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The Gospel According to Julia

Paul George

Julia Simmons couldn’t breathe, let alone cry. 

“I wish I had better news,” Doctor Nadira Patel said as she put her notes on top of the 

sterile examination room table. 

Julia said nothing. She stared at the floor while sitting on the examination table.

After explaining to Julia and her husband, Phillip, that the baby had died in the womb, 

Dr. Patel offered to schedule surgery to remove the baby. 

Phil stood by Julia’s side, speechless.

“I’ll leave you two alone for a few minutes,” said the doctor. “Take your time.” Doctor 

Patel left the examination room, gently shutting the door. Julia could hear her talking to a nurse 

outside, but could not determine what they were saying.

“Julia,” Phil said, “I‘m sorry.”

“Leave,” Julie said. She did not look up from the floor.

“But…”

“Just leave Phil. I need a few minutes to myself.”

He looked outside for a brief moment. Clouds were forming over the New England sky. 

He leaned over and kissed Julia on her forehead. “I love you. I’ll be here when you need me,” 

he said. He walked out of the room, shut the door, and Julia sat alone in the room.

Julia chest ached as she stared at the floor, her long blond hair hanging down like willow

vines. The room was quiet, except for the clicking of the blue Viagra clock on the wall. Her baby 

was dead and there was nothing she could do about it. She clutched her chest and began to 

weep.

Then she began to cry. She looked up and saw the clock. It was 2:05 p.m. She then 

looked upward and prayed to God. She said two words she never thought she would say to 

Him.

*****

Julia walked into the vacant bedroom. Instinctively, she reached for the light switch, but 

stopped when she realized the morning sun was pouring into the room. The golden light, broken

up by the shadows of the birch trees outside, warmed the room. She looked at the light blue 
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wallpaper with dark blue bunnies printed on it and thought about how long it took Phil to finally 

get the paper hung. She had to admit, though, that he did a great job. She walked over to the 

empty crib and ran her thin, almost fragile looking, fingers along the rail. She gently raked her 

finger nails along the bars of the crib and smiled as she heard the clickety clackety sound. One 

more month, she thought, and this room will have a little resident. She noticed a book of Bible 

stories had fallen from the tiny desk onto the floor. She bent over to pick it up. As she did, her 

left hand kept her long blond hair from her face. With her right hand, she picked up the book and

put it back on the desk. She walked over to the window and looked at the view. Their backyard 

was mostly woods and it was a warm summer morning. She thought she saw cardinals amongst

the woods, but could not be sure. It seemed a little early for cardinals in New England. As she 

looked out, her hand moved along her white and pink bathrobe and rubbed her growing belly. As

she did, she felt the baby kick. She said a prayer of thanks to God and left the room with a glow 

of joy on her face.

As she passed the bedroom, she could hear Phil snoring. She went into the kitchen and 

started coffee for him. She loved coffee, but had not had a cup since she became pregnant, 

though it wasn’t for health reasons. Since she became pregnant, the smell of coffee made her 

feel sick and nauseated. Phil, however, still loved his coffee in the morning, so she made some 

and then sat down at the breakfast nook with the window slightly open to dilute the smell.

It was Sunday, so she picked up her Bible. Today was church and the pastor had 

suggested reading the first two chapters of the book of Job. 

Phil came out of the bedroom and stepped into the kitchen. Wearing his blue and white 

striped pajamas, he yawned. Julia thought his thick mustache made him look like a cat when he 

yawned. He opened the cabinet, grabbed a black coffee cup, poured fresh coffee into it, and 

added cream and sugar.

“Good morning dear,” Phil said.

“Good morning.”

“How’s our son?”

“He’s fine.  He was moving around a lot this morning.”

Phil kissed Julia on the check while placing his hand on her belly. Then he sat down and 

started drinking his coffee. Julia put down her Bible and said “would you like to read these 

scriptures with me before we go to church?”

“I don’t think I’m going today, Jules,” Phil said.  “I’m feeling pretty tired this morning.”

“You hardly ever go,” Julia said.  “When we got married, you went every Sunday.”

Phil took another drink from his coffee and said, “I just don’t have the energy.”
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Julia sighed. 

“Could you at least read these scriptures with me?” she asked.

“Sure,” Phil said. 

They took turns reading the two Bible chapters. The verses they read described Job as a

man blessed by God. Satan came into heaven and said the only reason Job served him was 

because of the blessing he received from God. God allowed Satan to destroy Job’s material 

possessions and his ten children. Job remained faithful. When God brought this to Satan’s 

attention, Satan replied that, if afflicted physically, Job would certainly curse God.

After reading the verses, Julia looked at Phil and said “we can see that Job was a man 

of integrity. He was willing to remain faithful to God even though he had been afflicted.”

Phil paused as if thinking about whether he should continue the conversation. Finally he 

said, “Why should he have had to prove it?”

“Because the devil made the challenge.”

“Why would God have even needed to accept such a thing? I’m just wondering Julia.”

“Wondering what?”

