
A Christmas Miracle 

“He will never get here!” Lily sobbed. “It’s 4 o’ clock already!” 

“Don’t worry Lily! There’s still time,” Tommie moaned in a fed 

up tone. Lily sighed as she walked away from the window for 

the fifth time in the last hour. There was a loud thumping of 

boots headed for the living room as dad walked in. “I’ve got 

bad news for ye lads. Jason got delayed,” he announced. 

            Dad explained the situation to the disappointed 

children. “He rang to say that the plane nearly crashed so they 

had to turn back and make an emergency landing.” “Ooh! 

That’s terrible. What will we do?” Lily asked. “Well you could 

start by being quiet,” Tommie gasped. “Are you hungry lads?” 

“What’s for dinner?” Lily questioned as she followed her 

father out to the kitchen. “What do you think Lily? BEANS 

ON TOAST!” Dad answered. “Oooh! I wish mum was still 

here,” Tommie muttered. Straight after dinner Lily jumped 

out of her chair and stared out the window for another 10 

minutes. “It’s 6 o’ clock on Christmas Eve and my brother is 

landed in some place he doesn’t even know!” Lily cried as she 

entered the kitchen. “Will ye get ready for mass,” Dad sighed”. 

About  forty minutes  later everyone was  ready to go. Tommie 

barged in the door. “The car won’t start! We’ll have to walk!” 

As the family walked down the road [frozen] nobody said a 

word. 

            When they reached the church, since it was only a 

small village and everyone knew everyone else, they talked for 

a while before mass started. Mrs. Biscuit and old John James 

said a prayer for Jason. “Must be tough, not having Jason 



home for Christmas,” John James whispered to the kids. 

“Don’t worry pets! It’s not too late yet,” Mrs. Biscuit 

squeaked. After that, the organ started playing and the priest 

walked in carrying the baby Jesus in his arms. He laid him in 

the stable and then started mass.  

              Mass lasted about forty five minutes. Afterwards 

Stephen went over to Dad and asked “Are you going to the 

pub for a few?” “No sorry! Can’t delay Stephen”. Even Dad was 

upset that Jason wasn’t home for Christmas. 

               As the family departed up through the fields Dad 

started humming a tune. “What if Jason isn’t home for 

Christmas?” Tommie asked his Dad. “Well, I don’t know, 

Tommie,” replied Dad. The more he thought about it, the 

louder he hummed.  

As they neared home they heard the sound of music 

coming from the house.  “Did you leave the TV on?” Lily 

asked. “No! I don’t think so,” Dad replied as he though back. 

When they reached the front door they realised that the lights 

were on inside. “Hello! Who’s there?” Dad bellowed as he 

opened the door. “It’s me!” Jason replied as he walked into the 

hall. Lily started crying again, this time with happiness. The 

family chatted for hours and soon it was time for bed. The 

children left out cookies and a pint of Guinness for Santa 

before heading upstairs. 

 The next morning, the family opened their presents. 

They were all delighted. “What’s for dinner?” Lily asked Dad 

with a giggle. Dad laughed, “Why don’t you ask Jason?” 
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