A WONDERFUL STORY ABOUT CHRISTMAS
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     A Christian woman was married to a man who thought the whole idea of Christmas was ridiculous, silly superstitions.  He enjoyed the Christmas holiday and time with the family, but the Bible story of God taking on human form so he could rescue us from our sins, well, he thought that was all a big fairy tale and made no sense to him.  As a result of this difference they celebrated Christmas in very different ways.  She loved to go to church and worship God, sing Christmas carols and to hear the familiar story of Jesus' birth.  Of course, he wanted no part in hearing this absurd myth again.  Christmas Eve came and his wife headed off to church.  The weather was terrible.  The snow was coming down heavy and the howling wind looked like it went right through his bundled up wife.  He smirked and thought, "I'm glad I'm staying home."  He pulled down a good book, sat in his favorite chair by the fireplace and looked out their picture window at the thick blanket of snow and growing thicker by the minute.  It made him feel a twinge of pity for his poor wife out in this blizzard to celebrate a fable.

 

He settled into reading when he heard a thud and looked up just in time to see a bird had flown into the window and fell into the snow.  Apparently, even the birds wanted out of the freezing cold.  He loved animals and headed out to the porch to bring the little creature inside.  However, as soon as he reached the porch, the bird seeing him, flittered away and finally flew off.  The man let out a frustrated groan, but quickly retreated back inside into the warmth of the house.

 

From inside he stood by the curtain and watched out the window wondering if the little bird would make the same mistake again.  After about ten minutes he concluded the bird had learned its lesson and went back to his chair and his book.  Then a few minutes later he heard another thud.  Immediately, he knew what it was and sprang up and ran out to the porch.  The bird was stunned and dazed.  He reached down to pick the bird up so he could bring it in from the horrible cold, but once again, the bird was so frightened it kept flittering out of the man's reach.  He chased it across the porch until finally the bird recovered enough to fly away.  The man let out a loud groan and yelled, "You stupid bird.  I'm just trying to help you."  Again, he was driven back into his home by the cold.

 

This time with determination he stood behind the curtains, looking out the window.  He would be ready this time. If the bird had flown into the window twice, he reasoned, it would probably do it again.  His patience was rewarded, when the bird, trying to escape the deadly cold, flew into the window for a third time.  The bird had barely hit the ground and the man was on the porch.  This time the bird was not only dazed, but seemed to be injured.  The man reached down into the snow for the bird and even touched it's feathers once, but the bird was so terrified that it kept scrambling out of his reach.  Finally, the bird, once again, flew away.  The man was exasperated and screamed at the bird, "You foolish, foolish bird!  I'm not trying to hurt you.  I'm trying to save your life, to rescue you from this freezing [image: image2.png]rya.a



cold."  Then in a calmer voice, but still very frustrated, he said out loud, "If I could just become a bird for a minute, then I could explain that I was only trying to rescue him."  

 

Suddenly, as if someone had turned on a switch, it all made sense.  As if a little voice was speaking in his head he thought, "That is why God came to this earth.  He came to explain that God was not trying to hurt us, but to rescue us." 

 

In that one moment, he finally, and fully, understood the meaning of Christmas.