“Look, if some guy at work said that you were some sort of slut who would sleep with 

any guy that had some money, I’d punch that prick right in the face. Why would I not only 

entertain the guy’s accusations, but go so far as to wager with him. Especially if I thought he 

was going to hurt you in order to win. I believe in you, Julia.”

“He needed to test Job to see if he would remain faithful, and he was,” she said, 

although she knew it wasn’t enough to pacify Phil.

“But if God is a loving father, why would he allow this? Why would he allow suffering? A 

bet? That's not love. That's pride.”

“Phil, I don’t know. What I do know is that God must have had a reason for allowing it 

and that's good enough for me.” She took a deep breath. “I really want you to come to church 

today.”

“Why?”

“Because I do. The Bible says that we are supposed to gather together.”

“That doesn’t necessarily mean church. It just means that Christians are to meet 

together. It could have been talking about gathering to have Moxie and Twinkies.”

“It is important to me Phil. The way they look at me when I am by myself…”

“Who?”

“The pastors’ wives and some of the other women. They always ask about you. It is 

always with a hint of self-satisfaction rather than concern.”
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“Why do you care, Julia?  Why does it matter what they think? I almost died a few years 

ago and Pastor Bill said I was suffering because I wasn’t ‘putting God’s kingdom first’ and that 

somehow God was punishing me for something I did.”

“I know he was wrong when he said that, but don’t you think he will pay for that later?”

Phil said nothing.

Holding the Bible up before him she said, “Phil, you still need to worship God. I know you

are a good man, but you need to be faithful to God. It says in here that ‘faith without works is 

dead’.”

“I still believe, Julia. I try my best to be a good, honest person.  However, you make it 

sound like that I'm worthless unless I got to church.”

Julia wasn’t sure how to respond. She took another deep breath. “I think you are a 

wonderful husband and I think you’ll be a great dad. I’m not going to nag you about this, but it 

does hurt me that you don’t go. I’d just like you to think about going to church because I think it 

will be good for all three of us.” She stood up, walked around the table to Phil, and gave him a 

hug.

Phil kissed her and told her that he loved her.  “If you want a ride, I’ll take you.”

“I can still drive. It is a little hard to get in the car, but I’ll be fine once I get in.”

“If I can get in the car,” Phil said while patting his stomach, “I know you can.”

The two ate oatmeal, drank orange juice, and chatted about the baby’s room and the 

weather. Julia reminded Phil that she would have an appointment with Doctor Patel on Monday. 

Phil said he would be there.

Julia showered and put on her Sunday dress.  It was a red maternity dress with white 

flowers printed on it. As she came out of the bedroom, she saw Phil watching soccer on 

television.  “I’ll be home by three,” she said while putting on her earrings.

“Okay - I’ll be here,” said Phil.

Julia arrived at the church and entered the building. Rupert, an older gentleman, greeted

her.  “Good morning Julia, you’re looking big today. Are you going to make it through all of the 

service?”

Big? Julia thought. She knew better than to take his comment the wrong way. “Oh, I 

have another month left, Rupert,” she said, smiling.

She went into the sanctuary and sat down. The service started. She sang the opening 

hymn with the congregation and then one of the pastors offered a prayer. She really wished Phil

could be there. This is where God is and this is where He wants us to be, she thought. She 

knew the situation when he got sick was bad. The pastors, especially Pastor Bill, were uncaring 
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toward Phil the entire time he received chemotherapy. However, that was no excuse for Phil to 

quit going to church. Sometimes she felt like she had to demonstrate enough faith to cover both 

of them.

Pastor Bob walked on the stage, wearing a white three-piece suit, and started to talk 

about how all Christians were going through difficult times. The pastor gave a few statistics 

regarding illness and tied that into the story of Job’s personal integrity. He summarized by 

comparing Job’s righteous life with that of Jesus, who remained faithful until his death.

It bothered Julia that Phil could not see the importance of Job’s example. Phil was willing

to turn his back on God just because Pastor Bill made a few unkind comments. She could not 

understand how his viewpoint could be changed so quickly.

After the service, Julia went to the children’s center at the church and volunteered to 

help clean. Eden, Pastor Bob's wife, was already in the room, returning children's books to their 

shelves.

“Maybe you should just get some rest Julia,” Eden said.

“I’m okay. In a few weeks, well, that may be different.”

“Well, just take it easy,” Eden said. She was tall with long, dark hair. Julia thought that as

Pastor Bob’s wife, Eden’s stature within the congregation was almost as important as his. Eden 

originally brought Julia to the church and she always considered Eden her spiritual big sister.  

“Where’s Phil?”

“He stayed home again. I’m not sure what to do. Spiritually, it isn’t good for him to stay 

home from church. Now that the baby is coming, I’m even more concerned.”

Eden continued to pick up books. “Well,” she said, “you need to really think about what is

good for the baby. The Bible says we should not be unevenly yoked with unbelievers.”

“Wait,” Julia protested. “He still believes. He just doesn’t want to go to church.”

“If he believed, he’d be here.” Eden stopped cleaning, walked over to Julia, and put her 

arm around her. “I know he’s a good man. He works hard. He’s always been generous. But you 

have to think of the spiritual health of your new baby.”

“I think he has allowed some bad feelings to develop.”

