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Oh, Christmas Tree!   by Laura Thomas

JENNIFER peered through the  
 living room window and bit her 

lip. “Jackson, do you think we should 
wait until tomorrow? It snowed really 
heavily last night. I don’t even know 
if we’ll make it up the mountain.”

Jackson bounded down the 
stairs carrying four-year-old Ellie 
and grinned at his wife. “Honey, 
you worry too much. My Jeep will 
get us up the mountain road, no 
problem. Besides, we have to get 
the very best Christmas tree this 
year for Ellie. Right, buttercup?”

“Big tree!” Ellie shouted as she 
stretched her arms wide. 

Jennifer chuckled. “OK, fine.”
Jackson set Ellie down and began 

bundling her into snow pants. “I’ve 
done my research and found a special 
area we’ve never tried before. No blip 
in the weather is going to stop our fun. 
Come on, girls. Let’s go!”

The drive to their mountain desti-
nation was definitely not fun. Jennifer 
gripped the edge of her seat and held 
her breath while Jackson attempted 
to sing along to Christmas carols as 
he drove the winding, snow-covered 
roads. 

“Honey, do you think we should 
turn back?” Jennifer tried to use her 
jolly voice to avoid worrying little Ellie 
in the backseat. 

“We’re here.”
“This is it?” Jennifer grimaced. 

“It’s very—remote.”
“You OK, Jen?” Jackson took his 

wife’s hand in his own. “You look so 

stressed, and this is supposed to be 
fun.”

Jennifer took a deep breath. “I’m 
sorry—I don’t want to ruin the day. 
Yes, I’m fine. Let’s get out there and 
find ourselves the best tree ever. But 
maybe we shouldn’t wander too far 
from the car.”

Jackson kissed her cheek. “You got 
it, honey. There are lots of great-look-
ing Christmas trees right over there.” 
He pointed toward a small hill. “I 
guess we should go cut one down 
and get it tied to the roof rack before 
the snow gets any heavier. I’ll get the 
axe and the rope from the trunk.”
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Jennifer worked quickly as she 
wrestled Ellie into her fleece hat with 
matching scarf and mittens. 

“OK, Jackson, you lead the way, 
and we’ll try to keep up.” Jennifer 
held tightly to Ellie’s hand.

The forest area was silent oth-
er than the crunching of their snow 
boots on the frozen ground. Large 
snowflakes fell in slow motion, 
catching on their eyelashes and 
cheeks. 

Jackson was a fair distance ahead 
when he turned around and start-
ed walking backwards. “Ellie, stick 
your tongue out like this and catch 
a snowflake!” He pulled a face and 
stuck out his tongue, causing Ellie to 
erupt into giggles. 

The very next second, their pic-
ture-perfect moment shattered as 
Jackson suddenly slipped out of 
view.

Jennifer’s heart stopped. 
“Jackson?”
She froze in place. Perhaps he 

was fooling around—it certainly 
would not be the first time. 

“Jackson, where are you?” She 
picked up her daughter and ran over 
to the last place she saw him. 
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She heard a groan.
“Jackson?” Tears blurred her 

vision, but she knew to slow her 
steps. A crevice of some sort lay be-
fore them.

“Jen, can you hear me?”
Relief flooded Jennifer at the 

sound of her husband’s voice. 
“Yes. I’m scared to come any 

closer though. Are you hurt?”
“I’m OK, honey. I should have 

been looking where I was going—
this crevice must have been covered 
by soft snow.”

“Daddy?” Ellie’s voice wobbled. 
Jennifer cuddled her tightly. 

“Daddy’s fine, sweetie.”
Jennifer’s mind whirled like the 

snowflakes as she tried to think of 
what to do first. She could not leave 
Jackson up here alone while she 
went for help—he could freeze to 
death. 

“Jen, are you still there?”
“Jackson, what should I do?” She 

tried to keep the tears from spilling, 
but she could not help imagining the 
worst-case scenario.

“Do you have your phone?” 
She dug it out from her jacket.
“There’s no service up here. I knew 

we shouldn’t have come this far. We 
should have gone to our regular spot 
where other people would have been 
around to help us.” Her breathing was 
shallow. “And now I have a toddler in 
the forest, a husband down a hole, 
and no possible way to get help.” A 
sob escaped her, and Ellie looked up 
at her distraught mommy. 

“Jackson, is there any possible 
way of you climbing out of there? I 
mean really carefully without caus-
ing any snow to fall in?”

“I don’t think so, honey. The sides 
are pretty slick. Hey, Jen?”

“Yes?” Nausea washed over 
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Jennifer, but she attempted a brave 
smile for Ellie’s sake. 

“Honey, remember all the breathing 
exercises you used to do? I need you 
to stay real calm and help me out of 
here.”

Jennifer knelt down next to Ellie and 
closed her eyes. In college, she suf-
fered from anxiety and experienced 
several panic attacks. Undoubtedly, 
her husband was worried she was 
about to fall apart. Deep breaths, she 
thought. Breathe in a square. 

“Mommy, you praying?”
Jennifer opened her eyes. Why 

was prayer always the last resort 
and not her very first reaction? Of 
course, she should pray. From the 
mouths of babes, she thought.

“Yes, Ellie. Mommy’s praying and 
Daddy’s praying too. Right, Jackson?”

“Literally on my knees here.” His 
voice sounded a little choked. “God, 
You are our Rescuer. Would You res-
cue our little family right here, right 
now? Thank You for always being 
with us and never leaving us. In Jesus’ 
name. Amen.”

Jennifer wiped her tears, glanced 
around, and stood up with new re-
solve. God was with them in this. 
“Jackson, did the rope fall down into 
the hole with you?”

“Yes, it’s right here. Are you plan-
ning on pulling me out, honey? It’s 
just that I’m a good sixty pounds 
heavier than you—”

“I think I just found our Christmas 
tree.”

“Um, that’s nice.”
Jennifer smiled. “I have a plan. 

Can you throw that rope out as far 
as possible?”

“Sure. But don’t try to come close.”
“I know. Just throw the whole 

thing as far as you can.”
Jackson grunted, and Jennifer’s 

heart soared as the bundle of rope 
landed on the snow in front of her.

“Ellie, you see that pretty Christ-
mas tree over there?”

Ellie looked in the direction Jennifer 
pointed. 

“You have to hug that tree while 
Mommy gets the rope. Can you hug 
the pretty tree?”

Ellie nodded, and they walked 
over to a sturdy looking pine.

“Mommy’s going to crawl to the 
rope, like a game. You can watch.”

“Girls, what’s going on up there?”
“Trust me, Jackson. Because I’m 

trusting God in this.”
Jennifer tentatively crawled toward 

the rope until she could reach and 
grab it. She grinned and scrambled 
back to the tree where she knotted 
the rope around the trunk and then 
walked back toward the crevice area. 

“Jackson, I’m going to throw the 
rope down, and you’re going to 
slowly pull yourself up. Try not to 
disturb the walls too much—trust 
the rope, OK?”

“You tied it to the tree, didn’t you? 
That’s my girl!”

Jennifer beamed. “Ready?”
She returned to the tree with Ellie 

and listened as her husband used 
every ounce of upper body strength 
to heave himself up. She cried when 
she saw his red woolen hat appear 
and then watched him slowly crawl 
to solid ground.

Jackson looked up. “So that’s our 
Christmas tree, huh?”

Jennifer and Ellie scurried over to 
him and held him tightly. “That’s the 
one, Jackson. And from now on, every 
time I see a Christmas tree, I’m going 
to remember that God is with me.”

“God with us.” Jackson winked. 
“That’s what Christmas is all about, 
after all.” H


