
‘’Christmas Miracle’’ 

 

       It was a cold morning. I woke up at 5:00 am to catch a flight to London. It was snowing 

so hard that I could barely find my own car in the parking lot. All I could see was a big Coca 

Cola commercial that  reminded me what day it was. Christmas - for some people it’s a 

wonderful time full of delicious food, carols and other nonsense, for me - feigned joy, waste 

of time and awkward conversations at the table with people who don’t really like each other. 

Don’t get me wrong (I’m not a Grinch) i just have a lot of work. 

       I got to the airport, bought a coffee and started going through my notes.It was the perfect 

time for me to catch up and work on a book I was planning to write with another author who 

was living in London. Suddenly, a message came over the loudspeakers that due to the 

snowfall the planes would be delayed or even canceled. Snow-flurry was so strong that 

people couldn't get home by car. Full of angry businessmen and the sound of their phones 

filled the entire airport. And here I was, sitting with a disgusting cup of coffee,having no clue 

what to do.The author is leaving London in a few days so this was the only opportunity to 

work with her.I was sad but there’s one thing I’ve got to say – all the pressure disappeared. I 

was even relieved.I turned off my phone and went to smoke a cigarette. But than I noticed a 

boy, very thin, in a shabby jacket. He was writing something vigorously on a piece of paper. 

His brown eyes seemed even more tired than mine. I asked him where his parents were and 

how long he had been here. The boy shyly replied that he had no family. He comes here 

because people often leave unwanted sandwiches from the airport buffet and he even eats 

here properly. I invited him inside for tea. After a while the boy began to tell me his story. He 

was abandoned by his parents, who didn’t want to take care of a boy suffering from cystic 

fibrosis. He had lived with his grandfather, who disappeared last month. Since then, the boy's 

been wandering around the city alone. I couldn't believe my ears. I also was abandoned at a 

very young age so i knew how hard life is. When the boy went to the toilet, he inadvertently 

left the paper he had written on. it said : Dear Santa, please give me someone who will love 

me, I don't want toys or sweets.I swear I was polite. Kyle. 

At that moment, something inside me snapped.Those two sentences were enough to break 

down the wall around my heart. I decided to adopt him. That boy gave me a flame of love 

that shone brightest every Christmas. Kyle died 10 years after we had met and now I’m 

writing a book about my great Christmas Miracle. 