“But that isn’t your fault, is it? Maybe you need to put your foot down. If he doesn’t want 

to serve God, you will need to do what is right for your child.”

It made sense to Julia, but she didn’t like it. She would never leave Phil. Is church so 

important to me, she thought, that I’d leave him?

After they finished cleaning the room, Eden walked Julia to her car.

“Are you going to be working at the food bank this week?” Eden asked.
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“I plan to,” Julia said. “It is going to take more than this baby to stop me.”

“If you don’t feel up to it, I think that is understandable. I wouldn’t want you to overexert 

yourself. I think the Big Guy would understand that you needed a few weeks off to have a baby.”

“I’ll be fine, thanks.”

When they reached Julia’s car, Eden gave her a kiss on the cheek and went back into 

the church. Julia squeezed into her car and went home.

She entered the house and called for Phil. He came out of the baby’s room.

“Hey there,” he said with a smile on his face.

She smiled and said hello. She tried to hide the stress of her experience with Eden.

“Did they talk again?”

“I don’t want to talk about it.”

“Okay, I was thinking, since it is a such a beautiful day today, we could sit in the 

backyard and have dinner.”

“That sounds wonderful, Phil.  What do you want to eat?”

“I already made dinner.  All you need to do is change out of your church clothes and 

relax.”

Julia smiled.

They ate outside and didn’t talk about church. Julia didn’t tell him what Eden said nor did

she think much about it. She loved this man and she knew he loved her. She realized that this 

was important.

After dinner, they watched a comedy on television and laughed together. Then they both 

crawled into bed. Phil gave Julia a kiss goodnight. Then he kissed her stomach and said, 

“Goodnight son.” Julia turned the light off and the three of them fell asleep.

*****

Julia began to cry and glanced at the clock, noticing the time.  It was 2:05 p.m.  Alone in 

the sterile examination room, she could feel the tears dripping off of her face and onto her 

dress. She looked heavenward and prayed “fuck you.”

After ten minutes, Julia opened the door and left the examination room.  As she entered 

the hallway, she saw Phil sitting by the door. Her face was red and swollen from crying. Phil 

rose and walked toward her. She put her arms around him, still sobbing.

Weeping, she said, “We lost him, Phil. He was our son. I don’t know what to do.” Phil 

had tears in his eyes.
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Dr. Patel approached Julia and let her know the surgery had been scheduled for the next

day.

Phil put his arm around his wife, picked up her purse, and walked with her out of the 

doctor’s office. They rode the elevator to the ground flood, not speaking. As they left medical 

building, the afternoon humidity rose. The sticky air made the situation seem heavier. From the 

dark clouds overhead, Julia could see lightning. Almost immediately, the loud thunderclap shook

the two of them.

“It is going to pour,” Phil said, “we’d better get to the car.”

Before they could get to the car, the rain came down.  The rain, heavy and warm, 

drenched to couple.

Julia suddenly stopped, gasped. and smiled.  “We have to go back!” She turned around 

and started to walk back to the medical building entrance.

“Julia, what’s going on? Wait!”

“The baby just kicked!”

Julia entered Dr. Patel’s office, rainwater dripping from her soaked hair and drenched 

dress. “I need to see Dr. Patel right now. The baby kicked.” Phil entered behind her.

The nurse called the doctor. Dr. Patel came into the waiting room and said “Julia, you 

have been through a lot. I’m sorry about your loss. You have been carrying this baby for eight 

months. For months you have felt him moving around.  It is natural to feel like it is still moving.”

“No! You don’t understand. It - he is moving!”

“Julia, sometimes…”

Julia grabbed the doctor’s hand, placing it firmly on her belly and said “God damn you, 

just feel it!”

The baby kicked Dr. Patel's hand. She placed her stethoscope on Julia’s stomach. 

“There’s a heartbeat.”

Dr. Patel took Julia into the examination room. “You're in labor. You need to go to the 

hospital.”

A nurse brought Julia a wheelchair. Phil pushed the chair for his wife. 

Julia's contractions grew stronger. She was admitted into a hospital room.  It would only 

be a matter of time and Julia and Phillip Simmons would be parents.

“You were right Julia,” Phil said while holding his wife’s hand. “I need more faith. This 

situation has shown me that.”

Julia remained quiet.

“Maybe God let Satan torment Job because there was not doubt in God’s mind that Job 
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was faithful,” Phil said. “He had confidence in Job.”

Or maybe it was just a bet, Julia thought.

“I’ll put aside my differences with Bill and start going to church again. It will be good for 

our family.”

Julia delivered the baby after two hours of labor. He was healthy and loved by his 

parents.

The next Sunday, Julia watched as Phil got dressed and went to church. He told her he 

would never miss worship again.

Julia stayed home. Her words in the examination room were her last to God.

©  Paul Anthony George 2015. Unauthorized use and/or duplication of this material without express and written permission from this

blog’s author and/or owner is strictly prohibited. Excerpts and links may be used, provided that full and clear credit is given to Paul 

Anthony George with appropriate and specific direction to the original content. 

Contact me at paulanthonygeorge@gmail.com


