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Pastor’s Message  
Christmas Eve, 2021 

 
Some of you are aware that I have a cat:  Gloria is her name. She came to live 

with me from the animal shelter almost two years ago:  on New Year’s Eve Day. Since 
she came during the Christmas season, it was easy to name her. Gloria is short for Gloria 
in excelsis Deo. Already eight years old when I chose her, she is now ten and I know 
that some day she will be gone and wonder how I will feel about that. 

I’ve lost animals before, some from injury and disease, some accidental and some 
intentional. There is always a sense of loss. Many of you have suffered loss this past 
year. Some serious losses and I have no doubt your hearts grieve. All of us have suffered 
loss; things are not the same as they once were, and we have the opportunity to reeval-
uate our lives and what is important. Thinking about Gloria and about loss reminds me of 
a story I read recently. 

There once was an old man who had a little brown dog. The dog’s name was 
Christmas. Throughout their marriage, having a dog had been a recurring conversation 
between Jake and Margaret. Margaret had always wanted a dog, but Jake thought they 
were too much work. “We don’t need a dog,” he would say. But now almost a year since 
Margaret had died, Christmas had come to live with Jake.  

As Christmas approached, Jake didn’t know how he was going to bear it. He and 
Margaret had never children and the house seemed empty. Jake would put up the 
Christmas Tree in the living room and some outside decorations, but it was Margaret who 
did all the rest: wreaths on the doors, candles in the windows, a manger scene on the 
mantel over the fireplace. And it was Margaret who did all the baking, leaving the house 
smelling wonderful. 

As December rolled around, Jake decided he couldn’t face Christmas season alone, 
so one morning he found himself at the local animal shelter interviewing dogs. There 
were so many dogs, labradoodles and beagles and terriers of all sorts. Even Shi Tzus and 
Pekinese, Great Danes and Pomeranians. 

But amidst all those was the ugliest dog Jake had ever seen. The sign beneath his 
kennel read Miniature Bull Terrier, but there must have been a lot of other breeds mixed 
in. He was, plain and simple, a mutt. He was brownish, mud-colored with a circle around 
one eye as if he had been a boxer once upon a time. There was a scar across one of his 
haunches and half his tail looked like it had been chewed away.  

“That’s my dog,” Jake thought, “no one else is taking him home.”  The dog seemed 
to agree since he licked Jake’s hands and rolled over to have his belly rubbed. “Hello fel-
la. You’re coming home with me and we’re going to get through Christmas together. In 
fact, I’m going to call you Christmas.” 

He got Christmas into the car and into his empty home. Jake showed Christmas his 
water bowl and his food bowl, the dog bed he had bought at the pet store and the cou-
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ple toys he had already bought. The rest of the toys he kept in the closet; no use ruining 
the surprise right away. That was silly for a man his age, but it made Jake happy. 

Christmas did not take to his bed, but instead insisted on sleeping at the foot of the 
bed. After some wrestling, Jake slept better that night than he had in a long time with 
Christmas nestled at his feet. 
 In the days that followed, Christmas went everywhere with Jake. He rode in the 
truck to the grocery store and to the local bar. They took the garbage out together, 
cleaned the basement together, put up the Christmas Tree in the living room, arranged 
the manger scene on the mantle over the fireplace, and some other decorations as well. 
 Jake even tried baking some of Margaret’s cookie recipes which didn’t turn out so 
well, but Christmas didn’t seem to mind.  
 Things were going along fine until about 8 days before Christmas. Jake and 
Christmas were outside hanging lights and the garbage truck came by. The gaping back 
door of the truck opened with a screech and Christmas was off like a shot. Jake called 
out, ran after him, looked around the neighbor’s houses, but couldn’t find him anywhere.  
 He looked for hours that night and the next day and the next night, calling out, 
“Here Christmas!”  “Come, Christmas!” He kept looking and calling and some might have 
given up, but not Jake. He couldn’t bring himself to accept that Christmas might be gone 
forever. 
 He put up posters around town and kept making the rounds looking for Christmas 
everywhere he could think the dog might have gone. 
 Just as dusk approached on Christmas Eve, Jake headed home, still calling for 
Christmas, but with his head down and slow steps. His heart was aching and his voice 
was breaking as he stepped onto the porch still calling for Christmas. “Here Christmas! 
Come home, Christmas!” 
 And then he saw him, leaping over a snowbank behind the garage. Christmas came 
running straight for Jake and they were, all of a sudden, the two of them, a wiggly, tail-
wagging, slobbery doggy kisses mess and Jake had tears running down his cheeks. 
 Something changed for Jake in that moment. More than a feeling, his heart was 
filled with joy and love. It was a deep knowing, a feeling that something was right. 
Christmas had come home. 
 When our hearts are empty and joy and love are hard to come by, God sends a 
gift. After the heartache and loss, Christmas comes home and Emanuel:  God is with us 
again. 
 


