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chapter. PD 

Chapter 20  

The Best Christmas Ever 

I received, the other day, a letter from my friend Ole Olesen, pastor of First 

Lutheran Church, Baltch Falls, SD. I would like to share it with you. It is self-

explanatory. It needs no introduction. 

Dear Paul, 

I am sorry that it has been so long since I have written you but I began to notice 

that when ever I would write to you and share with you something that was 

happening in my live, you would write a story about it and frankly I would always 

come out looking more or less stupid. And now I understand that you are interested 

in publishing these stories about me. A magazine called me the other day to see if 

it was OK with me if they published your stories about me. I said, "No, not now, 

not ever, no way!"  

I hope this is an end to that because I find now, as I have found so many times 

before, that I need to talk to you. For some things, only old friends will do. 

Something has happened to me and if I don't talk about it, I will surely burst. 

Minnie left me. Alone. She was only gone 4 days and she and the kids are back 

now, but when she left, she really left. She had no intention of returning. 

It has been coming on for several years now. 

I swore when I got out of seminary that I would not be like other pastors. I would 

not work 70 hours a week and when I was at home be consumed by the concerns of 

the parish. I saw what that had done to my dad and mom and to me and I knew that 

I would not let it happen to my family. 

I would be involved in my family's life. I would be home, like real fathers are. 

Every little request from a parishioner or every meeting would not be more 

important than my family. I would be the husband and father that Minnie and the 

kids and even God would have me be. 



I don't know when it happened. That is not important. It happened. The guilt of 

unfinished jobs at the church, the pride of having everyone in the congregation 

loving me, the busy-ness of a growing congregation, staff problems, ego problems, 

you understand. They all began working on me until I was like every other pastor, 

only worse. 

I didn't just not spend enough time with Minnie and the kids, I didn't spend enough 

love on them. Everything at the church became more important than anything at 

home. 

"No, I can't go to your T-ball game. I have too much work to do. Minnie can you 

go?" 

"No, I won't be home tonight, there are calls to make, meetings to go to, counseling 

to do. How about next Thursday, I don't have anything that evening, can we do it 

then?" 

"Minnie, I don't have time for this. Can we talk about it later. Sven Olegaard is the 

hospital. I have to go. good-by." 

I never stopped loving Minnie. She never stopped loving me. But I stopped 

showing her that I loved her. I let everything take me away from her. And she 

stopped showing me that she loved me. The only conversations that we had were 

about the kids and their problems and time crunch issues. 

I might not have even noticed that she had left except that she left a note on the 

refrigerator door. It said, "Ole, good by. I have taken the kids. We are not coming 

back. I will not play second fiddle to the church anymore. I need a husband and 
you need a maid. I will call when I am ready, Love, Minnie." 

Having read the note, I went into the bathroom and threw up. I couldn't sleep. I 

couldn't eat. I lost 12 pounds in 4 days. I didn't go to work. I didn't answer the 

phone. I told my secretary that I was sick and wouldn't be in for a while, don't call 

me. I just sat in my chair in the living room and stared at the Christmas tree trying 

to figure out what to do. 

How would I live without her. I resolved to give up the ministry and go be a 

cowboy or a mill worker, anything that would let me be at home with Minnie and 

the kids. I resolved to give up everything and anything to get them back. Nothing 

was as important as them. 

Having decided that, I tried to figure out how I had gone wrong. How did I let that 

which was the most important thing in my life get treated like the least important. 

As I waited for Minnie to call, I decided that I was just stupid, cosmically stupid. 

There was no excuse, no one to blame. I was just stupid. 

Minnie never called.  



She came home after four days because she loved me more than she cared to, as 

did the kids. She came home because she loved me more than I deserved and more 

than I had a right to ask for. She came home. 

It is true what they say, "You don't appreciate what you have until it is taken 

away." I am a better husband and father now. I still have to work, of-course, and I 

am still a pastor, not a cowboy, but I am a husband and a father first. 

This will be my best Christmas ever because I was taught that the greatest gift I 

could ever receive, I already have. Merry Christmas to me. 

Paul,  

You may use this experience of mine as one of your stupid stories. As a matter of 

fact, I would prefer it. Everyone already thinks I'm stupid anyway.  

I would like everyone to have the same great Christmas that I am going to have. 

Maybe some of your people have forgotten just how important their family is. I 

know some of mine have. Maybe some of your people have stopped giving their 

family the time and the love that they demand to stay healthy and to stay happy, or 

to just stay. I know some of mine have. 

Use this experience to remind them of the great gift of their family this Christmas. 

It will give them a best Christmas ever. 

This whole experience has also gotten me thinking that we do the same thing to 

God that I did to Minnie. Nothing is so important as our relationship to Him and 

yet look how little time we give him. See how we take Him for granted. Notice 

how everything is more important than spending time with him. Even watching a 

football game is more important than worshipping. Talk about cosmically stupid! 

On Christmas morning we will celebrate that God loves us more than we deserve 

or have the right to ask for. He came to the world even though the world rejected 

Him. He comes back to us, even though we cast him out. 

This next Good Friday I think that I am going to try to help my people here at First 

to experience the 3 days of Jesus on the cross as God gone from us. If we can feel 

Him taken away, maybe we will be able to appreciate what we have, a God who 

loves us more than we deserve or have the right to ask for. 

At Christmas it is our duty and our privilege to celebrate two great gifts from our 

loving god: Our families, and our savior. We don't deserve either. 

Thank you Jesus. 

Tell your people to appreciate their families and their God. Give them the time and 

love they deserve. There is nothing more important. 

I am, and always will be, your friend, 



Merry Christmas, 

Ole. 

Ole has given me permission to share this with you and I am pleased to do so. 

Things are back to a new normal for the people of First Lutheran Church, Baltch 

Falls, SD. 

 


