He 
went to his favorite chair in the den, kicked off his shoes, put up his feet and clicked on 
the television. It had been a strange afternoon, and he wanted to escape for awhile. 

However, when he asked Monica to bring him a second drink, she reminded him of 
another commitment. "Honey," she said, somewhere between a plea and a pout, "don't 
forget you promised to go with the kids and me to the Christmas Eve service at church." 

"Oh yeah," he sighed, "that's right." Under his breath he muttered, "Great. Just 
great." Monica pretended not to hear. 

Gene didn't have anything against church. In fact, he was glad that Monica took the 
kids every Sunday — and not just because it gave him a morning at home by himself. 
Gene had gone to Sunday school and church when he was a kid. By and large it was a 
positive experience, and he wanted that for Katherine and Jason. Perhaps that was all 
part of the innocence of youth, he mused. Besides, church probably wouldn't do him any 
harm. It might even make him feel better. So without another complaint all evening, 
Gene went to church with his family. 

 
The sanctuary was beautifully decorated with banners and wreaths and garlands and 

greens. Flickering candles seemed to promise light to dispel the deepest darkness, and 
warmth against the barren cold. As the family sat waiting for the service to begin, 
Katherine held her daddy's left hand and Jason held his right. Monica's eyes glistened in 
the candlelight, and Gene was actually glad he had come. 



 

 
When they stood to sing the first hymn, he was struck anew by words he had 

forgotten: 
"Veiled in flesh the Godhead see;  
Hail the incarnate Deity.  
Pleased as man with men to dwell,  
Jesus, our Emmanuel." 

Gene remembered being taught in Sunday school what that means. It means that 
Jesus Christ is really God as a human being. It means that in Jesus, God became a real 
man; flesh and blood, body and soul. Fully God and fully human at the same time. 

It didn't bother Gene that he couldn't understand everything about that, even though 
he's a fairly bright man. After all, we're talking about a miracle, and Gene figured that 
part of the deal with miracles is that they are beyond our understanding. As a matter of 
fact, Gene supposed he even believed in that particular miracle ... maybe. 

Still, he never really saw the point of the miracle. So God became a human being. 
Sure it's awesome, but what difference does it make? Secretly Gene had always 
suspected that it was so Christians could say to other religions, "Ha ha, our founder is 
greater than yours." 

 
Before Gene could carry that train of thought any further, the minister got up to 

preach. His sermon was on Hebrews 10:1-10. 
"The law is only a shadow of the good things that are coming — not the realities 
themselves. For this reason it can never, by the same sacrifices repeated 
endlessly year after year, make perfect those who draw near to worship. If it 
could, would they not have stopped being offered? For the worshippers would 
have been cleansed once and for all and would no longer have felt guilty for their 
sins. But those sacrifices are an annual reminder of sins, because it is impossible 
for the blood of bulls and goats to take away sin." (Hebrews 10:1-4) 
 

The minister explained how this referred to the Old Testament system of ritual 
sacrifices for the removal of guilt. He pointed out that while our culture no longer 
practices ritual sacrifice, we still search for ways to get rid of guilt. Yet these, like the 
ancient slaughter of bulls and goats, are finally futile. 

 
Gene thought of the many ways he had tried to deal with his guilt. He had tried to 

cover it, or explain it away. He had tried to make up for his misdeeds. He had paid Dr. 
Slade to help him deal with his feelings, and he tried to let Johnny Walker wash them 
away. Yet just as the preacher said, these didn't work. 

This was the first time Gene had ever admitted all of this to himself, and he wanted to 
cry. These didn't work. These didn't work. He had put his trust in these enterprises. He 
had wanted them to restore his innocence. But these would never work. For a moment, 
Gene was numb. 

 
Then came the words that would change his life forever. The minister continued the 

Bible reading. 
"Therefore, when Christ came into the world, He said:  'Sacrifice and offering you did 
not desire, but a body you prepared for me; with burnt offerings and sin offerings you 
were not pleased. Then I said: 'Here I am — it is written about me in the scroll — I 
have come to do your will, O God.'" (Hebrews 10:5-7)  
 

     All of a sudden, Gene got it! Other sacrifices wouldn't work. The things he had tried 
wouldn't work either. Yet here was something that would work. Here was God's own 
plan for removing guilt and restoring innocence. The reason God became a human being 
in Jesus Christ was so that He could become the sacrifice that would take away our guilt. 
That is why God took on a body. When Jesus was born in a manger in Bethlehem, His 
purpose, even then, was to die on a cross on Calvary. 

