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Christmas Through New Eyes 
Eva 
 
My sweet mom sent a beautiful package of Christmas decorations 
to my desert home in the Middle East. Surrounded by dust and 
mosques and donkeys, my world wasn’t feeling very Christmas-y. 

But then a box containing a stocking, tinsel, and a star for my tree made all the difference in the 
world.  I ceremoniously placed my new Christmas items around my tiny apartment while singing along 
with an Amy Grant Christmas album at the top of my lungs.  As I got to the bottom of the box I 
realized all that was left was to hang my pretty new stocking.  I didn’t have a fire place so I decided to 
hang it on the door to my house.   
 
Enter my neighbors.  Curious, they stood outside my door inspecting my new decor before knocking to 
ask me over for tea and to find out more about these strange new things I had in my apartment.   
 
“What is that weird sock on your door?” They asked.  I proceeded to explain the story of St. Nicholas and 
the stockings and why it’s a tradition in America.  In those moments I was so thankful for the Christmas 
history lessons I had in elementary and middle school.   
 
“Tell us about this holiday.  It’s important to you, right?” Excited, with animated arm gestures, I began 
telling them the story of Jesus’ birth, all the while praising God my Arabic was standing up to this 
language challenge.  I got to the end of the story and asked with all the hope in my heart, “Do you have 
any questions or want to know more?" 
 
Their eyebrows furrowed as they processed what I had been saying.  Finally, they asked me the question 
on their heart. “We understood the story you told but where do the fat man, the little people and the 
gazelles fit in?" 
 
Evangelism fail. 
 
As I trudged across the hall to my little apartment I found myself angry with the commercialized holiday 
Christmas has become.  I wondered how my conversation would have been different if the Elf movie 
hadn’t made it to the Middle East.  And then the sweet voice of the Holy Spirit spoke to my heart saying, 
“Yes, but if that movie hadn’t come to the Middle East would they have even known to ask about 
Christmas at all?”   
 
I can’t say I miss all the Santa posters and the Christmas commercials on TV. But I am thankful for the 
opportunity Jesus’ birth gives me to share God’s great love for mankind with Muslims.  I pray, you too, 
have a similar opportunity to share with those in your network.   
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