Here is the way to the innocence Gene craved! The blood of bulls and goats can 
never take away sin, but the very blood of God Incarnate can. Dr. Slade, Johnny 
Walker, even Gene's own clever alibis could not deal with his guilt, but God's love in 
Jesus Christ could take that guilt away. 

Everything he had ever been taught about God came flooding over Gene like a tidal 
wave. If he really wanted his innocence restored, the only place he could turn was to 
Jesus Christ. 



 

 
For the first time in his life, Gene understood Christmas. Christmas is about 

forgiveness. Christmas is about God's incredible willingness to make us clean. Gene 
heard the minister read the last, most powerful verse of the Bible passage. 

 
"...we have been made holy through the sacrifice of the body of Jesus Christ once for 
all." (Hebrews 10:10)  
 
Gene mulled the words over in his mind. "...we have been made holy through the 
sacrifice of the body of Jesus Christ once for all." 
 

     It was not so much a feeling as a conviction. In that quiet moment, as he invited 
Christ into his life anew, as he offered control of his life to Christ, Gene knew that his 
innocence was restored. He was forgiven. He was made holy in the eyes of God. The 
sacrifice of Christ accomplished that for him. The sacrifice of Christ does that for 
everyone who puts his or her trust in Him. 
 

Minutes later, as Gene received Holy Communion, the minister said, "This is the 
body of Christ given for you," and, "This is the blood of Christ poured out for you." That 
was one of the most profound moments in Gene's life. 

Now every time he eats the bread of Communion and drinks from the cup, Gene 
remembers that Christmas. Every time he tastes the body and blood of Christ, he 
remembers why God took on a body in the first place. And he still hears the echo of 
those glorious, life changing words:  
 
"We have been made holy through the sacrifice of the body of Jesus Christ once for all." 

 
The miracle of Christmas is that, through Jesus Christ, God came into the world in a 

new, fresh way. He did that in order to make us holy. He did that in order to die for our 
sins, and rise again to give us eternal life. And all who invite Him into their hearts as 
Savior and Lord receive those gifts of forgiveness and eternal life. 

Gene's miracle of Christmas is that, through Jesus Christ, God came into his life in a 
new, fresh way that night. Gene put his trust in Christ, and Christ made him holy. Christ 
restored his innocence and gave him a new life. 

Jesus Christ was born in Bethlehem's stable as an innocent baby. He was still 
innocent when He died on the cross to cleanse us from sin and guilt. So anyone who 
receives Him receives His innocence. 

If you have already received Christ into your life, then this season holds deep 
meaning and abundant joy for you. 

However, if you have never invited Christ into your life, why not do so right now? 
Simply ask Him to come into your life as Savior and Lord. He will come into your life in 
a new and fresh way, and you will experience the miracle of Christmas. 

 
Dear Reader, 
While Gene is a fictional character, his story is true. Many people have found 

hope, joy, forgiveness and recovered innocence by putting their faith in Jesus Christ. 
Others have found their lives restored as they returned to Him. The same can happen 
for you. Simply pray something like this: 
 

Dear Jesus, thank you for coming to earth as a human baby to teach us about God, 
to die for our sins and to rise from the grave to give eternal life for all who trust 
you. I confess that I carry grief and guilt and doubts just like Gene did in this 
story, and I want to be forgiven and restored. I want to be made holy by your 
sacrifice. And so I ask you to come into my life and make me new, so that I may 
experience the Miracle of Christmas. I pray in your name. Amen. 
 
 
If you would like further guidance on how to receive Christ, if you are looking for 

someone to help you grow as a Christian, or if you have questions about faith in Christ, 
the people of Woodbury Presbyterian Church are ready to help you. Feel free to call us at 
282-LOVE (282-5683) or contact us www.WoodburyPres@bellsouth.net.  And why not 
join us for worship this Christmas season? We would love to share the miracle of 
Christmas with you 


